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LIFE    OF 

SIK  WALTER  SCOTT,  BART. 

WILLIAM  CHAMBERS,  LL.D. 


Bib  Wai/ikb  Boott,  the  fourth  child  of  Walter  Scott,  Writer  to  the 
Signet  ia  Edinburgh,  was  bom  in  that  citj  on  the  IGth  of  Aagost,  1771. 
He  came  ot  the  old  Border  famil;r,  the  Bcotts  of  Harden,  an  oflahoot 
fitomthe  honse  of  Bncclench.  Though  he  matured  into  a  man  ol  ro- 
bust health,  and  of  strength  nearly  herculean,  as  a  child  he  iras 
feeble  and  sickly,  and  very  early  he  wa«  sniitt<,'u  with  a  lameness  which 
remained  with  him  tbroogh  life.  His  childhood  was  passed  for  the 
most  part  at  Bandyknowe,  the  farm  of  his  grandfather,  in  Boxbiu^h- 
ahire.  Here  the  foundations  of  bis  mind  were  laid;  and  his  early 
and  delighted  familiarity  with  the  ballads  and  legends  then  floating 
OTer  all  that  part  of  the  oountiy,  probably  did  more  tbnn  any  other 
influence  to  determine  the  sphere  and  modes  of  his  fatirre  litoniry 
activity.  Between  the  years  1779  and  1763  he  attcndeil  the  High 
School  of  Edinbnrgb,  where,  despite  occasional  flsshes  of  talent,  he 
shone  considerably  more  on  the  playground  as  a  bold,  high-Hpirited 
and  indomitable  little  fellow,  with  an  odd  tnm  for  story-telliDg.  than 
within  he  did  as  a  student.  In  1783  he  went  to  the  UniTcniity,  and 
for  three  years  ho  remained  there,  ns  it  Beemod.  not  greatly  to  his  ad- 
vantage. Afterwards,  in  the  height  of  his  fame,  he  was  wont  to  speak 
withdeepregret  of  his  neglect  of  his  early  opportunities.  But  though 
leaving  oolite  but  scoutly  famished  with  the  knowledge  formally 
taught  there,  in  a  desultory  way  of  his  own  he  had  been  hiving  up 
storee  of  valuable,  thongh  unassorted  information. 

From  his  earliest  childhood  onward,  he  was  a  ravenous  and  insatia- 
Ue  readeii  his  memory  was  of  extraordinary  range  and  tenacity,  and 
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.  of  wlut  be  either  read  or  observed  be  eeems  to  bBTe  forgot  almost 
uoQiing.  Of  I«tiii  he  knew  little;  of  Greek,  leaa;  bnt  a  serviceabK 
if  somewhat  inoxaot  knowledge  of  French,  Italian,  Spanish  and  Oer- 
man  be  bad  aequired,  and  he  oontinned  to  retain.  On  the  whole,  for 
his  Bpecial  porposeB,  bis  edaoation  was  perhaps  as  available  as  if  be 
hod  been  the  pride  of  all  bis  preeeptors.  In  1786  he  was  articled  ap- 
prentice to  bis  &ther,  in  whose  office  he  worked  aa  a  clerk  till  1793, 
in  which  jeaiba  waa  called  to  the  bar.  In  hia  profession  be  bad  tail 
success,  and  in  17S7  he  was  manied  to  Charlotte  Margaret  Carpenter, 
a  lad^  of  French  bittb  and  parent!^.  Towards  the  end  of  1799, 
throngh  the  interest  of  hia  friends.  Lord  AfelTille  and  the  Duke  of 
Bncclenob,  be  was  made  sheriff-depute  of  SaUdrkahire,  an  appoint- 
ment which  brongbt  bim  jESOO  a  year,  with  not  Tet7  much  to  do  for  it. 
Ueantime,  in  a  tentative  and  intermittent  way,  his  leisure  had  been 
occnpied  with  Uteratnre,  which  more  and  mora  dixtinctly  announced 
itself  as  the  main  boHinesa  of  bia  life. 

His  first  publication,  a  tianalation  of  BUrger's  ballads,  Lenort  amd 
Tlie  JTUd  Bunlatnan,  was  iseued  in  1796.  In  1798  appeared  his  trans- 
lation of  Ooethe'a  drama  of  Oodz  von  Baiichingen;  and  in  the  year  fol- 
lowing be  wrote  the  fine  ballads,  GlmfiiJas,  the  £be  of  SI.  John,  and  the 
Grey  Brother.  The  year  18UQ  gave  to  the  world  the  flrat  two  volnmes 
of  his  Border  Minstrelsy,  which  were  followed  in  1603  by  a  third  and 
final  one.  This  work,  the  frait  of  those  ''raids  " — aa  be  called  them^ 
over  the  Border  counties,  in  which  he  had  been  vuat  to  spend  hia 
vacstions.  was  most  favonrably  received  by  the  piililic.  iinil  iit  onro 
won  for  him  a  prominent  place  among  the  literary  men  of  the  time. 
In  18^4  he  issued  an  edition  of  the  old  poem.  Sir  Tristrein,  ndmiml.Iy 
editccl  and  elucidated  by  vulunble  dissertations.  Meantime,  The  Tjiy 
r^  (lie  Li..l  ^finslrtl  had  beeu  in  progress,  and  by  it*  publication  in 
ISOo,  he  became  ata  bound  the  most  popular  author  of  hiaday. 

During  the  next  ten  years,  besides  a  moss  of  miBceUanmuH  work, 
the  most  important  items  of  which  were  elaborate  editions  of  Drydeu 
(ISUSjandof  Swin  (1811),  including  in  eilber  case  a  Life,  he  gave  to 
the  world  the  poema  ilarmion  (1808).  The  I^.iy  of  the  Like  (18101,  The 
nsi..n  a  D.m.  Itcd^ick  (1811).  R^ctby  (1813),  77,'  BnUd  ,./  Triermabi, 
anonj-moualy  published  (1813),  The  Lord  </  the  Isles,  and  The  F\eid  of 
ir.t(n-too. 

The  enthusiasm  with  which  the  earlier  of  these  works  were  re- 
ceived somewhat  began  to  abate  aa  the  series  proceeded.  The  charm 
of  novelty  was  no  longer  felt;  moreover,  a  distinct  deteriotatiou  in 
quality  is  not  in  the  later  poems  to  be  denied;  and  in  the  bold  ont- 
bunts  of  Byron,  with  his  deeper  vein  of  sentiment  and  concentrated 
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energy  of  passion,  a  formidable  rival  had  appeared.  All  this  Scott 
distinctly  noted,  and  after  what  he  felt  as  the  comparative  failure  of 
The  Lord  cf  the  Isles  in  1815,  with  the  trivial  exception  of  the  anony- 
mous piece  EarM  the  Dauntless  (1817),  he  published  no  more  poetry. 
But  already  in  Waverley,  which  appeared  without  his  name  in  1814,  he 
had  achieved  the  first^of  a  new  and  more  splendid  series  of  triumphs. 
Ouy  Mannering,  The  Antiquary,  The  Black  Bvoarf,  Old  Mortality,  Rob  Roy, 
and  The  Heart  cf  Midlothian  rapidly  followed,  and  the  "  Great  Unknown," 
AS  he  was  called  (whom  yet  every  one  could  very  well  guess  to  be  no 
other  than  Walter  Scott),  became  the  idol  of  the  hour.  The  rest  of  the 
famous  series,  known  as  the  Waverley  Novels,  it  would  be  idle  to  mention 
in  detail  From  this  time  onward,  for  some  years,  he  stood  on  such  a 
pinnacle  of  fame  and  brilliant  social  prosperity  as  no  other  British  man 
of  letters  has  ever  gone  near  to  reach. 

He  resided  chiefly  at  Abbotsford,  the  **  romance  in  stone  "  he  had  built 
himself  in  the  Border  country  which  he  loved,  and  thither,  as  '*  Pilgrims 
of  his  (Genius, "  summer  after  summer  repaired  crowds  of  the  noble  and 
the  distinguished,  to  partake  the  princely  hospitalities  of  a  man  whom 
they  found  as  delightful  in  the  easy  intercourse  of  his  home,  as  before 
they  had  found  him  in  his  writings.  In  1820,  to  set  a  seal  upon  all  this 
distinction,  a  baronetcy  was  bestowed  upon  him  as  a  special  mark  of  the 
xoyal  favour.  But  the  stately  fabric  of  his  fortunes,  secure  as  it  seemed, 
was  in  seoret  built  upon  the  shifting  sands  of  commercial  speculation, 
and  in  the  disastrous  crisis  of  the  year  1826  a  huge  ruin  smote  it.  In 
1805,  his  income,  as  calculated  by  bis  biographer,  was  something  nigh 
£1000 a  year,  irrespective  of  what  literature  might  bring  him;  a  hand- 
some competency,  shortly  by  his  appointment  to  a  clerkship  of  the  Court 
of  Session  to  have  an  increment  at  first  of  £800,  subsequently  of  £1300. 
But  what  was  ample  for  all  prosaic  needs,  seemed  poor  to  his  imagination 
with  its  fond  and  glittering  dreams.  Already  some  such  vision,  as  at 
Abbotsford  was  afterwards  realized,  flitted  before  his  mind's  eye,  and  it 
was  the  darling  ambition  of  his  heart  to  re-create  and  leave  behind  him,  in 
the  founding  of  a  family,  some  image  of  the  olden  glories  which  were  the 
life  of  his  literary  inspirations. 

In  the  year  above  mentioned,  lured  by  the  prospect  of  profit,  and  with- 
out the  knowledge  of  his  friends,  he  joined  James  Ballontyne,  an  old 
schoolfellow,  in  the  establishment  of  a  large  printing  business  in  Edin- 
burgh. To  this,  a  few  years  afterwards,  a  publishing  business  was  added, 
under  the  nominal  conduct  of  John  Ballantyne,  a  brother  of  James;  Scott, 
in  the  new  adventure,  becoming,  as  before,  a  partner.  Gradually  the 
affairs  of  the  two  firms  became  complicated  with  those  of  the  great  house 
of  Constable  A  Co.,  in  the  sudden  collapse  of  which  Scott  found  himself 
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one  forenoon  a  bonkrapt,  with  peraonal  lUbilitiu  to  tba  ext«nt  of  Bomo- 
thi^Uko£lEO.OOOi 

'In  tin  reproof  of  chuHO 
Hem  tbfl  troe  proof  of  men''— 

■□d  now,  in  thia  ohaUenge  of  adverM  bta,  tua  manhood  and  proud  is- 
tegrity  were  moatnoblj  approTed.  With  hia  creditors,  oompositioQ  would 
have  been  easy;  bat  this  nsnal  coarse  he  disdained.  "God  granting  him 
time  and  health," he  said,  "he  woald  owe  no  man  a  penny.'  And 
Bomevhat  declined  as  he  now  was  from  the  first  vigour  and  elasticitj  of 
his  strengtli,  he  est  himself  by  the  labool  of  hia  pen  to  liquidate  this 
enormous  debt. 

BreaJdng  np  hia  establlBhment  at  Abbotsford,  where  the  wife  whom  he 
loved  la;  dying,  he  hired  a  lodging  in  Edinbargh,  and  there  for  aome 
years,  with  stem  and  anfallering  reaolation,  he  toiled  at  bis  piodigioiu 
task.  The  stream  of  novels  flowed  as  formerly:  a  Ilixlon/  of  Napoleon,  in 
eight  Tolomes,  wia  nndertakon  and  completed,  with  much  other  miscel- 
laneous work;  and  within  the  apace  of  two  years,  he  had  realized  for  his 
creditors  the  amazing  som  of  nearly  £40,000.  A  new  and  annotated  edi- 
tion of  the  noTcla  was  issued  nith  immense  Bnccesa,  and  there  seemed 
every  prospect  that,  within  a  reasonable  period,  be  might  again  front  the 
world,  OS  he  bad  pledged  himself  to  do,  not  owing  to  an;  man  a  penny. 
In  this  hope  he  toiled  oo ;  bat  the  limits  of  endnnince  had  been  reached, 
and  the  springs  of  the  ontwom  brain  broke  in  that  stress  of  crnel  and 
luug-continncd  effort.  In  1S30  he  was  smitten  down  with  pa^ysis,  from 
which  he  never  thoronghly  rallied.  It  was  hoped  that  the  climate  of 
Italy  might  benefit  him;  and  by  the  government  of  the  da;  a  frigate  was 
placed  at  his  dicpos^  in  which  to  proceed  thithei.  Bat  in  Italy  he  pined 
for  the  home  to  which  he  returned  onl;  to  die. 

At  Abbotsford,  on  the  Slst  September,  ltJ3-2,  he  died,  with  his  children 
lound  him  and  the  mormar  of  the  Tweed  In  his  ears.  On  the  26th,  ht 
was  buried  beaide  his  wife  in  the  old  Abbey  of  Dfybuigh. 


THE  LAY  OF  THE  LAST  MINSTREL. 


To  the  Right  HonoonUe  Charlkb  Eahl  op  Dalkeith,  this  Poem  If  Inscribed  bj  the  author. 


PBEFACE  TO  THE  FIRST  EDITION. 

The  Poem,  novo  offered  to  the  Public,  is  intended  to  illustrate  (he  customs  and 
manners  which  anciently  prevailed  on  the  Borders  of  JUngland  and  Scotland,  The 
iuhabUants  living  inastau  ^tartly  pastoral  and  partly  warlike,  and  combining  habits 
if  constant  depredation  with  the  influence  of  a  rude  spirit  of  chii-alry,  were  often 
engaged  in  scenes  highly  susceptUAe  of  poetical  omameni.  As  the  description  of 
scenery  and  manners  was  more  the  cbjert  of  the  Authi^r  than  a  cnmbitted  and  regu- 
lar narrative,  the  plan  of  the  Ancient  Metrical  Bamanre  vas  adoitttd,  which  alloics 
greater  latUuide,  in  this  respect,  than  tcould  be  consistent  with  the  dignity  of  a  regu- 
lar Poem.  The  same  model  offered  other  faaHiies,  as  it  permits  an  occasional  a/- 
teraOcn  cf  measure,  whidi,  in  some  degree,  authorizes  the  change  of  rhythm  in  the 
texL  The  machinery,  also,  adopted  from  popular  beli^,  would  have  seemed  puerile 
in  a  Poem  which  did  not  partake  of  the  rudeness  of  the  old  Ballad,  or  Metrical 
Romance, 

For  these  reasons,  the  Poem  uxis  put  into  the  mouth  of  an  ancient  Minstrel,  the 
last  of  the  race,  who,  as  he  is  supposed  to  have  survived  the  Revolution,  might  have 
caught  eomewhat  of  the  refinement  of  modem  poetry,  without  losing  the  simplicity 
cf  his  original  model  The  date  of  the  Tale  itself  is  about  the  middle  of  the  sixteenth 
century,  when  most  of  the  personages  actually  flourished.  The  time  occupied  by  the 
action  is  Three  Nigfds  and  Three  Bays, 
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Thb  way  was  long,  the  wind  was  cold, 
The  Minstrel  was  infirm  and  old; 
His  withered  cheek,  and  tresses  gray, 
Seem'd  to  have  known  a  better  day; 
The  harp,  his  sole  remaining  joy. 
Was  carried  by  an  orphan  boy. 
The  last  of  all  the  Bards  was  he. 
Who  sung  of  Border  chivalry ; 
For,  welladay  I  their  date  was  fled. 
His  tanefnl  brethren  all  were  dead; 
And  he,  neglected  and  oppress'd, 
Wish'd  to  be  with  them,  and  at  rest. 
No  more  on  prancing  palfrey  borne, 
He  caroird,  light  as  lark  at  mom; 
No  longer  conrted  and  caressM, 
High  placed  in  hall,  a  welcome  gnest, 
He  ponr'd,  to  lord  and  lady  gay. 


The  unpremeditated  lay: 

Old  times  were  changed,  old  manners 

gone; 
A  stranger  filled  the  Stnarts'  throne; 
The  bieots  of  the  iron  time 
Had  calrd  his  harmless  art  a  crime. 
A   wandering   Harper,   scom'd  and 

poor, 
He  begg'd  his  bread  from  door  to 

door. 
And  tuned,  to  please  a  peasants  ear. 
The  harp,  a  king  had  loved  to  hear. 

He  pass*d  where  Newark's*  stately 
tower 


*  Xfirark'g  stately  torrer.  A  ruinwl  tower 
now;  sitiiiitoil  tliroe  miles  fh)m  Selkirk,  oa 
the  banks  of  tho  Yarrow. 
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Looks    out  from    Yarrow*8   birchen 

bower: 
The  Minstrel  gazed  with  wishful  eye — 
No  humbler  resting-place  was  nigh, 
With  hesitating  step  at  last. 
The  embattled  portal  arch  he  pasa'd, 
Whose  ponderous  grate  and  massy 

bar 
Had  oft  roird  back  the  tide  of  war, 
But  never  closed  the  iron  door 
Against  the  desolate  and  poor. 
The  Duchess*  marked  his  weary  pace. 
His  timid  mien,  and  reverend  face. 
And  bade  her  page  the  menials  tell. 
That  they  should  tend  the  old  man 

well: 
For  she  had  known  adversity, 
Though  bom  in  such  a  high  degree ; 
In  pride  of  power,  in  beauty's  bloom. 
Had  wept  o'er  Monmouth's  bloody 

tom  D  ! 

When  kindness  had  his  wants  sup- 
plied. 
And  the  old  man  was  gratified, 
Began  to  rise  his  minstrel  pride: 
And  he  began  to  talk  anon. 
Of  good  Earl  Francis,  f  dead  and  gone. 
And  of  Earl  Walter.  J  rest  him,  God  ! 
A  braver  ne'er  to  battle  rode; 
And  how  full  many  a  tale  he  knew, 
Of  the  old  warriors  of  Buccleuch : 
And,  would  the  noble  Duchess  deign 
To  listen  to  an  old  man's  strain, 
Though  stiff  his  hand,    his    voice 

tiiough  weak. 
He  thought  even   yet,  the  sooth  to 

speak. 
That,  if  she  loved  the  harp  to  hear. 
He  could  make  music  to  her  ear. 

The  humble  boon  was   soon   ob- 

tain'd; 
The  Aged  Minstrel  audience  gain'd. 
But,  when  he  reach'd  the  room  of 

state. 
Where  she,  with  all  her  ladies,  sate, 


•  Thf  Thtehrfm.  Anne,  tht»  heircRS  of  Buc- 
cleuch. who  had  been  married  to  the  unhuu- 

y  Duke  uf  Monmouth,  son  of  Charlea  il. 

e  WHS  beheaded  fur  rebellion  agaiust 
James  U.,  ItJBS. 


Perchance  he  wished  his  boon  de- 
nied: 
For,  when  to  tune  his  harp  he  tried, 
His  trembling  hand    had    lost  the 

ease 
Which  marks  security  to. please; 
And  scenes,  long  past,  of  joy  and 

pain, 
Came  wildering  o'er  his  aged  brain — 
He  tried  to  tune  his  harp  in  vain  ! 
The    pitying    Duchess    praised    it8 

chime, 
And  gave  him  heart,  and  gave  him 

time. 
Till  every  string's  according  glee 
Was  blended  into  harmony. 
And  then,  he  said,  he  would  full  fain 
He  could  recall  an  ancient  strain, 
He  never  thought  to  sing  again. 
It  was  not  framed  for  village  churls, 
But  for  high  dames  and  mighty  earls ; 
He  had  play'd  it  to  King  Charles  the 

Good, 
When  he  kept  court  in  Holyrood; 
And  much  he  wish'd,  yet  fear'd  to  try 
The  long-forgotten  melody. 
Amid  the  strings  his  finders  stray'd. 
And  an  uncertain  warbling  made. 
And  oft  he  shook  his  Loary  head. 
But  when  he  caught   the  measure 

wild. 
The  old   man  raised  his  face  and 

smiled; 
And  lighten'd  up  his  faded  eye. 
With  all  a  poet's  ecstasy  ! 
In  varying  cadence,  soft  or  strong, 
He  swept  the  sounding  chords  along: 
The  present  scene,  the  future  lot. 
His  toils,  his  wants,  were  all  forgot: 
Cold  diffidence,  and  age's  frost, 
In  the  full  tide  of  song  were  lost; 
Each  blank  in  faithless  memory  void, 
The    poet's   glowing    thought  sup- 
plied; 
And  while  his  harp  responsive  rung, 
'Twas    thiis    the    Iiatest    Minstrel 
sung. 


t  Earl  FrancU.  Tlie  Dachess's  late 
father. 

I  Wniter,  Earl  of  Buccleuch,  fn*andfatber 
of  the  Ducheue,  and  a  ccIcbratfMl  warrior. 
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CANTO  FIRST. 


The  foast  wm  OTer  in   Brankflome 
towciv 

And  the  toAye  had  gone  to  her  se- 
cret hower; 

Her  bower  that  was  guarded  by  word 
and  by  spell. 

Deadly  to  hear,  and  deadly  to  tell — 

Jesa  Maria,  shield  ns  well ! 

No   living  wight,   save    the    Ladye 
alone. 

Had  dared  to  cross   the  threshold 
stone. 

IL 

The  tables  were  drawn,  it  was  idlesse 
aU; 
Knight,  and  page,  and  household 
squire. 
Loiter  d  through  the  lofty  hall, 

Or  crowded  round  the  ample  fire: 
The    staghounds,  weary    with    the 
chase, 
Lay8tretch*d  upon  the  rushy  floor, 
And   urged,  in  dreams,  the   forest 
race. 
From    Teyiot-stone     to    Eskdale- 
moor. 

m. 

Nine-and-twenty  knights  of  fame 
Hung  their  shields  in  Branksome- 
HaU; 
Nine-and-twenty  squires  of  name 
Brought  them  their  steeds  to  bower 
from  stall; 
Nine-and-twenty  yeomen  tall 
Waited,  duteouM,  on  them  all; 
They  were  all  knights  of  mettle 

true. 
Kinsmen  to  the  bold  Buccleuch. 

IV. 

Ten  of  them  were  sheathed  in  steel. 
With  belted  sword,  and  spur  on  heel : 
They     quitted    not    their    harness 

bright. 
Neither  by  day,  nor  yet  by  night: 

They  lay  down  to  rest. 

With  corslet  laced, 
PilloVd  on  buckler  cold  and  hard; 


They  caryed  at  the  meal 
With  gloves  of  steel, 
And     they    drank     the     red   wine 
through  the  helmet  barr*d. 

V. 

Ten  squires,  ten  yeomen,   mail-clad 

men, 
Waited  the  beck  of  the  warders  ten  ; 
Thirty  steeds,  both  fleet  and  wight, 
Stood  saddled  in  stable  day  and  night. 
Barbed  with  frontlet  of  steel,  I  trow. 
And  with  Jedwood-axe  at  saddlebow ; 
A  hundred  more  fed  free  in  stall: — 
Such  was  the  custom  of  Branksome- 

HalL 

VI. 

Why  do  these  steeds    stand   ready 

dight  ? 
Wby  watch  these  warriors,  arm*d,  by 

night  ?— 
They  watch,  to  hear  the  blood-hound 

baying; 
They  watch    to  hear  the  war-horn 

braj'ing; 
To  800  St.  George*s  red  cross  stream- 

To  see  the  midnight  beacon  gleaming: 
They  watch,  against  Southern  force 
and  guile, 
Lest  Scroop,  or  Howard,  or  Percy's 

powers, 
Threaten  Branksomc*s  lordly  towers 
From  Warkwork,  orNaworth,or  merry 
Carlisle. 

VII. 

Such  is  the  custom  of  Branksome- 
Hall- 

Munv  a  valiant  knight  is  here; 
But  he,  the  chiet'tuin  of  them  all. 
His  sword  hiingH  rusting  on  the  wall. 
Beside  his  broken  spear. 
BardH  long  nhall  tell 
How  Lord  Walter  fell! 
WTien  startled  burghers  fled,  afar. 
The  furies  of  the  Border  war; 
When  the  streets  of  hi^'h  Dunedin* 
Saw  lances    gleam  and  falchions 
redden, 

*  EdiDburgh. 
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And    beaid    Uie   alogan's*  deadly 

Then  the  CUel  of  Branksome  fell 
TIIL 
C&u  piety  the  discord  baol, 

Orstitnch  the  deathJend's enmity? 
Caa  ChriatiaiL  lore,  con  patriot  ical. 

Can  love  of  blesa^  charity  ? 
Ko!  vainly  to  each  holy  ahrine. 

la  mntaal  pilgrimage  they  drev; 
Implored,  in  vain,  the  grace  divinn 

for  chiefs,  their  own  red  &lchionk 

While  CesHford  owna  the  rule  o(  Carr, 
While  Ettrick   boasts  the  line  of 
Scott, 
The  Blnughter'd  chiefa,  the  mortal  jar. 
The  bsvoc  of  the  feudal  war. 
Shall  never,  never  be  forgot! 
IX. 
In  sotTovf  o'er  Lord  Walter's  bier 
The  warlike  foreatera  had  bent; 
And  many  a  flower,  and  many  a  tear. 
Old    Teviot's  maida  and  matrons 
lent: 
Bnt  o'er  her  warrior's  bloody  bier 
Tho  Ladje   diopp'd  nor  flower  nor 

Vengeance,   deep-brooding  o'er   the ' 

Had  loclc'd  the  source  of  softer  woe ;  I 
And  burning  pride,  and  high  disdain,  I 

Forbade  the  risiu);  tear  to  flow. 
Until,  amid  his  sorrowing  clan. 

Her  son  lisp'd   from  the    nurses 

"And  if  I  live  to  be  a  man, 

My  father's  death  revenged  shall 


All  looRC  her  neglieent  attire. 

All  loose  her  golden  hair. 
Hung  Margaret  o'er  her  daughter*! 

And  wept  in  wild  despair. 


r  gBUiering  word,  of 


But  not  alone  the  bitter  tear 

Had  filial  grief  supplied; 
For  hopeless  love,  and  aniions 

Had  lent  their  minaled  tide: 

Nor  in  her  mother's  slter'd  eye 

tiy. 

.  „        -  'sell. 

With  Carr  in  arms  had  stood, 

When  Muthonse-bnm  to  Heltoae  iKn, 

All  purple  with  their  blood ; 
And  well  she  knew,  her  mother  dretid 
Before  Iiord  Cranatoua     she  would 

wed, 
'Vould  aee  her  on  her  dying  bed. 

XI. 
(X  iioble  r&oe  the  Ladye  came, 
UerfathervaBaclerkof  fame, 

Of  Pethnne'slineof  Picardie: 
He  leani''l  the  art  that  none  may  name, 

In  Padua,  far  beyond  the  sea. 
Uen  sajd,he  changed  bia  mortal  frame. 

By  feat  of  magio  mystery; 
For  when,  in  studious  mode,  ha  paced 

tit.  Andrew's  cloister'd  hall, 
His  form  no  darkenins  sbadnw  traced 

Upon  tlie  Hunny  wall ! 
SIL 
And  of  his  skill,  as  horda  avow. 

He  tAught  thiit  Ladye  fair. 
Till  to  her  bidding  slio  could  bow 

The  viewless  form  i  of  air. 
And  now  she  tils  in  secret  bower, 
In  old  liord  David's  western  tower. 
And  listens  to  a  heavy  sound. 
That  moans  the  mossy  turrets  round. 
Is  it  the  roar  of  'i'eviot's  tide. 
That  chafes  against  the  scaor'st  red 

aide? 
Is  it  the  vcind  that  swings  the  oaks  ? 
Is  it  the  echo  from  the  rocks  ? 
What  mny  it  he,  the  heavy  sound. 
That  monii-i  old  liranksome's  turrets 
round? 

XIU. 

At  the  sullen,  moaning  sound. 
The  ban-dogs  bay  and  howl; 

And,  from  the  turrets  round. 
Loud  whoops  the  Rtortled  owL 
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In  the  hall,  both  squire  and  knight 
Swore  that  a  storm  was  near. 

And  looked  forth  to  view  the  night? 
Bat  the  night  was  still  and  dear! 

XIV. 

From  the  sonnd  of  Teviot's  tide. 
Chafing  with  the  monntaiD*s  side, 
From  the  groan  of  the  wind-swung 

oak. 
From  the  snllen  echo  of  the  rock, 
From  the  Toice  of  the  coming  storm, 

Th»  Ladye  knew  it  well ! 
It  was  the  Spirit  of  the  Flood  that 
spoke. 
And  he  called  on  the  Spirit  of  the 
FelL 

XV. 

BIVZB  BPIBIT. 

»*  Sleep'st  thon,  brother  ?*'— 

MOT7NTAIN  BPIBIT. 

— "Brother,  nay — 
On  my  hills  the  moon-beams  play. 
From  Craik-cross  to  Skelfhill-pen, 
By  every  rill,  in  every  glen. 

Merry  elves  their  morris  pacing. 

To  atrial  minstrelsy, 
Emerald  rings  on  brown  heath  trac- 
ing, 
Trip  it  deft  and  merrily. 
Up,  and  mark  their  nimble  feet ! 
Up,  and  list  their  music  sweetH' — 

XVI. 

BIVER  SPIBTT. 

"Tears  of  an  imprisoned  maiden 
Mix  with  my  polluted  stream ; 

Margaret  of  BraDksome,sorrow-laden, 
Mourns  beneath  the    moon's  pale 
beam. 

Tell  me,  thou,  who  view'st  the  stars, 

When  shall  cease  these  fedual  jars? 

What  shall  be  the  maiden's  fate? 

Who  shall  be  the  maiden's  mate  ?" 

xvn. 

MOUNTAIN  spmrr. 
**  Arthur's  slow  wain  his  course  doth 
roll, 

•  Mo88-trooper,  a  borderer,  whose  profos- 
don  was  pillage  of  the  English.  These  mii- 
raoders  wero  called  mass-troopert  bccaujio 


In  utter  darkness  round  the  pole; 
The  Northern  Bear  lowers  black  and 

grim: 
Orion's  studded  belt  is  dim; 
Twinkling  faint,  and  distant  far. 
Shimmers  through  mist  each  planet 

star; 
111  may  I  read  their  high  decree ! 
But   no   kind  influence  deign  they 

shower, 
On  Teviot's  tido,   and  BAoiksome's 

tower, 
Till  pride  be  quell'd,  and  love  be 

free." 

xvnL 

The  unearthly  voices  ceast. 

And  the  heavy  sound  was  still; 
It  died  on  the  river's  breast. 

It  died  on  the  side  of  the  hilL 
But  round  Lord  David's  tower 

The  sound  still  floated  near; 
For  it  rung  in  the  Liidye's  bower, 

And  it  rung  in  the  Ladyc's  ear. 
She  raised  herstatc'ly  head. 

And  her  heart  throbb'd  high  with 
pride  : — 
'•  Your  mountains  shall  bend. 

And  your  streams  ascend. 
Ere  Margaret  be  our  foeman's  bride !" 

XIX, 

The  lady  sought  the  lofty  hall. 

Where  many  a  bold  retainer  lay, 
And,  with  jocund  din,  among  them 
all. 

Her  son  pursued  his  infant  play. 
A  fancied  moss-trooper,"  the  boy 

The  trnnchoon  of  a  spear  bestrode. 
And  round  the  hall  rigut  merrily, 

In  mimic  foray  rode, 
Even  bearded  knights,  inarms  grown 
old, 

Share  in  his  frolic  gambols  bore. 
Albeit  their  hearts  ot  rugged  mould 

Were  stubborn  as  tho  steel  they 
wore. 
For  tho  grey  warriors  prophesied. 

How  the  brave  boy,  in  future  war. 


they  dwelt  in  tho  mosses,  and  rode,  on  their 
iucuraiuuti,  iu  troops. 
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The  I^dje  forgot  ker  pnrpose  high. 

One  moment,  and  do  more  ; 
One  moment  gued  with  a  mother's 

As  she  pmaed  at  the  arched  door : 
Then  fiom  amid  the  armed  train. 
She  called  to  her  WiUiam  of  Delo- 


A  stark  moss-trooping  Scott  irai  he. 
Aa  e'er  couch'dBorder  lance  by  knee  ; 
Throngh  Solway  sanda,  thiottgh  Tar- 


Bfind 


idfold,   he  knew   the   paths    \a 

By  wily  tnms,  by  desperate  bonnds. 
Had   baffled    Percy's     best    blood- 

bnnndH ; 
In  Eske  or  Liddel,  fords  were  none, 
Bat  he  wonld  ride  them  one  by  one; 
Alike  to  him  was  time  or  tide, 
December's  snow  or  Jnly'a  pride  ; 
Alike  to  bim  was  tide  or  time. 
Moonless  midnight  or  matin  prime. 
Steady  of  heart  and  stout  of  hand. 
As  ever  drove  prey  from  Cumberland. 
Five  times  outlawed  bad  he  been, 
By  England's  King  aud   Scotland's 

Qaeeu. 

sxn. 

"Sir  William  of  Deloraine,  good  at 

Moaut  tbee  on  the  wightent  steed  ; 
Spare  not  to  spur,  nor  stint  to  ride. 
Until  Ibou  come  to  fair  Tweedside  ; 
Aod  in  Uelrose's  holy  pile 
Seek  thon  the  Monk  of  St.  Alary'a 
aisle. 
Greet  the  father  well  from  me  ; 


bnninic'oftlic  ScuiiiofBuedpiich. 

;  naiTibv.  tl>e  |ilaceun  (.'arliale  «nU 
tlie  nowliDopctj,  If  cHughl.  were  hnn. 

U  a  criminal  claimail  on  the  scuffuld  " 


Say  that  the  fated  boor  is  come. 
And  to-night  he  shall  watch  wiUi 

To  win  the  treasnre  ol  the  tijinb. 
For  this  will  be  St  Uichael's  night. 
And,  tbou^  stars  be  dim,  the  moon 

And  the  Crosa,  of  bloody  red. 
Will  point  to  the  grave  of  the  mighty 
dead. 

TYTTT. 
"What  he   gives  thee,    see   thon 

Sta;^  not  thon  for  food  or  sleep  ; 
Be  it  scroll  or  be  it  book, 
Into  it,  Knight,  thon  most  nut  look  ; 
If  thon  readeat  thon  art  lorn ! 
Better    hadst    thoa     ne'er    been 

XITf. 
'•  0  swiftly  oan  speed  my  dapple-grey 

Which  drinta  of  the  Teviot  clear  ; 
Ere  break  of  day,"  the  warrior  'gan 

"  Again  will  I  be  here  : 
And  safer  by  none  may  thy  errand 
be  done. 

Than,  noble  dame,*by  me  ; 
Letter  nor  line  know  I  never  a  one, 

Wer't  my  neck-verso  at  Hairibee."} 
XXV. 
Soon  in  his  saddle  sate  he  fast. 
And  soon  the  steep  descent  he  past. 
Soon  croas'dthe  sounding  barbican, 5 
And  soon  tbo  Teviot  side  he  won, 
Ea.stward  the  wooded  path  he  rode. 
Green  hazels  o'er  his  basnet  nod  ; 
He  passed  tbo  Peel  of  Goldiland,|| 
And  cros-s'd  old  Borthwick's  roaring 

Dimly    be    view'd    the     Moat-hill's 
mound, 

of  hii  rlrr^cv."  a,  priest  Instontlj  nrnu^ntrd 

hliD  uilh  u  Pultcr.  and  hs  miA  liia  imk. 

rsc    Tlieporer  ormtdiniritrnlitUidliini 

hi*  life,  nfalcli  wjit  nana  :  but  lie  «-« 

DikliedtUekliiffilem.  SeoPalgruTo'i  "Mer- 
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Where    Druid   shades    still    flitted 

ronnd ; 
Id  Hawick  twinkled  many  a  light ; 
Behind  him  soon  they  set  in  night ; 
And  soon  he  spurred    his  ooorser 

keen 
Beneath  the  tower  of  Hazeldean. 

XXVL 

The  clattering  hoofs  the  watchmen 

mark;— 
"Stand,  ho!    thou    courier  of    the 

dark."- 
**For  Branksome,  hoT  the  knight 

rejoin*d. 
And  left  the  friendly  tower  behind. 
He  tum*d  him  now  finom  Teviot- 
side, 
And,  guided  by  the  tinkling  rill. 
Northward  the    dark    ascent    did 
ride, 
And  gained  the  moor  at  Horslie- 
hill; 
Broad  on  the  left  before  him  lay. 
For  many  a  mile,  the  Roman  way/ 

xxvn. 

A  moment  now  he  slaok'd  his  speed, 
A  moment   breaUied    his    panting 

steed  ; 
Drew  Baddle-g[irth  and  corslet-band. 
And  loosen'd  in  the  sheath  his  brand. 
On  Blinto-crags  the  moonbeams  glint. 
Where  BamhiU  hewed  his    bed  of 

flint; 
Who  flung  his  outlaw'd  limbs  to  rest 
Where  falcons  hang  their  giddy  nest, 
Mid  diffii,  from  whence  his  eagle  eye 
For  many  a  league  his  prey  could 

spy; 
Clifb,    doubling,    on    their    echoes 

borne, 
The  terrors  of  the  robber's  horn  ? 
Clifis,  which,  for  many  a  later  year, 
The  warbling  Doric  reed  shall  hear, 
When  some  sad  swain  shall  teach  the 

grove. 
Ambition  is  no  cure  for  love  1 


*  An  anctent  Roman  road,  crossing  through 
put  of  Koxburghshire. 

t  Barded,  or  barbed,  applied  to  a  horse 
•eooutred  witU  defenaiye  armoiir. 


xxvm. 

Unchallenged,    thence  pass*d  Dolo- 

raine. 
To  ancient  Riddel's  fair  domain. 

Where  Aill,  from  mountains  freed, 
Down  from   the   lakes   did   raving 

come ; 
Each  wave  was  crested  with  tawny 
foam, 
Like  the  mane  of  a  chestnut  steed. 
In. vain  !  no  torrent,  deep  or  broad. 
Blight  bar  the  bold  moss-trooper's 
road. 

XXIX. 

At  the  first  plunge  the  horse  sunk  low. 
And  the  water  Broke  o*er  the  saddle 

bow  ; 
Above  the  foaming  tide,  1  ween 
Scarce  half  the  cnarger's  neck  was 

seen ; 
For  he  was  bardedf  from  counter  to 

tail. 
And  the  rider  was  armed  complete  in 

mail; 
Never  heavier  man  and  horse 
Stemm'd  a  midnight  torrent's  force. 
The  warrior's  very  plume,  I  say, 
Was  daggled  by  the  dashing  spray  ; 
Yet,  through  good    heart  and  Our 

Ladye's  grace. 
At  length  he  gain'd  the  landing  place. 

XXX. 

Now  Bowden  Moor  the  march-man 
won, 
And   sternly    shook   his    plumed 
head, 
Ah  glanced  his  eye  o'er  Halidon  ;l 

For  on  his  soul  the  slaughter  red 
Of  that  unhallow'd  morn  arose. 
When  first  the  Scott  and  Carr  were 

foes  ; 
When  royal  James  beheld  the  fray. 
Prize  to  the  victor  of  the  dny  ; 
When  Home  and  Douglas,  in  the  van. 
Bore  down  Buccleuch'8  retiring  clan. 
Till    galhint    Cessford's    heart-blood 

dear 
Reek'd  on  dark  Elliot's  Border  spear. 


;  Halidon  was  an  ancient  scat  of  the  Kem 
of  Cetisfurd,  now  demolished. 


1 
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In  bitter  mood  be  Bpnrred  fast. 
And  BOOH  the  hated  heath  vaa  past : 
And  far  beneath,  in  lostra  wan. 
Old  Uelros'  loee,  and  fair  Tweed  nm: 
Like  Bome  tall  rock  with  licheofi  grey, 
Seem'd  dimlv  huge  the  dark  Abbaje. 
When  Hawidc  ha  pass'd  had  cartew 

rung, 
How  midnight   laoda*  were  In  Mel- 
rose sung. 
The  Bound,  npon  the  fitful  gale. 
In  solemn  wise  did  rise  and  fidl. 
Like  that   wild  harp,   whose  nuigio 

Ib  woken'd  br  the  winds  alone. 

But  when  Melrosa  he  r^oh'd,  'twas 

silence  nil ; 
He  meetly  stabled  his  steed  in  stall. 
And    Boi^ht   the   convent's    lonely 

Heb£  paused  the  harp;  and  with  its 

The  blaster's  fire  and  courage  fell; 
Dejectedly,  and  low,  he  bow'd. 

And,  gazing  Umid  on  the  crowd. 
He  seem'd  to  seek,  in  every  eye, 
If  they  approved  his  minstrelsy  ; 
And,  aimdei.t  of  present  praiRp, 
SoLifwhat  he  spoke  of  former  ilays. 
And  Low  old  age,  nnd  wond'ring  long, 
Had  done  bis  hand  and  harp  some 

wrong. 
The  Dnt'besB,  and  her  dnngbtera  fair, 
And  every  |;entle  lady  there, 
Eacii  ufter  each,  in  dno  dogrec. 
Gave  praises  to  his  melody  ; 
llis  band   waa  true,   Llj   voice  was 


clear 


And  r 


1  they  long'd  the  rest  t 


CANTO  SECOND. 

L 
Ir  tbon  would'st  Tiew  fair  Ifclrose 

'  Laudt,  Hw  mldol^t  tervica  of  Iha  Catb- 


inlight ; 

-  -    .  „-, of  lightsome  day 

Gl!d,  bat  to  fiont,  the  ruins  grey- 
When  the  brsken  atttbes  are  bhu^  in 

night. 
And   each   ahofted    oriel    glimmers 

white; 
When   the    cold    light's    uncertain 

Streams  on  the  ruin'd  central  tower  ; 
When  bnttreaa  and   bnttreas   alter- 
nately. 
Seem  framed  of  ebon  and  ivory; 
When  silver  edges  the  imagery. 
And  tho  scrolls  that  teach  Uiee  to  live 

When  distant  Tweed  is  heard  to  rave. 
And  tha  owlet  to  boot  o'er  the  dead 

mab's  grjve. 
Then  go — but  go  alone  the  while— 
Then  view  St.  David's  ruin'd  pile  ; 
And,  bome  rctnniing,  aooUdv  swear, 
Was  never  scene  so  sad  and  mir ! 

II. 

Short  halt  did  Deloraioe  make  there  ; 
Little  reck'd  be  of  the  scene  so  fair ; 
With   dagger's   hilt,   on  the  wicket 

strong, 

struck  full  loud,  and  struck  full 

long. 
The  porter  hurried  to  the  gate— 
"  Who  kuucks  Eo  loud,  and  knocks  so 

lalo?" 
From  Bionksorae  I,"  the  warrior 

And  straight  tho  wicket  open'd  wide: 
ForEr.inkHoiDe'sChiefs  bad  in  battle 

To  fence  the  ri^htn  of  fair  Slelrose; 
And  lands  and  livin);s,  many  a  rood. 
Hud   gifted    the  sbrino  for  their 
Bouls'  rvpose. 

m. 

Bold  Dcloraino  bis  crmnd  said  ; 
Tbe  porter  bent  bis  bumble  bead; 
Willi  torch  in  hand,  and  feet  nnshod. 
And  uoiKeless  step,  tbe  path  he  trod, 
The  arched  cloister,  fcr  and  wide, 
Itang  to  tbe  warrior's  clanking  stride^ 
Till,  stooping  low  bis  lofty  ctest. 
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He  enter*d  the  cell  of    he  ancient 

priest* 
And  lifted  his  barred  aventayle,* 
To  hail  the  Monk  of  St.  Mary's  aisle. 

IV. 

"The  Ladye  of  Branksome  greets 
thee  by  me, 
8ays,  that  the  fated  honr  has  come, 
And  that  to-night  I  shall  watch  with 
thee, 
To  win  the  treasure  of  the  tomb.*' 
From    sackcloth    couch    the    Monk 
arose, 
With  toil  his  stiffen'd  limbs    he 
rear'd ; 
A  hundred   years    had    flung  their 
snows 
On   his   thin    locks  and   floating 
beard. 

V. 

And  strangely  on  the  knight  look*d 
he. 
And  his  blue   eyes  gleam 'd  wild 
and  wide; 
*'  And«  darest  thou.  Warrior  !  seek  to 
see 
What  heayen  and  hell  alike  would 
hide? 
Mr  breast,  in  belt  of  iron  pent, 
with  shirt  of  hair  and  scourge  of 
thorn; 
For   threescore    years,    in    penance 
spent. 
My  knees  those  flinty  stones  havo 
worn: 
Yet  all  too  little  to  atone 
For  knowing  what  should  ne*er  be 
known. 
Would'st    thou    thy  every  future 
year 
In  ceaseless  prayer  and  penance 

drie. 
Yet   wait    thy  latter    end  with 

fear- 
Then,    dariug    Warrior,    follow 
me! 

VI. 

"  Penance,  father,  will  I  none; 
Prayer  know  I  hardly  one ; 


*A99niuyle,  visor  of  Uie  Jielmet 


For  moss  or  prayer  can  I  rarely  tarry, 
Save  to  patter  an  Ave  Mary, 
When  I  ride  on  a  Border  foray. 
Other  prayer  can  I  none; 
So  speed  me  my  errand,  and  let  me 
be  gone." — 

vn. 

Again   on   the    Knight   look'd    the 

Churchman  old. 
And  again  he  sighed  heavily; 
For  he  had  himself  been  a  warrior 

bold, 
And  fought  in  Spain  and  Italy. 
And  he  thought  on  the  days  that 

were  long  since  by, 
When  his  limbs  were  strong  and  his 

courage  was  high: — 
Now,  slow  and   faint,    he    led    the 

way, 
Where,  cloi8ter*d  round,  the  garden 

lay; 
The  pillar'd  arches  were  over  their 

head, 
And    beneath    their    feet  were    the 

bones  of  the  dead. 

VIII. 

Spreading     herbs,     and      flowerets 

bright, 
Glisten'd  with  the  dew  of  night; 
Nor    herb,    nor    floweret,    glisten'd 

there, 
But  was  cor^red  in  the  cloister-arches 
as  fair. 
The  monk  gazed  long  on  the  lovely 
moon, 
Then  into  the  night  he  looked 
forth ; 
And  red  and  bright  the  streamers 
light 
Were  dancing    in    the  glowing 
north. 
So  had  ho  Boon,  in  fair  Castile, 
The  youth  in  glittering  squad- 
rons start; 
Sudden  the  flying  jennet  wheel, 
And  hurl  the  unexpected  dart. 
Ho  knew,  by  tho  Btreamcrs  that  shot 

so  bright, 
That  spirits  were  riding  the  northern 
light. 


SCOTT'S  POETICAL  WORES. 


BfB  atod'ClBnalied  postern  door, 
Tho;  entor'd  now  tho  chanoel  tall 


The  key  stone,  that  lock'd  «Mb  ribbod 

sisla. 
Was  a  flenr-de-lTS,  ora  qnatre-fBiinie, 
The  corbells  vers  carved  groteeqne 

and  grim; 
And  the  pillan,  witb  olnatered  shafts 

^ith  base  and  vitb  capital  Jtonrished 
aroond. 

Seemed  bandies  ot  lanoes  wbidi  gar- 
lands bad  bound. 


Full  man;  a  scntcheon  and  banuec 
Shook   to   the    oold   nijl^t-wind  ot 


Before  thy  low 

O  gallant  chief  of  Ottcrbnmo  1 
And  thine,  dark  Knight  of  Liddes- 


XL 

The  moon  on  the  east  oriel  ehone 
Through  slender  shafts   of  shapely 

By  lohaoed  tmcpty  combined  ; 
Thou  wonldst   h;ive   thought  some 

fiiiry's  hand 
Twiit    poplars   Btraight   the    o£iei 

In  manr  a   freakish   bnot,     had 

Then  framed  a  spell,  when  the  wock 

And  changed   the  willow  wreaths  to 

The  silver  light,  so  pale  and  faint, 
tihcw'd  many  a  ptopbet,  and  many 

Whose  image  on  the    glass   was 


Full  in  the  midst,  bis  Groes  of  Bed 
Ttinmphant  Michael  brandish^, 

And  trampled  the  Apostate's  pride. 
The  moonbeam  kiss'd  the  holy  pane, 
And  threw  on  the  parement  s  bloody 

ra. 

They  sate  tbem  down  on  s  maible 

(A  Scottish  monarch  slept  below;)* 
Thus  spoke  the   Honk,    in  solemn 

"I  was  not  always  a  man  of  woe; 
Foi  Psynim  ooontries  I  have  trod. 
And  fought  beneath  tbeCross  ofGoil; 
Now,  stmoge  to  my  eyes  thine  anaa 

appear, 
And  their  iTon  clang  sounds  strange 

xin. 

'*  In  these  far  climes  it  was  my  lot 
To   meet   the    wond'rons     Michael 

Bcott, 
A  wizard,  of  such  dreaded  fam^ 
That  when,  in  Salamanca's  cave. 
Him  listed  bis  magic  wand  to  wave, 
llie  bells   would    ring   in   Notre 

Dame  I 
Some  of  hlsskill  he  tinght  to  nio  ; 
And,  Warrior,  I  could  say  lo  tliou 
The  words  that  cleft  Eildon  hills  in 

And  bridled  the  Tweed  with  a  ccrb 

ofBtone; 

But  lo  Bpeak  them  were  a  deadly  sin; 

And  for  liuviDg  but  thought  them  my 

heart  within, 

A  treble  penance  mn^t  be  done. 


"When    Uichael  lay  on   Lis  dying 

be.l. 
His  conscience  was  awakened ; 
Ha  belbovvght  him  ot  his  sinful  decil. 
And  be  gave  uie  a  sign  lo  tome  witb 

I  was  in   Spain  when  the  morning 


*  Afesander  JL 
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The  words  may  not  again  be  said. 
That  he  spoke  to  me,  on  death-bed 

laid ; 
They  would  rend  this  Abbaye's  massy 

naTe, 
And  pile  it  in  heaps  above  his  graye. 

XV. 

"  I  swore  to  bnry  his  Ifighty  Book, 
That  never    mortal    might    therein 

look; 
And  never  to  tell  where  it  was  hid, 
Save  at   his  Chief   of  Bxanksome's 

need: 
And  when  that  need  was  pest  and  o'er, 
Again  the  volume  to  restore. 
I  buried  him  on  Bt.  Michaers  night. 
When  the  bell  tolled   one,  and  the 

moon  was  bright. 
And  I  dug  his  chamber  among  the 

dead, 
TVhen  the  floor  of  the  chancel  was 

stained  red. 
That  his  patron's  cross  might  over 

him  wave. 
And   scare    tiie    iiends    from    the 

Wizard's  grave. 

XVI. 

"  It  was  a  night  of  woe  and  dread. 
When  Michael  in  the  tomb  I  laid  I 
Strange  sounds    along   the  chancel 

pass'd. 
The     banners     waved    without    a 

bhstr- 
-^till  spoke  the  Monk,  when   the 

bell  toird  one  !  - 
I  tell  you,  that.a  braver  man 
Than  William  of  Deloraine,  good  at 

need. 
Against  a  foe  ne'er  Bpnrr'd  a  steed  ; 
Yet  somewhat  was  lio  chilled  witli 

dread. 
And  his  hair  did  bristle  upon  his 

head. 

XVIL 

"Lo,  Warrior!  now,  the  Cross  of  Red 
Points  to  the  grave  of  the  mighty 

dead; 
Within  it  bums  a  wondrous  light, 
To  chase  the  spirits  that  love  the 

night: 


That  lamp  shall  bum  unquenchably. 
Until  the  eternal  doom  shall  be."*— 
Slow  moved  the  monk  to  the  broad 

flagstone. 
Which  the  bloody  Cross  was  traced 

upon  : 
He  pointed  to  a  secret  nook ; 
An  iron  bar  the  Warrior  took ; 
And  the  Monk  made  a  sign  with  his 

withered  hand. 
The  grave's  huge  portal  to  expand. 

xvni. 

With  beating  heart  to  the  task  he 

went; 
His  sinewy  frame  o'er  the  gravestone 

bent; 
With  bar  of  iron  heaved  amain. 
Till  the  toil-drops  fell  from  his  brows, 

like  rain. 
It  was  by  dint  of  passing  strength. 
That  he  moved  the  massy  stone  at 

length. 
Iwoulayou  had  been  there,  to  see 
How  the  light  broke  forth  so  glori* 

ously, 
Stream'd  upward  to  the  chancel  roof. 
And  through  the  galleries  far  aloof  1 
l\o    earthly    flame   blazed     e'er    so 

bright : 
It  shone  like  heaven's  own  blessed 

light. 
And,  issuing  from  the  tomb, 
Show'd  the  Monk's  cowl,  and  visage 

pale. 
Danced  on  the  dark-brow'd  Warrior's 

mail, 
And  kiss'd  his  waving  plume. 

XIX. 

Before  thoir  eyes  the  Wizard  lay, 
As  if  ho  had  not  been  dead  a  day. 
His  hoary  beard  in  silver  roll'd. 
He  seem'd  some  seventy  winters  old  ; 
A  palmer's    amice    wrapped    him 

round, 
With   a   wrought  Spanish  baldric 
bound, 

*  It  \vn9  a  tx-ticf  or  the  Middle  Agot  that 
eternal  Jam|»)i  vcru  to  bo  found  burning  as 
luiGicut  bcpulcUre*. 
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Like  B  pilgrim  from  beyond  the 

His  left  band  held  his  Book  of 

Might; 
A  silver  cross  was  m  his  T\gbt; 

The  lonip  was  pUced  beside  bia 

High  and  roajestio  was  bis  look. 
At  which  the  fellest  fiends  lud  shook. 
And  all  unmffleil  \raa  his  face: 
They    tnistod  bis  soul    bad  gotten 

XX. 
Often  had  William  of  Delnraine 
Bode    throagb    the  batUo's    bloody 

plain, 
And  trampled    down    the 

And  neither   known   rei 


Tetni 


His  breath   came   thick,    bis    head 

When  thia  strange  Hcene  of   death 

Bewilder'd  end  nnnerred  he  stood. 
And  the  priest  prayed  fervently  and 

■Willi  eves  BTerted  prayed  he  ; 
He  might  not  endnio  tbedobtto  see. 
Of  the  manbe  bad  loved  so  brotherly. 
XXL 

ba<l  pray'd. 
Thus  unto  Deloniiue  be  said  :— 
"  Now,  speed  thee  what  thon  bast  to 

Or,  Warrior,  we  may  dearlv  me; 

For  those,  thou  may'stnot  look  upon. 
Are  gatboriDgfaat  round  the  yawning 

Then  Deloraine.  in  terror,  took 
HWiii   the  cold  bond   the   Uigbty 

liook. 
With  iron  clasp'd,    and    with   iron 

bound  : 
He  tbougbt,  as  he  took  it,  the  dead 

Bat  tbe  glare  of  theseimlebral  H^ht, 
Perchance,  bad  dazzled  tbe  Wamor's 
BigbL 


xxn. 

When  the  huge  stone  sunk  tfer  the 

The  night  retomed  in  donble  gloom ; 
For  the  moon  bad  gone  down,  and 

tbe  stars  were  few; 
Anil,  as  tbe  Knight  and  Friest  witb- 

Witb  wavering  steps  and  dizzy  brain, 

Thpy  hardly  might  the  posteni  gain. 
'Tis  said,  as  through  the  aisles  thej- 


Tbey  heard  strange  noises  on   tbe 

bhket. 
And    throngb    the    clolstep^alleries 

Which  at  mid-height  thread  the  chan- 
cel wall, 
Iiond  Bobs,  and  l^iughter  louder,  ran. 
And  Tijic<a  unbke  tbe  voice  of  man; 
As  if  tbe  fiends  kept  holiday. 
Because  tbcse  spells  were  brought  to 

I  cannot  tell  bow  the  truth  may  be; 
I  say  the  tale  as  'twas  said  to  uie. 

"How,  hie  tbee  benc«^"  tbe  Father 

"  And  when  we  are  on  deatb-bed  laid. 
0  may  our  dear  Ladye,  and  sweet  til. 

Forgive  our  sools  for  the  deed  we  have 

The  Monk  return 'd  bim  to  bis  cell. 
And  many  a  prayer  and  penance 

When  tbe  convent  met  at  the  noon- 
tide bell— 
The  Monk  of  St.  Hary's  usle  was 
dead! 
Before  the  cross  was  the  body  laid, 
With  hands  chtspd  fast,  as  if  still  he 

^"^  SXIV. 

Tbe  Rnij^ht   breathed    free    In    the 

And  Htrovo  bill  hardihood  to  find: 
Be  was  ulad  when   he    pass'd   the 
tombs li>nes  grey. 
WhitU  girdle  toiind  the  fair  Abbaye, 
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For  the  mystic  Book,  to  his  bosom 

prest. 
Felt  like  a  load  npon  his  breast; 
And  his  joints,  with  neryes  of  iron 

twined, 
Shook,  like  the  aspen  leaves  in  wind. 
Fall  fain  was  be  when  the  dawn  of 

day 
Began  to  brighten  Gheyiot  grey; 
He  joy'd  to  see  the  cheerful  light, 
And  he  said  Aye  Mary,  as  well  as  he 

might 

XXV. 

The  son  had  brifjhten'd  Cheyiot  greyt 
The  Sim  had  brighten'd  the  Cart- 
er's* side. 
And  soon  beneath  the  rising  day 
Smiled  Branksome  Towers  and  Te- 
yiot's  tide. 
The  wild  birds  told  their  warbling 
tale. 
And   waken  d    eyery    flower  that 
blows; 
And  peeped  forth  the  yiolet  pale, 
And  spread  her  breast  the  mountain 
rose. 
And  lovelier  than  the  rofie  so  red. 
Yet  paler  than  the  yiolet  pale. 
She  early  left  her  sleepless  bed. 
The  fairest  maid  of  Teviotdale. 

XXVI. 

Why   does  fair    Margaret    so    early 

awake? 
And  don  her  kirtle  so  hastilie; 
And  the  silken  knots,  which  in  hurry 

she  would  make, 
Why  tremble  her  slender  fingers  to 

tie; 
Why  docs  she  stop,  and  look  often 

around, 
As  she  glides  down  the  secret  stair; 
And  why   does  she  pat  the  shaggy 

blood-hound. 
As  he  rouses  him  up  from  his  lair, 
And,  though  she  passes  the  postern 

alone, 
Why  18  not  the  watchman's    bugle 

blown  f 

*  A  mountain  on  the  Border  of  England, 
■bore  Jedburgh. 


xxvn. 

The  ladye  steps  in  doubt  and  dread. 

Lest  her  watchful  mother  hear  her 
tread; 

The  ladye  caresses  the  rough  blood- 
hound. 

Lest  his  yoice  shoidd  waken  the  castle 
round, 

The  watchman's  bugle  is  not  blown, 

For  he  was  her  foster-father's  son ; 

And  she  glides  through  the  greenwood 
at  dawn  of  light. 

To  meet  Baron  Henry,  her  own  true 
knight. 

xxvin. 

The  Knight  and  ladye  fair  are  met. 
And  under  the  hawthorn's  boughs  are 

set. 
A  fairer  pair  were  never  seen 
To  meet  beneath  the  hawthorn  green. 
He  was  stately,  and  young,  and  tall; 
Dreaded  in  battle,  and  loved  in  hall: 
And  she,  when  love,  scarce  told,  scarce 

hid. 
Lent  to  her  cheek  a  livelier  red; 
When  the  half    sigh    her    swelling 

breast 
Against  the  silken  ribbon  prest; 
\Vhen  her  blue  eyes  their  secret  told. 
Though  shaded  by  her  locks  of  gold— 
Where  would  you  find  the  peerless 

fair. 
With  Margaret  of  Branksome  might 

compare! 

XXIX. 

And  now,  fair  dames,  methinks  I  see 
You  listen  to  my  minstrelsy; 
Your  waving  locks  ye  backward  throw, 
And    sidelong    bend  your  necks  of 

Bnow; 
Y'e  ween  to  hear  a  melting  tale, 
Of  two  true  lovers  in  a  dale; 
And  how  the  Knight,  with  tender 
fire, 
To    paint   his   faithful  passion 
strove; 
Swore  he  might  at  her  feet  expire, 
But  never,  never,  cease  to  love ; 
And  how  she  blush'd,  and  how  she 

sfghM, 
And,  half  consenting,  half  denied. 


u 
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And  eaidUvitfihe  wonlddieamaid;- 
Yet.  mielit  the  bloody  fend  he  stay'd, 
Hearj  of  Cranslonn,  and  only  he, 
Uargaret      of     BrenkBome'a    choice 
Bboold  be. 

xxx 

AIsbI  bir  dames,  your  hopes  are  Tain! 
My  harp  baa  lost   the    enchanting 

I(a  li^btnesa  would  my  ftge  repioTe: 
My  baiTB  are  grey,  my  limbs  are  old, 
Uj  beart  is  de«d,  my  Teins  are  cold : 

I  may  not,  mnst  not,  sing  of  love. 

Beneath  an  oak,  moea'd  o'er  br  eld, 
The  Baron'a  Dwarf  bis  ootuEer  held. 
And   held  his  crested   helm    and 

That  Dwarf  waa  acazce  an   earthly 


Twas  s^d,  when  the  Baron  a-honting 

Thiongb  Reedsdale's  glens,  bat  rare- 
ly ttoil. 
He  heard  a  voice  cry,  "Lostl  lost! 

lost!" 
And,  libeteiu)iB-ballbyTacketto0S*d, 

A  leap,  of  thirty  I'eet  and  three, 
Hude  from  the  gone  this  elfin  shape, 
Dititorted  like  some  dwar&ahape. 
And  lighted  at  Lord  Cranatonn's 

Lord  Cranstonn  wob  some  whit  dis- 

Tis  E.iid  thnt  lire  i;ood  miles  he  rade. 

To  nd  htni  of  hii  company; 
liut  -nhcre  h^  roda   one  mile,   the 

Dnarf  ma  four. 
And  the  Dwarf  was  &tst  at  the  castle 

XXXIL 

Fee  lessens  nioTTel,  it  is  said: 

This  elvish  Dwarf  with  the  Baron 

Little  he  et«,  dad  less  ha  spoke, 
Normingled  with  the  menial  Hock; 
And  oft  apart  his  anus  he  toas'd. 


And   often   mntter'd    "Loatl  losti 

lost!" 
Ha  was  waspish,  arch,  and litherlia,* 
But  well  Lord  Cranstonn  serredhe: 
And  he  of  his  serriee  was  fnll  Iain; 
For  once  he  had  been  ta'en  or  slain. 
An  it  hod  not  been  for  his  ministry 
All  between  Home  and  HeimilAga, 
Talh'd  of  Lord  Cranstoun's  Goblin- 
PiWe. 

xxsni. 

For  the  Baron  went  on  Pilgrimage, 
And  took  with  him  tbia  elvish  Page, 

To  Uary's  Chapel  of  the  Lowes. 
For  there  beside  onr  lAdyo'sLiLe, 
An  oSering  he  had  sworn  to  make. 

And  hs  wonld  My  his  tows. 
Bnt  the  Ladys  of  Branksome  gather'd 

Of  the  best  that  wonld  ride  at  her 
romniMidi 
The  trystiug  place  was  Newark  Lee. 
'Wat of  Harden  came  thither  amain. 
And  thither  oame  John  of  Thirlcstona, 
And  thither  came  William  of  Delor- 

They  were  three  hnndrod  spears 
andtiiree. 
Tbrongh  J>oaglaa.bam,  np  Yarrow 

Their  horses   pranoe,   their   liuices 

gloom. 
They  came  to  St,  Mary's  late  erodr.y; 
llut  the  chapel  was  Toid,  and  the 

Baron  away. 
They  bnm'dtbo  chapel  for  Teiyntge, 
And  cursed  Lord  Cnmstonn's  Oob- 

SXSIV. 
And  now,  in  Bianksome's  good  green 

As  under  the  aged  oak  he  stood. 
The  Baron's  courser  pdclis  his  ears. 
As  if  a  distant  noisa  ho  heirs. 
The  Dwiirf  waves  his  long  loon  arm 

on  high, 
Andsigns  to  the  lovers  to  port  and  fly; 
No  time  was  then  to  vow  or  sigli. 
Fair  Uargaret  through  the  liozplgroTC, 

•Idto. 
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Flew  like  the  startled  onsfiat-doTe; 

The  Dwarf  the  stirrup  held  and  rein; 

Vaulted  the  Knight  on  his  steed 
amain. 

And,  pondering  deep  that  morning's 
scene. 

Bode  eastward  through  the  haw- 
thorns green. 


Whelk  thus  he  poured  the  lengthen*d 

tale 
The  Minstrel's  Toice  began  to  foil: 
Full  slyly  smiled  the  observant  page. 
And  gave  the  wither'd  hand  of  a^e 
A  goblet  crown  d  with  mighty  wine. 
The  blood  of  Velez*  scorched  vine. 
He  raised  the  silyer  cup  on  hi^h. 
And,  while  the  biff  drop  fiU'd  hi»  eye, 
Ftay*d  God  to    oless  the  Duchess 

long. 
And  all  who  cheer*d  a  son  of  song. 
The  attending  maidens  smiled  to  see 
How  long,  how  deep,  how  zealously, 
The    precious   juice    the    Minstrel 

quaff*d; 
And  he,  embolden'd  by  the  draught, 
Looked   gaily   back   to   them,    and 

laughed. 
The  cordial  nectar  of  the  bowl 
Swell'd  his  old  veins,  and  cheer*d  his 

soul; 
A  lighter,  livelier  prelude  ran. 
Ere  thus  his  tale  again  began. 

CAlJTO  THIRD. 


Akd  said  I  that  my  limbs  were  old. 
And  said  I  that  my  blood  was  cold, 
And  that  my  kindly  fire  was  fled, 
And  my  poor  wither'd  heart  was 
dead. 

And  that  I  might  not  sing  of  love  ? — 
How  could  I  to  the  dearest  theme. 
That  ever  warm  d  a  minstrel's  dream, 

80  foul,  so  false  a  recreant  prove  1 
How  could  I  name  love's  very  name, 
Nor  wake  my  heart  to  notes  of  flame ! 

*  The  omt  of  the  Cranstoans.  in  allusion 
to  theii  name  is  a  crane,  dormant,  holdiu^  a 


•tone  m  iiia  foot,  with  aa  emphatic  iterUer  >  icall/  to  bo  "  canting. 


n. 

In  peace,  Love  tunes  the  shepherd's 

reed; 
In  war,  he  mounts  the  warrior's  steed ; 
In  halls,  in  gay  attire  is  seen, 
In  hamlets,  dances  on  the  green. 
Love  nUes  the  court,  the  camp,  the 

grove. 
And  men  below,  and  saints  above; 
For  love  is  heaven,  and  heaven  is  love* 

III. 

So  thought  Lord  Cranstoun,  as  I 

ween. 
While,  pondering  deep  the  tender 

scene. 
He  rode  through  Branksome's  haw- 
thorn green. 
But  the  Page  shouted  wild  and 
shrill. 
And  scarce  his  helmet  could  he 
don, 
"When  downward  from  the  shady 
hiU 
Astatelyjoiightcameprickingon. 
That  warrior's  steed,  so  dapple-gray. 
Was  d  :rk  with  sweat,  and  sploshea 
with  clay; 
His  armor  red  with  many  a  stain; 
He  Beem*d  in  such  a  weary  plight, 
As  if  he  had  ridden  the  live-long 
night; 
For  it  was  'William  of  Deloraine. 

IV. 

But  no  whit  weary  did  he  seem. 
When,  dancing  in  the  sunny  beam. 
He  mark'd  the  crane  on  the  baron's 

crest;* 
For  his  ready  spear  was  in  his  rest. 
Few  were  the  words,  and  stem  and 
high, 
That  mark'd  the  foemen*s  feudal 
hate; 
For  question  fierce,  and  proud  re- 
ply* 
Gave  signal  soon  of  dire  debate. 

Their  very  coursers  seemed  to  know 
That  each  was  other's  mortal  foe, 

motto,  ITiou  sTialt  want  ere  I  want    Arms 
thus  Dunning  on  the  name,  are  laidherald- 
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And    snorted    fire,    vhen    wheel'd 

around, 
To  gJTs  each  knighl   his  vantage- 
gronnd. 

T. 
Id  rapid  roand  the  Boiou  bent; 
He  aigb'd  a  aigb.   and   pray'd  a 

The  prayer  was  to  hia  patron  saint. 

The  aieh  was  Ui  liis  ladye  tair. 
Stout  Deloraiae  norsigh'dnor  pray'd, 
Nor  saint,  nor  ladye,  call'd  to  aid; 
But  lie  stoop'd  hiH  hoail,  and  couch'd 

his  spear, 
And  hjiurred  hia  steed  to  fnll  career. 
The   meeting   of   these   ohampiona 

Seem'd  like  the  bursting  thnnder- 

VI. 
Stem  WBS  the  dint  the  Borderer  lent  I 
The  FtHtely  Baron  backwarda  bent; 
Kent  backwards  to  hia  horse's  tail, 
And  his  plnmes  went  Scattering  on 

the  gale. 
The  toQgb  Bsh  spear,  so  stout  and 

Into  a  thoDsand  flinders  flew. 
Itiit  Cranstoun'K  lance,  of  more  avail, 
Pierced  throngh,  like  silk,  the  Bor- 
derer's mail; 
Through  shield,  and  jack,  and  acton, 

past, 
Deep  in  hia  bosom,  broke  at  last.— 
Still  »ate  the  warrior  B.iddle-taKt, 
Till,  tuniblinj-  in  the  mortnl  shock, 
Down  went  the  Bleed,  the  girthing 

Hnri'd  on  a  heap  lay  man  and  horse. 
The  Baron  onward  p,iiis'd  his  course; 
Nor  knew — so  giddy  roll 'd  his  brain- 
Ilia  foe  lay  etretcbed  upon  Uie  plain. 

vn. 

But  when   he   rcign'd   liis    coarser 

.\nd  saw  his  foeman  on  the  ground 
Lie  Benseltii.s  as  the  bloody  clay. 

He  bade  biapage  to  stanch  tho  wound. 
And  there  beside  the  warrior  Blay, 

And  tend  him  in  bis  doubtfat  Klal'i', 


And  lead  him  to  Branksome  castle- 
gate: 
His  noble  mind  was  inly  moved 
For  the  kinsman  of  the  maid  he  loTed. 
"  This  ahalt  thon  do  without  delay: 
No  longer  here  myself  may  stay; 
Unless  the  swifter  I  speed  away. 
Short   shrift  will  be   at  my  dying 

vm. 

Away  in  speed  Lord  Crsnstonn  rode; 
The  GobtinPi^e  behind  abode; 
His  lord's  command  he  ne'er  witb> 

Though  small  his  pleasure  to  do  good. 
As  the  corslet  off  he  took. 
The  dwarf  espied  the  Mighty  Book  I 
Mnch  he  marrell'd  a  knij^t  of  prida 
Like  a  book-bosomed  priest  shoold 

He  thonght  not  to  search  or  stancb 

the  wonnd, 
Until  the  secret  he  had  found. 
DL 

The  iron  bond,  the  Iron  clasp. 
Resisted  long  the  elfln  grasp: 
For  when  the  first  he  had  undone. 
It  closed  as  be  the  next  begun. 
Those  Icon  cl.isps,  that  iion  band. 
Would    nut   yield    to   unchristen'd 

Till  he  smear'd  the  cover  o'er 
With  Ibe  Borderer's  cardied  gore; 
A  moment  then  the  Tolume  spread, 

t  might. 

Could  make  a  ladye  seem  a  knight; 
The  cobwebs  on  u  dungeon  wall 
Seem  t.ipeBtry  in  lordly  ball; 
A  nut-shell  seem  a  gilded  barge, 
A  Rbcelingt  seem  a  palace  large. 
And  youth  seem  age,  and  age  seen 

All    was     delusion,     nought     wai 
truth. 
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He  had  not  read  another  spell. 
When  on  his  oheek  a  buffet  fdl, 
80  fierce,  it  stretoh'd  him  on  the 

Slain, 
e  the  wounded  Deloraine. 
From  the  jgronnd  he  rode  dismay *d. 
And  shook  his   huge  and  matted 

head; 
One  word  he  mntter'd,  and  no  more, 
"  Man  of  age,  thou  smitest  sore  T'— 
No  more  the  Elfin  Page  durst  try 
Into  the  wondrous  Book  to  pry; 
The  clasps,    though   smear*d  with 

Christian  gore. 
Shut  faster  than  they  were  before. 
He  hid  it  underneath  his  cloak. — 
Now,  if  you  ask  who  gave  the  stroke, 
I  cannot  tell,  so  mot  I  thriye; 
It  was  not  given  by  man  alive. 

XI. 

Unwillingly  himself  he  address*d, 
To  do  his  master's  high  behest: 
He  lifted  up  the  living  corse, 
And  laid  it  on  the  weary  horse; 
He  led  him  into  Branksome  Hall, 
Before  the  beards  of  the  warders  all ; 
And  each  did  after  swear  and  say. 
There  only  pass'd  a  wain  of  hay. 
He  took  him  to  Lord  David's  tower, 
Even  to  the  Ladye*s  secret  bower; 
Andy  but  that  stronger  spells  were 

spread. 
And  tne  door  might  not  be  opened, 
He  laid  him  on  her  very  bed. 
Whatever  he  did  of  gramarye,* 
Was  always  done  maliciously; 
He  flung  the  warrior  on  the  ground. 
And  the  blood  well'd  freshly  from 

the  wound. 

xn. 

As  he  repassed  the  outer  court, 

He  spied  the  fair  young  child  at 

sport; 
He  thought  to  train  him  to  the  wood ; 
For,  at  a  word,  be  it  understood, 
He  was  always  for  ill,  and  never  for 

good. 

*Maglo. 


Seem'd  to  the  boy,  some  comrade 


gay 
hi 


Led  him  forth  to  the  woods  to  play; 
On  the  drawbridge  the  warders  stout 
Saw  a  terrier  and  lurcher  passing 
out. 

xm. 

He  led  the  boy  o*er  bank  and  fell. 
Until  they  came  to  a  woodland 

brook; 
The  running  stream  dissolved  the 

spell, 
And  his  own  elvish  shape  he  took. 
Could  he  have  had  his  pleasure  vilde, 
He  had  crippled  the  joints  of  the  no- 
ble child; 
Or,  with  his  fingers  long  and  lean. 
Had     strangled    him    in    fiendish 

spleen; 
But   his  awful   mother  he  had  in 

dread, 
And  also  his  power  was  limited; 
So  he  but  scowl'd  on  the  startled 

child. 
And  darted  through  the  forest  wild; 
The  woodland  brook  he  bounding 

cross' d, 
And  laugh 'd,  and  shouted,    *'Lost! 

lost  1  lost  !"— 

XIV. 

Full  sore  amazed  at  the  wondrous 
change, 

And  frighten*d  as  a  child  might  be. 
At  the  wild  yell  and  visage  strange, 

And  the  dark  words  of  gramarye, 
The  child,  amidst  the  forest  bower, 
Stood  rooted  like  a  lily  flower; 
And  when,  at  length,  with  trembling 
pace. 

He  sought  to  find  where  Brank- 
some lay, 
He  fear'd  to  sec  that  grisly  face 

Glare  frcm  some  thicket  on  his 
way. 
Thus,  starting  oft,  ho  journey *d  on. 
And  deeper  in  the  wood  is  gone,  — 
For  aye  the  more  he  sought  his  way, 
The  farther  still  he  went  astray, — 
Until  he  heard  the  mouo tains  round 
Bing  to  the  baying  of  a  hound. 
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And   lioik  t   and    hark  t    the   deep- 
moatb'd  tmrk 
Cornea  nigher  stilt,  and  nif;beT: 
Borats  od  tha  path  a  dark  blood- 
hound, 
Hia    taTiiT    mnzzle     tnck'd     the 
gronna, 
And  Ills  red  me  shot  fire. 
Soon  ai  the  wUdeT'd  child  bbw  he 
He  Qew  at  him  right  fuiiooshe. 
I  ween  j-oa  would  have  aeen  with  joy 
The  beariog  of  the  gallant  boj, 
When,  worthy  of  hi*  nohls  aire. 
His  wet  (Jieeic  glow'd  'twixt  fear  and 

He  faued  the  blood-hound  roanftiUy, 
And  held  bis  UUle  bat  on  high; 
So  fierce  he  struck,  the  dc^.  afraid. 
At  cnntions  diatauce  hoarsely  bay'd, 

lint  still  in  act  to  sprinpi 
When  daah'd  an  archer  tbrongh  the 
glade, 


r  the  hound  was 


And   when  he  I 

He  draw  his  tongh  bow-etring; 
Bat  a  TODgh  voice  cried,  ' '  Shoot  not, 

hoy  I 
Hoi    shoot  not,    Edward— Tis    a 

boyl" 

SVL 

The  speaker  issued  from  the  wood. 
And    check'd    his    fellow's    anrly 

And  qnell'd  the  ban-dog's  ire : 
He  was  an  English  yeoman  good. 

And  bom  in  Lancashire. 
Well  could  he  hit  a  fallow-deer 

live  hundred  feet  hiui  fro; 
With  hand  more  true,  and  eye  more 

No  archer  bended  bow. 
His  coal-black  hair,  ahom  ronnd  and 

Set  oS  bis  son-bDm'd  face: 
Old  Ulnglond's   sign,    St.    Gectge's 

Hia  bairet-cap  did  grace; 
flis  bngle-hom  hung  by  his  side. 
All  in  n  woU-okin  Mldito  tied; 


And  his  short  falchion,  sharp  and 
Hod  piereed  the  throat  of  many  a 

xvn. 

His  kirtls,  made  of  forest  green, 

Reach'd  acantl;  to  his  knee; 
And,  at  hia  belt,  of  arrows  keen 

A  furbiah'd  aheaf  bore  he; 
His   buckler,    scarce    in   breadth  a 
apan. 

No  larger  fence  had  he; 
He  never  connted  him  a  man. 

Would  strike  below  the  knee; 
Hia  slacken'd  bow  was  in  his  hand. 
And   the  leash,  that  was  his  blood- 
hound's band. 

svni. 

He  would  not  do  th^oir  child  harm, 
But  held  him  with  his  giowerful  arm. 
That  he  miRht  neither  fight  nor  tleei 
For  when  the  Red-Cross  spied  he, 
The  boy  strove  long  and  violently. 
"Now,   by  St,   Geoi^e,"  the  archer 

"Edward,  methinka  we  have  a  prize  I 
Thia  boy's  fair  face,  and  coumge  free. 
Show  he  is  come  of  high  degree," — 

XIX. 
"Yesi  I  nm  come  of  high  degree, 

ForlaiQ  the  heir  orboldBltccleuch; 
And,  if  thou  dost  not  set  me  free. 

False  Southron,  thou  ahalt  dearly 

For  Waiter  of  Harden   shall   come 

with  speed, 
And  William  of  Deloraine,  good  at 

And  every  Scott,  from  Esk  to  Tweed; 
And,  it  thou  dost  not  let  me  go, 
Despite  thy  orrowa,  and  thy  bow. 
ni    have   thee   hang'd   to  feed   the 
crow  .  -      ^^ 

■  GrajneK!y,'Ior  thy  good-will,  fair 

boyl 
My  mind  was  never  set  ao  high; 
Bnt  if  tfaoQ  art  chief  of  snch  a  clan. 
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And  art  the  son  of  such  a  man, 
And  eyercomest  to  thy  command. 
Our  wardens   had  need  to  keep 
good  order; 
Mybow  of  yew  to  a  hazel  wand, 
Thonlt  make  them  work  upon  the 
Border. 
Meantime,  be  pleased  to  come  with 

me. 
For  good  Lord  Dacre  shalt  thou  see; 
I  think  onr  work  is  well  begun. 
When    we  have  taken  thy  father's 


son. 


XXL 


Although  the  child  was  led  away, 
In  Branksome  still  he  seem'd  to  stay. 
For  so  the  Dwarf  his  part  did  play ; 
And,  in  the  shape  of  that  young  boy. 
He  wrought  the  castle  much  annoy. 
The  comrades  of  the  young  Buccleuch 
He  pinched,  and  beat,  and  overthrew; 
Nay,  some  of  them  he  wellnigh  slew. 
He  tore  Dame  Maudlin's  silken  tire. 
And,  as  Bym  Hall  stood  by  the  fire. 
He  lighted  the  match  of  his  bande- 

lier.* 
And  wofully  scorch'd  the  hackbu- 

teer.f 
It  may  be  hardly  thought  or  said. 
The  mischief  that  the  urchin  made, 
Till  many  of  the  castle  guess'd 
That  the  young  Baron  was  possessed ! 

xxn. 

Well  I  ween  the  charm  he  held 
The  noble  Ladye  had  soon  dispell'd  ; 
But  she  was  deeply  busied  then 
To  tend  the  wounded  Deloraine. 
Much  she  wondered  to  find  him 
lie, 
On  the  stone  threshold  stretch'd 
along ; 
She  thought  some  spirit  of  the  sky 
Had  done  the  bold  moss-trooper 
wrong ; 
Because,  despite  her  precept  dread. 
Perchance  he  in  the  book  had  read: 
Bui  the  broken  lance  in  his  bosom 

stood. 
And  it  was  earthly  steel  and  wood. 

*  BandeHfr,  bdt  for  carrying  ammunition. 
I  HaMmteer  musketeer. 


xxnL 

She  drew  the  splinter  from  the  wound, 
And  with  a  charm  she  staunched 
the  blood  ; 
She  bade  the  gash  be  cleansed  and 
bound ; 
No  longer  by  his  couch  she  stood; 
But  she  has  ta  en  the  broken  lance, 
And  wash*d  it  from  the  clotted  gore, 
And  salved  the  splinter  o'er  and 
o'er.  J 
William  of  Deloraine,  in  trance, 
Whene'er  she  tum'd  it  round  and 

round, 
Twisted  as  if  she  gall'd  his  wound. 
Then  to  her  maidens  she  did  say. 
That  he  should  be  whole  man  and 
sound. 
Within  the  course  of  a  night  and 
day. 
Full  long  she  toil'd  ;  for  she  did  rue 
Mishap  to  friend  so  stout  and  true. 

XXIV. 

So  pass'd  the  dapr— the  evening  fell, 
Twas  near  the  time  of  curfew  bell ; 
The  air  was  mild,  the  wind  was  calm, 
The  stream  was  smooth,  the  dew  was 

balm  ; 
E*en  the  rude  watchman.on  the  tower, 
Enjoy'd  and  bless'd  the  lovely  hour. 
Far  more  fair  Margaret  loved  and 

bless'd 
The  hour  of  silence  and  of  rest. 
On  the  high  turret  sitting  lone, 
She  waked  at  times  the  lute's  soft 

tone  ; 
Touch'd  a  wild  note,  and  all  between 
Thought  of  the  bower  of  hawthornes 

green. 
Her  golden  hair  stream'd  free  from 

band. 
Her  fair  cheek  rested  on  her  hand. 
Her  blue  eyes  sought  the  west  afar. 
For  lovers  love  the  western  star. 

XXV. 

Is  yon  the  star,  o'er  Penchryst  Pen, 
That  rises  slowly  to  her  ken, 

{  This  waa  called  the  cure  by  Brmpathr. 
Sir  Kenelm  Digbjr  was  wont  oocaslonally  t« 
praotiseit. 
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And,  eprending  broad  ita  waTering 

light, 
Bhakes  its  loose  tresses  on  thenight? 
Is  yon  red  glue  the  western  star?— 
O.  'tia  the  beacon-blaze  ol  war  I 
Scare  could  she  drew  bez  tighlen'd 

breath. 
For  wall  she  knew  the  file  of  death  I 

SXVI. 
The  'Watder  Tiew'd  it  blazing  strong, 
And  blew  bis  iirar-not«  lond  and  loi^. 
Till,  at  the  high  and  haaghtjr  sonna, 
Kock.  wood,  and  river  rang  around. 
The  blast  alann'd  the  festal  hall, 
.  And  startled  forth  the  warriors  all ; 
Fat  downward,  in  the  castte-yard. 
Full  laaQf  a  ti^rch  and  cresset  glared  ; 
And  helm  a  and  plnmes,  oonfasedly 

Were  in  the  blaze  half-seen,  half-lost ; 
And  spears  in  wild  diEorder  shook. 
Like  reeds  beside  a  frozen  brook. 

xxvn. 

The  Seneschal,  whose  silver  hair 
Was  redden'd  by  the  torches'  glare, 
Stood   in    the  midst,    with  gesture 

And    issned    forth    bis     mandates 

"  On  Penxshiyst  glows  a  bale*  of  fire. 
And  three  are  kindling  on  Friest- 
han^diswire  ; 

Bide  oat,  ride  ont, 

The  foe  to  scout  1 
Uount,     mount     for     Branksome,! 


verrn 


n1 


Thon,   Todrig,  warn  the  Johnstone 

That  ever  are  trae  and  stmtt — 
Ye  need  not  send  to  Liddesdale  ; 
For  when  they  see  the  blnzmg  bnle, 
Elliotts  BJid  Armstrongs  never  fail.— 
Ride,  Alton,  ride,  tor  death  and  life  I 
And  warn  the  Warder  of  the  strife, 
yonne  Gilbert,  let  our  beacon  blaze. 
Our  kin,  and  clan,  and   friends  to 


*  A  Border  bvaccm. 
won)  of  Uie  boolU. 


XXTUL 

Fair  Uaqaret  from  the  tmret  head. 
Heard,  far  below,  the  conrseis'  tread. 

While  load  the  harness  ranft 
As  to  their  seats,  with  clamonr  dread. 

The  ready  horsemen  sprang : 
And  trampling  hool^  and  iron  coats. 
And  leaders'  voices,  mingled  notes. 
And  oat  1  and  ontl 
In  hasty  roate, 
horsemen  gallop 
.    rsing  to  the  sodu 
Ajid  east,  and  west,  and  north, 
To  view  their  comina  enemies. 
And  wain  their  vassals  and  allies. 

XXIX. 
The  ready  page,  with  hurried  hand. 
Awaked  the  need-fire'st  slumbering 

And  niddy  blnsh'd  the  heaven  : 
For  a  sheet  of  flame,  from  the  tnrret 

high. 
Waved  like  a  blood-flag  on  the  sky, 

AH  fl«T^"g  and  uneven  ; 
And  soon  a  score  of  fires,  I  ween. 
From  height,  and  bill,  and  ditl^  were 


As  stars  ansa  apoa  the  nighL 
They  gleamed  on  many  aduskytam,^ 
Haunted  by  the  lonely  earn  ;]| 
On  many  a  caim'a  grcv  pyramid. 
Where  nms    of   mighty  chiefs    lis 

Till  high  I>Tinedin  the  blazes  saw. 
From  Sottra  and  Dampender  I.bw  ; 
And   Lothian    beard    the  Begent'a 

That  all  should  bownel  them  for  the 

Border. 

xsx. 

The  liveloi^  night  in   Branksoms 
rang 
The  ceaseless  sound  of  steel ; 


'  Ifttd-ftTt,  besooo. 
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The  castle-bell,  with  backward  dang. 

Sent  forth  the  lamm  peal ; 
Was  frequent  heard  the  heavy  jar. 
Where  massy  stone  and  iron  bar 
Were  piled  on    echoing  keep  and 

tower, 
To  whelm  the  foe  with  deadly  shower; 
Was  frequent    heard  the  changing 

gnwrd. 
And  watchword  from  the  sleepless 

ward  ; 
While,  wearied  by  the  endless  din. 
Blood-hound    and    ban-dog    yell'd 

within. 

TYYT 

The  noble  Dame,  amid  the  broil, 
Shared  the  grey  SeneschaFs  high  toil. 
And  spoke  of  danger  with  a  smile  ; 

Cheer'd  the  young  knights,  and 
council  sage 
Held  with  the  chiefs  of  riper  age. 
No  tiding  of  the  foe  were  brought. 
Nor  of  his  numbers  knew  they  aught, 
Kor  what  in  time  of  truce  he  sought. 

Some  said,  that  there  were  thou- 
sands ten  ; 
And  others  ween*d  that  it  was  nought 

ButLeven  Clans,  or  Tynedale  men. 
Who  came  to  gather  in  black-mail  ;* 
And  Liddesdale,  with  small  ayail. 

Might  drive  them  lightly  back  agen. 
So  pass'd  the  anxious  night  away. 
And  welcome  was  the  peep  of  day. 


In  solemn  measure,  soft  and  slow. 
Arose  a  other's  notes  of  woe. 


Cbasbd  the  high  sound — the  listening 

throns 
Applaud  tne  Master  of  the  Song; 
And  marvel  much,  in  helpless  age, 
So  hard  should  be  his  pilgrimage. 
Had  he  no  friend — no  daughter  dear. 
His  wandering  toil  to  share  and  cheer; 
No  son  to  be  his  father's  stay. 
And  guide  him  on  the  rugged  way  ? 
•*  Ay,    once    he   had — but    he    was 

deadr- 
Upon  the  harp  he  stoop'd  his  head. 
And  busied  himself  the  strings  withal, 
To  hide  the  tear  that  fain  would  falL 


no 


*  Proteotioa 
bootert. 


money  ezaoted  by   free* 


CANTO  FOUETH, 


SwxKT  Teviot!  on  thy  silver  tide 

The    glaring   bale-fires  blaze 
more; 
No  longer  steel-clad  warriors  ride 

Along  thy  wild  and  willow*d  shore; 
Where'er  thou  wind'st,  by  dale  or  hill. 
All,  all  is  peaceful,  all  is  still. 

As  if  tny  waves,  since  Time  was 
bom. 
Since  first  they  roll'dupon  the  Tweed, 
Had  only  heard  the  shepherd's  reed, 

Nor  started  at  the  bugle-horzL 

II. 

Unlike  the  tide  of  human  time. 
Which,  though  it  change  in  cease- 
less flow, 
Retains  each  grief,  retains  each  crime 
Its  earliest  course  was  doom'd  to 
know; 
And,  darker  as  it  downward  bears, 
Is  stain'd  with  past  and  present  tears. 
Low  as  that  tide  has  ebb'd  with  me. 
It  still  reflects  to  Memory's  eye 
The  hour  my  brave,  my  only  boy. 

Fell  by  the  side  of  great  Dundee,  f 
Why,    when    the  volleying  musket 

play'd 
Asainst  the  bloody  Highland  blade, 
>fVhy  was  not  I  beside  him  laid  ! — 
Enough— he  died  the  death  of  fame! 
Enough— he  died  with    conquering 
GrsBme. 

m. 

Now  over  Border,  dale,  and  fell. 
Full  wide  and  far  was  terror  spread ; 

For  pathless  march, and  mountain  cell. 
The  peasant  left  his  lowly  shed. 

The  frighten'd  flocks  and  herds  were 
pent 

Beneath  the  peel's  rude  battlement; 

And  maids  and  matrons  dropp'd  the 

tear, 

~- 

t  Claverhoiuie,  Yisoount  of  Dundee,  slain 
in  the  battle  of  Killiorankie. 
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While  readv  warriors  seized  the  spear. 
From  Bnuksome's  towers,  the  iratoh- 

Dtm  wreeths   of  distant  smoko  oan 


rv. 

Now     loud   the   heedful    gate-waid 

"  Prepare    ye   oil  for  hlowa  and 

blood] 
Watt  Tinlinu,     from  the  Liddel-aide, 

Comes  wading  throngh  the  fiood. 
Full  oil  the  Tynedale  snatchers  knock 
At  his  lone  gate,  and  prove  the  lock; 
It  was  ballMt  St.  Btu4iabright* 
The;  sieged  him  a  whole  Bummer 

night, 
But  fled  at  mormug;  w«U  the;  knew. 
In  vain  he  never  twang'd  the  yew. 
Right  eharp  haa  bean  the  eTsning 

ahower, 
Iliat    drove   him   from    his  Liddel 


While  thm  he  apoke,  the  bold  ;eo- 


That  through  a  bog,  froiubagto  hBg,t 
Could  boond  like  any  UiUhope  slag. 
It  bore  his  wife  anil  children  twain; 
i.    half-clothed  serf^  was   nil  their 

His  wife,   stout,   mddy,   and   dark- 

Of  silver  brooch  and  bracelet  proud, 
Laugh'd   to  her  friends  among   the 


Hew 


a  of  stature  passing  tall, 


Bnt  sparely  form'd,  end  lean  withal; 
Abatter'dmorionon  his  brow; 
A  leather  jitck,  aa  fence  enow. 
On  his  broad  shoulders  loosely  hnng; 
A  border  aie  behind  was  slung; 
His  spear.six  Scottish  ells  in  leogill, 

Seem'd  newly  dyed  with  gore; 
Hia  shafts  and  bow,  of  wondxotu 
Btrength, 
Hia  hardy  partner  bore. 

VL 
ThuB  to  the  Ladje  did  Tinlinn  show 

The  tidings  of  the  English  foei — 
"Belted  Will  Howard      ismarohing 

And  hot  Lord  Dacre     with  man;  a 

speai; 
And  all  the  German  haokbnt-men. 
Who  have  long  lain  at  Askerten: 
They  cross'd  the  Liddel  at  onrfev 

And  burn'd  my  little  lonely  tower: 
The  Send  receive  their  bouIh  therefor! 
It  had  not  been  burnt  this  year  and 

Bam-yard    and    dwelling,     blazing 

bright. 
Served  to  guide  me  on  my  flight; 
But  I  was  chased  the  livdonff  night. 
Black  John  o(  Alieshaw,  and  Fe^ua 

Gneme, 


And  shot  their  horses  in  the  b6g. 
Slew  Fergns  with  my  lance  outright — 
I  had  him  lon){  at  high  despite: 
He   drove  my  cows  last  Fast«m's 
night.  11 

VII. 

Now  wcnry  soonts  from  Liddesdale, 

Fast  harrying  in,  conhrm'd  the  tale; 

As  fur  as  they  conid  judge  by  ken. 

Three  hours  would  bring  to  Teviot's 

Throe  thousand   armed    English* 


!  Shnivo  Tuoda;,  t 
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From  Teviot,  Aill,  and  Ettrick  shade, 
Came  in,  their  Chiefs  defence  to  aid. 
There  was  saddling  and  monnting 
in  haste. 
There  was  pricking  o*er  moor  and 
lea; 
He  that  was  last  at  the  trysting 
t)lace 
"Was  bnt  lightly  held  of  his  gaye 
ladye. 

VIIL 

From  fair  St.  Mary's  silver  wave. 

From  dreary  Gamesclengh's  dusky 
height, 
His  ready  lances  Thirlestane  brave 

Array'd  beneath  a  banner  bricht. 
The  treasnred  fleor-de-luce  he  cuiims. 
To  wreathe  his  shield,  since  royal 

James, 
£ncamp*d  by  Fala*s  mossy  wave. 
The  proud  distinction  crateful  gave. 

For  faith  'mid  feudal  jars; 
"What  time,  save  Thirlestane  alone. 
Of  Scotland's  stubborn  barons  n'^e 

Would  march  to  southern  wars; 
And  hence,  in  fair  remembrance  worn, 
Yon  sheaf  of  spears  his    crest  has 

borne; 
Hence  his  high   motto  shines   re- 

veal'd— 
■'Beady,  aye  ready,"  for  the  field. 

IX. 

An  aged  Knight,  to  danger  steel'd. 
With  many  a  moss-trooper,  came 

on: 
And  azure  in  a  golden  field, 
The  stars  and    crescent  graced    his 

shield, 
Without  the  bend  of  Murdieston. 
Wide  lay  his  lands  round  Oakwood 

tower. 
And  wide  round  haunted  Castle-Ower ; 
High    over    Borthwiok's    mountain 

flood. 
His  wood-embosom'd  mansion  stood. 
In  the  dark  glen,  bo  deep  below, 
The  herds  of  plunder'd  England  low; 
His  bold  retainers'  daily  food, 
And  bought  with  danger,  blows,  and 

blood. 
Marauding  chief !  his  sole  delight 


The  moozdight   raid,   the    morning 

fight; 
Not   even   the  Flower  of   Yarrow's 

charms. 
In  youth,  might  tame  his  rage  for 

arms; 
And  still,  in  age,  he  spurn'd  at  rest. 
And    still    his    brows    the   helmet 

press*d. 
Albeit  the  blanched  locks  below 
Were  white  as  Dinlay's  spotless  snow; 
Five    stately   warriors    drew   the 
sword 

Before  their  father's  band; 
A  braver  knight  than  Harden's  lord 

Ne*er  belt^  on  a  brand,* 

X. 

Scotts  of  Eskdale,  a  stalwart  band. 
Came  trooping  down  the  Todshaw- 

hUl; 
By  the  sword  they  won  their  land, 

And  by  the  sword  they  hold  it  still. 
Harken,  Ladye,  to  the  tele. 
How  thy  sires  won  fair  Eskdale. — 
Earl  Morton  was  lord  of  that  valley 

fair. 
The  Beattisons  were  his  vassals  there. 
The  Earl  was  gentle,  and  mild  of 

mood. 
The  vassals  were  warlike,  and  fierce, 

and  rude; 
High  of  heart,  and  haughty  of  word. 
Little  they  reck'd  of  a  tiime  liege  lord. 
The  Eiirl  into  fair  Eskdale  came. 
Homage  and  seignory  to  claim: 
Of  Gilbert  the  Galliord  a  heriot  f  he 

sought, 
Saying,   **Give  thy  best  steed,  as  a 

vassal  ought." 
— "Dear  to  me  is  my  bonny  white 

steed. 
Oft  has  he  help'd  me  at  pinch  of  need ; 
Lord  and   Earl  thougn  thou  be,   I 

trow, 
I    can    rein  Bucksfoot    better  than 

thou." 
Word  on  word  gave  fuel  to  fire, 

'  Tims  kuighl  \v.»8  the  unccator  of  Sir  Wal- 
ter Sc'c»i  \ 

I  Til-;  iondnl  suiKTior  m  certain  casoa,  was 
entuIiHl  i«i  tliu  \iM-*i  hui^e  «<t  tiie  vaggul,  ip 
numu  ut  lienut,  ur  HerczcUl. 


scotrs  posTWAL  troRKS. 


Till  BO  highly  hlased  tha  Be»ttiw>na' 

ire, 
Bat  that  the  Earl  the  Sight  hod  tn'en, 
The  Tasaals  there  their  lord  had  slain. 
Sore  he  plied  both  whip  and  spnr, 
Ad  he  urged  his  steed  throngh  Esk- 

And  it  fall  down  a  weary  weight, 
Jubt  on  the  threahold  ofBranksome 
gnte. 

XI 
The  Earl  was  a  wrathtal  man  to  see, 
Foil  fain  avenged  would  he  be. 
In   hosie   to   Branksome'a  Lord   he 

Saying — "Take  these  traitors  to  thy 

For  a  cast  of  hawks,  and  a  parse  of 

cold, 
All  Eskdale  Til  sell  thee,  to  hare  and 

.old: 
Pair  r-T  thy  heart,  of  the  Beattisons' 

If  thou  learest  oaEske  a  landed  man; 
But  spare  Woodkenick's  landa  alone. 
For  he  lent  me  his  horse  to  escape 

njion." 
Aglad  man  then  was Branksome bold, 
Down  he  flung  him  the  pone  o(  soldi 
To  Eskdale  soon  be  aporr'd  amain, 
Aud  with  him  five  hondred  riders 

He  left  his  merrymen  in  the  mist  of 

the  hill. 
And  bade  them  hold  them  close  and 

aCill; 
And  nlou"!  he  wended  to  the  plain. 
To  uieet  with  the  Ualliard  and  all  his 

To    Gilbert   the   Galliard    thoa   he 

"Know  thon  me  for  thy  li^e-Iord 


If  my  horn  I  three  times  wind, 
Eskdale  Bhall  long  have  the  eoand  In 


XIL 
Loudly  the  Beattison    Ungh'd    in 

*'  Little  care  we  tor  thy  winded  horn. 
Ne'er  ehall  it  be  the  GMUard's  lot, 
To   yield    bis    steed  to    a  Iwnghty 

ficott. 
Wend  thou   to  Brauksome  tiAckon 

foot, 
mth  rnsty  apnr  and  miiy  boot." — 
He  blew  bis  bagte  bo  lond  and  hoarse. 
Thai  tha  don  deer  started  at  laii 

CrBJkoroag; 
He  blew  again  so  lond  and  olear, 
Throngh    Qie    grey   moontain-mist 

there  did  lances  appear; 
And  the  third  blast  rang  with  snoh  a 

That  the  echoes  answer'd  from  Pen- 

Aud  all  his  riders  came  lighUy  in. 
Then  had  yoa  seen  a  gallant  diock. 
When   saddles   were    emptied,  and 

lances  broke  1 
For  each  soomfnl  vord  the  Qalliard 

A  Beattison  on  the  field  was  laid. 
Eis  own  good  sword  the  OueBain 

And  be  bore  the  Galliard  throngh 

end  throngh: 
Where  the  Beattison's  blood  mix'd 

with  the  rilL 
The  Gailierd's-HaDgh    men    call    it 

still. 
The  Scotts  have  scatter'd  the  Beatti- 

In  Eskdale  they  left  bat  one  landed 

Tha  valley  ofEske,  from  the  month 


Sin. 

Whitalade  the  Hawk,  and  Headshaw 


B  than  I  may  name; 

From  Yarrow-cleagh  to  Hindhangh- 
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Koop'd  man  and  borse^  nnd  bow  Bnd 

Tbeir  gathering  word  was  Bellen* 

And  better  hearts  o'er  Border  sod 
To  siege  or  reecne  never  rode. 
The  Ijad;ematk'dtheaiidH  come  in. 
And  high  her  heart  of  pride 


And  team  to  face  his  foea. 
""the  boj;  ia  ripe  to  look  on  war; 

I  saw  bim  draw  a  crosa-bow  siiB, 

And  his  tme  artov  atrnck  afar 

The  raven's  neat  upon  the  cliff; 

Tha  red  (TosB,  on  a  aov  them- breast, 

la  broader  than  the  raven's  neat: 

Thon,  Whitslade,  hhatt  teach  him  hia 

weapon  to  wield. 
And    o'er    him    hold    hia    father's 
shield." 

XIT. 
Well  may  yon  think,  the  wily  page 
Cared  not  to  face  the  Ladye  sage. 
He  connterfeited  cbildJeh  fear. 
And  ahiiek'd,  and  ahed  full  many  a 
tear, 
And  moan'd  and  plain'd  in  manner 
wili 
The  attendants  to  the  Ladye  told, 
Some  fairy,  sore,  had  changed  the 
child. 
That  wont  to  be  no  free  and  bold. 
Then  wratbfol  waa  the  noblo  dame; 
She    blnsh'd     blood-red     for    very 

ahame: — 
"Hence!' ere  the  clan  hia  fointness 

Henc«  with   tiie  weakling  to  Bnc- 

clenchl — 
Watt  Tiulinn,  thon  shalt  be  bis  guide 

To  Banglebnm's  lonely  aide. — 
Snie  soma  fell  fiend  haa  cursed  < 


Hut  coward  ahonld  e 


r  be  a 


I  of 


Soon  u  the  palfrey  felt  the  weight 
Of  that  ill-omen'd  el&ah  freisht. 
He  bolted,  sprang,  and  rear  d  amain. 
Nor  heeded  bit,  nor  curb,  nor  rein. 
It  coat  Watt  Tinlinn  mickle  toil 
To  drive  him  but  a  Scottish  mile; 
lint  sa  a  sbaltow  brook  tbej 

The  elf,  amid  the  running  stream, 
Hia  figure  changed,  like  form  in 

And  ded,  and  ahonted,   "Lostt 
lost  I  lostl" 
Fnll  fast  the  nrchin  ran  and  langh'd, 
But  taster  still  a  oloth-yard  abaft 
Whistled  from  startled  Tinlinn'a  yew. 
And  pierced   his  shootiler  throngh 

and  throngh. 
Althongh  the  imp  might  not  be  slain, 
And  thongh  the  wonnd  soon  heal'd 

again, 
Tet,  as  he  ran,  he  yell'd  for  pain; 
And  Watt  ol  Tinlinn,  mnch  aghast. 
Bode  bock  to  Bianksome  fiery  fast. 

XVL 
a  on  the  hill's  steep  verge  he 

That  looks  o'er  Branksome's  towers 

And  martial  murmars,  from  below, 
Prodaim'd  the  approaching  soathem 

Throngh  the  dark  wood,  in  mingled 

Were  Border  pipes  and  bugles  blown; 
The  coiiisers  neiohing  ho  could  ken, 
A  measured  tread  of  marching  men; 
While  broke  at  times  tlie  solemn  hum. 
The  Almayn's  sullen  kettle-dmm; 
And  banners  tuU,  of  crimson  sheen. 

Above  the  copse  appear; 
And,  glisteniag  through  the  haw- 
thorns green. 
Shine  helm,  and  shield,  and  spear. 

xvn. 

Light   forayeis,    first,    i 

ground, 
Sporr'd  their  fleet  conrsers  loosely 

Behind,  in  close  am.j,  and  fast. 
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I  That 

L  And 


The  Kendal  archera,  all  in  green, 
Obedient  to  the  bugal  blsRt, 

Advandng  from  the  wood  were 

To  bsck  and  fftiard  the  archer  band. 
Lord  Dacre'Bliill-nien  were  at  hand: 
A  hardy  race,  on  Irtliing  broJ. 
With  kirtlas  white,  nnd  crosses  reil, 
Aliafi  beneath  tlie  bnoner  tall, 
That  Btream'd  o'er  Acre's  oouqner'd 


wall; 
And  minstrsls,   aa  they  maroh'd  i 


t'i  "Noble Lord  Daore,  be  dwells 
on  the  Bonier." 
SVIII. 
Behind  the  English  bill  and  how. 
The  marcennries.  firm  and  bIow, 

Mo^ed  on  to  fight,  in  dark  army. 
By  Conrad  led  of  Wolf  en  stein, 
who  bronght  the  band  from  distant 

Andaold  their  blood  fortoreian  pay, 
The  camp  their  home,  their  law  tbe 

They  knew  no  countrr,  own'd  no  lord : 
They  were  not  arm'd  like  Englaud'n 


3,  all  frounced  and  broider'd 
a-horiiB*  and  ecarfa  they 

gnh  better  kneo  was  bared,  to  aid 
f^be  warriors  in  the  escaliMle; 

All,  as  theynuirab'd,  in  m^ed  tongae. 
Songs  of  Teutonic  feuds  they  sung, 

XIX. 

Bat  londer  stilt  the  olamonr  grew, 

I    And  loader  still  the  minstrels  blew, 

rVhen.  from  beneath  tbe  greenwooil 

ode  forth  Lord  Howard's  ohivalry; 
"a   men-Dt'aniia,    with    glaivs  and 

Ehera  many  a 
a  gidn  bis  spars,  in  ai 


With  favonr  in  his  crest,  or  glove. 
Memorial  of  his  ladye-loTe.  ', 

So  rode  they  forth  in  fair  arrav, 
TillfnlllheirlenBthen'dlines  display; 
Then  call'd  a  holt,  and  made  a  stnnd, 
And  cried.   "St.  George,  for  meiiy 
Eogland !" 

XS. 
Now  every  English  eye,  Intent 
On  Itrnnksome's  armed  towers  was 

I  neur  they  were,  that  they  might 
know 
ThestmininBhawhofenchcroas-bow; 
On  battlement  and  bartizna 
Gleam 'daze,  and  spear,  and  partisan; 
FnlcoQ  anil  culver,!  on  ench  tower. 
Stood  prompt  their  deadly  bail  to 

.*nd  lliishing  nrmonr  freqaent  broke 
From  eddying  whirls  of  sable  smoke. 
Where  upon  tower  tind  tarret  bead, 
ling  pitch  and  molten  lead 
Ileeh'd,  like  a  witch's  caldron  red. 
While  yet  they  gaze,  the  bridges  fsll, 
Tbe  wicket  opes,  and  from  the  wall 
Bi'lc9  forth  the  lioary  Seneschal, 

XXL 
Armed  he  rode,  all  save  the  head. 
His  white  beard  o'et  bis  breost-pUte 

spread ; 
Unbroke  by  age,  erect  bis  seat, 
lie  mied  bis  eager  oonrser's  gait; 
Forced  bim,  with  chuaten'd  firs,.  J 

prance. 
And.  high  cnrrettina.  slow  adva 
In  sign  of  truce,  hia  better  hand 
Display'd  a  peeled  willow  wand; 
Jlis  squire,  attending  in  tlie  rear,   I 
Dare  nigh  a  gauntlet  on  a  spear-t     _ 
When  tkey  espied  Lim  ri.ling  ont. 
Lord  Ho  war  J  and  Lord  Dae  re  stout 


I  Anolcnt  ploces  oT  artUicjy. 


.■Afilu.Bapanalu 
fjilU  aTnung  tba  ancic 

no  llin  omUlifni,  and  proplnim  iittn  a  fuhh- 
I  villiM  al  Ills  flrit  Biinlpr  mePlinF.    T1.H 
I  (rercajonj  wiis  much  (if-""'-"*  -  ""  "■  ■"■■  "*' 
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XXU, 

«« Ye  English  warden  lords,  of  70a 
Demands  the  Ladye  of  Bncdench, 
Why,  'gainst  the  trace  of  Border  tide. 
In  hostile  guise  ye  dare  to  ride, 
With    Kendal    bow,   and    Gilsland 

brand. 
And  all  yon  mercenary  band. 
Upon  the  bonnds  of  fair  Scotland? 
My  Ladye  redes  yon  swith*  return; 
And  if  but  one  poor  straw  you  bum, 
Or  do  our  towers  so  much  molest. 
As  scare  one  swallow  from  her  n^tt, 
St.  Mary  I  but  well  light  a  brand 
Shall  warm  your  heaxukfl  in  Cumber- 
land,"— 

XXTTT, 

A  wrathful  man  was  Bacre's  lord. 
But  calmer  Howard  took  the  word: 
"May*t  please  thy  Dame,  Sir  Senes- 

cmal. 
To  seek  the  castle's  outward  wall, 
Our  pursuiYant-at-arms  shall  show 
Both  why  we  came,  and  when  we  go." 
The  message  sped,  the  noble  Dame 
To  the  walTs  outward  circle  came; 
Each  chief  around  lean'd  on  his  spear, 
To  see  the  pursuivant  appear. 
All  in  Lord  Howard's  livery  dress'd, 
The  lion  argent  decked  his  breast; 
He  led  a  boy  of  blooming  hue^ 
O  sight  to  meet  a  mothers  view  1 
It  was  the  heir  of  great  Bucoleuch. 
Obeisance  meet  the  herald  made. 
And  thus  his  master's  will  he  said: — 

XXIV. 

*'  It  irks,  high  Dame,  my  noble  Lords, 
Qainst  ladye  fair  to  draw  their  swords ; 
But  vet  they  may  not  tamely  see. 
All  through  the  Western  Wardenry, 
lour  law-contemning  kinsmen  ride, 
And  bum  and  spoil  the  Border-side; 
And  ill  beseems  your  rank  and  birth 
To  make  your  towers  a  flemens-firth.t 
We  claim  from  thee  William  of  Delor- 

aine. 
That  he  may  suffer  march-treason 

pain. 

~  ■  -I  »■ 

*  SwUh,  instantly. 

I  An  asylum  for  ontlaws. 


It  was  but  last  St.  Outhbert's  even 
He  prick'd  to  Stapleton  on  Leven, 
Harriedl  the  lands  of  Richard  Mus- 

grave. 
And  slew  his  brother  by  dint  of  glaive. 
Then,  since  a  lone  and  widowed  Dame 
These  restless  riders  may  not  tame. 
Either  receive  within  thy  towers 
Two  hundred  of  my  master's  powers, 
Or  straight  they  sound  their  warri- 

son,^ 
And  storm  and  spoil  thy  garrison: 
And  this  fair  boy,  to  London  led. 
Shall  good  King  Edward's  page  be 

bred." 

XXV. 

He  ceased— and  loud  the  boy  did  ciy, 
And  stretch'd  his  little  arms  on  high*. 
Implored  for  aid   each  well-known 

face. 
And  strove  to  seek  the  Dame's  em' 

brace. 
A  moment  changed  that  Ladye's  cheer, 
Gush'd  to  her  eye  the  unbidden  tear; 
She  gazed  upon  the  leaders  round. 
And    dark   and   sad    each   warrior 

frown'd ; 
Then,  deep  within  her  sobbing  breast 
She  lock'd  the  struggling  sigh  to  rest; 
Unalter'd  and  collected  stood, 
And  thus  replied  in  dauntless  mood: 

XXVL 

"  Say  to  your  Lords  of  high  emprize. 
Who  war  on  women  and  on  boys. 
That  either  William  of  Deloraine 
Will  cleanse  him,  by  oath,  of  march- 
treason  stain, 
Or  else  he  will  the  combat  take 
'Gainst   Musgrave  for  his  honour's 

sake. 
No  knignt  in  Cumberland  so  good. 
But  William  may  count  with  him  kin 

and  blood. 
Knighthood    he    took   of    Douglas' 

sword, 
When  English  blood  swell'd  Ancram's 

ford; 
And    but  Lord   Dacre's    steed  was 

wight, 

. — ^ 

{  Plundered.         §  Note  of  asMtnlt. 
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And  bare  bim  ftbly  in  tbe  flifiht, 
Himself   had    seen   him    dnbb'd   a 

For  the  youiig  heii  of  Branksome'a 

God  bo  his  aid,  and  Ood  be  mine; 
Thron(;h  ine  no  friend  shall  meet  his 

Here,  while  I  live,  no  foe  finds  room. 
Then,  if  thj  Lords  their  pnrpoBe 
nrge. 
Take  onr  defiance  lond  and  hich; 
Our    Klogan  is  their  Ijhe  -  wake* 
dirge. 
Out  moat,  the  grave  where  thej 
shall  he." 

xxvn. 

Proud  she  look'd  ronnd,  apploaseto 

Then  ligbton'd  Thirl  cstune's  eye  of 

Hiu  biijjlo  TVat  of  Harden  blew; 
Pensilsnnd  pennons  wide  were  flnng, 
To  heaven  tlie  Itorder  slogiia  rang, 


The  En^ilish  war-cry  answcr'd  wide. 
And  forward  bent  each   Boothem 

Ji^h  Ktndol  BFchei  mode  n  stride. 

And  drew  the  bowstring  to  Lis  ear;  j 
Eauli  minstrel's  war-note  loud  was  , 

But.  erv  fl  gray-goose  shaft  had  flown, 

A  horseman  ^lop'd  from  the  rear. 

XX^TIL 

"Ah  I  nublo   Lords  !"   he  breathleu 


The  kmceB,  wmng  in  hlstnln, 
Gothe  the  dun  heath  like  kafatma 

grain; 
And  on  the  Liddel'anortliam  "t™"^. 
To  bar  retreat  to  Ciunb«riaiLd, 
Lord  Maiwall  tanks  hia  met^-meq 


dale. 

Have  to  prond  Ansoa  oome; 
And  all  the  Heraeand  E^nderdala 
Have  risen  with  hanghtj  Hodmw 
An  exile  from  Northnmberland, 

In  Liddeadale  r*s  waader'd  long; 
But  still  xay  heart  was  with  Tonttj 
England, 
And  cannot  brook  my  connttj'B 

And  hard  I've  Bpnir'd  oU  nlglit  to 

The  moiitering  of  the  coming  foe." 

TTTT 

'And  let  them  come  P  flenw  Daei* 

'For  soon  yon  creat,  m;  lUhsr^ 

That  swept  the  sboreB  of  Jndab'a  aai^ 
And  waved  in  gales  of  Cktlilee, 
Vrara  Braukaome's  highest   towan 


said. 

"  AVbat  treason  has  your  march  be- 
tray'd  ? 

\VTiat  miikc  yon  here,  from  aid  bo  far. 

Before  joa  walls,  around  you  war  ? 

Vonrfnemcn  triumph  in  the  thought, 

That  in  llio  toils  the  lion's  caught. 

Alri'adv  on  dork  Kuberslaw 

The  Donglaa  holds  his  weapon- 
schaw;t 

'  WHirhlng  a  ci>ri»e  all  night, 
r  Vrravoinclutu~-m'ia,Uxj  ^Hllisniiii  ol  a 
ctilvra  (ullowGn.  orUieamf  of  ftcuuiilj. 


Level  each  harquebuBS  on  row; 
Draw,  merry  archers,  draw  the  bow; 
Up.  bill-men,  to  the  walla,  and  <aj, 
Dacre  for  Ei^laud,  win  or  die  V — 

TTT, 

"Tet  bear,"  quoth  Howard,  "  oalmly 

Nordeem  my  wotds  the  words  of  fear: 
For  who,  in  field  or  fonj  slack. 
Saw  the  blanche  lion  e'er  fall  back? 
But  thus  to  risk  our  Border  flower 
In  strife  against  a  kingdom's  power. 
Ten  thousand   Scots   'gainst  tlioii- 

sauds  three, 
Certes,  were  desperate  policy. 
Nay,  take  the  terms  the  Lftdfemade^ 
Ere  conseioua  of  the  advancing  aid: 
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liet  Mnsgrave  meet  fierce  Deloraine 
In  single  fights  and,  if  he  gain. 
He  gains  fbr  ns;  bat  if  he%  cross'd, 
Tis  bat  a  single  warrior  lost: 
The  rest,  retreating  as  they  came, 
Avoid  defeat,  and  death,  and  shame." 

XXXL 

HI  coald  the  haaffhtv  Dacre  brook 
His  brother  Warden  s  sage  rebake; 
And  yet  his  forward  step  he  staid. 
And  slow  and  soUenly  obey'd. 
Bat  ne*er  again  the  Border  side 
IMd  these  two  lords  in  friendship 

ride; 
And  this  slight  discontent,  men  say. 
Cost  blood  apon  another  day. 

YTYTT. 

The  porsaivant-at-arms  a^ain 

Before  the  castle  took  his  stand; 
His  trampet  call'd,  with  parleying 
strain. 
The  leaders  of  the  Scottish  band; 
And  he  defied,  in  Mosgrave's  right. 
Stoat  Deloraine  to  single  fight; 
A  gaantlet  at  their  feet  he  laid. 
And   thus  the  terms   of   fight   he 

said: — 
"If  in  the   lists   good  Masgraye's 
sword 
Yanqoish  the  Knight  of  Deloraine, 
Yonr  yoathfal  chieftain,  Branksome's 
Lord, 
Shall  hostage  for  his  clan  reiuain: 
If  Deloraine  &il  good  Masgrave, 
The  boy  his  liberty  shall  have, 

Howe'er  it  falls,  the  £ngUshband, 
TJnharming  Scots,  b^  Scots  anharm'd. 
In  peaceful  march,  like  men  anarm'd, 
Shall  straight  retreat  to  Comber- 
land." 

XXXTTT. 

Unconscioas  of  the  near  relief. 
The  proffer   pleased  each  Scottish 

cnief, 
Thoagh  mach  the  Ladye  sage  gain- 

say'd; 
For  thoagh  their  hearts  were  brave 

and  true, 
Ytom.   Jedwood*s   recent  sack  they 

knew. 


How  tajyiy  was  the  Regent's  aid: 
And  yoa  may  gaess  the  noble  Dame 
Dorst   not  uie  secret   prescience 
own. 
Sprang  from  the  art  she  might  not 
name, 
By  which   the  coming   help  was 
known. 
Closed  was  the  compact,  and  agreed 
That  lists  sboald  be  enclosed  with 
speed, 
Beneath  the  castle,  on  a  lawni 
They  fix'd  the  morrow  for  the  str*e. 
On  foot,  with  Scottish  axe  and  knife. 
At  the  foarth  hoar  from  peep  of 
dawn; 
When  Deloraine,  from  sickness  freed. 
Or  else  a  champion  in  his  stead, 
Shoald   for   himself  and   chieftain 

stand. 
Against   stoat   Masgrave,  hand   to 
hand. 

XXXIV. 

I  know  right  well,  that,  in  their  lay, 
Fall  many  minstrels  sing  and  say, 
Sach  combat  shoald  be  made  on 
horse. 
On  foaming  steed,  in  fall  career. 
With  brand  to  aid,  when  as  the  spear 

Shoald  shiver  in  the  coarse: 
Bat  he,  the  jovial  Harper,  taught 
Me,  yet  a  youth,  how  it  was  fought. 

In  guise  which  now  I  say; 
He  knew  each  ordinance  and  clause 
Of  Black   Lord    Archibald's  battle* 
laws. 
In  the  old  Douglas*  day. 
He   brook'd    not,   he,   that  scofiing 

tongue 
Should  tax  his  minstrelsy  w>th  wrong. 

Or  call  his  song  untrue: 
For  this,  when  tney  the  goblet  plied. 
And  such  rude  taunt  had  chafed  his 
pride. 
The  Bard  of  Beull  he  slew. 
On  Teviot's  side,  in  fight  they  stood. 
And  tuneful  hands  were  stain'd  with 

blood; 
Where  still  the  thorn's  white  branches 

wave, 
Memorial  o'er  his  rival's  grave. 


30 


SCOTTS  POETICAL   WORKS. 


XXXV. 

Why  gbanld  I  tall  the  rigid  doom, 
That  dntgg'd  mymaxter  ta  his  tomb; 
How  Ongentuii's  maidens  tore  their 

Wept  tiU  their  ayes  were  dead  and 

And  wmng  their  hands  for  love  of 


him. 

Who  died  at  Jedvood  Air  ? 
He  died  1 — his  scholars,  one  hy  one. 
To  the  cold  eilent  grave  ere  gone; 
And  I,  alas  I  survive  alone. 
To  mnse  o'er  rivalries  of  yore, 
And  grieve  that  I  shall  Lear  no  more 
The  strains,  with  envy  beard  before; 
For,  with  my  minstrel  brethren  fled. 
My  jealousy  of  song  is  dead. 

B*"  paused:  the  listening  damea  i^aia 
Applaud  the  hoary  Utnstrcl'a  strain. 
With!  

vcll'd  the  bachess  how  so  well 
His  leceadar;  song  coald  tell— 
Of  ancient  deeds,  so  long  forgot; 
Of  feuds,  whose  memoi;  was  not; 
Of  forests,  now  laid  waste  and  bare; 
Of  towers,  which  harboar  now  the 

Of  manners,  long  since  changed  and 


So  long  had  slept,  that  fickl 

Had  blotted  from    her    tolls    their 

And  twined  round  some  new  mia- 

The  fading  wreath  for  which  they 

bled; 
In  sootb.  'twas  atninge,  this  old  man's 


Smiled   then,     well-pleBsed,     the 
Aged  Man, 
And  ttiQS  Ms  tale  continued  na. 

CANTO  FIFTH. 


The  Harper  smiled,  well-pleased; 

for  ne'er 
Was  flattery  lost  on  poet's  ear; 
A  simple  wee  !  tliey  waste  their  toil 
For  the  vain  tritmle  of  a  smile; 
E'en  when  in  age  their  flame  expires. 
Her  dulcet  breath  con  fiin  its  fires: 


CiUi  it  not  vain:— they  do  not  err, 
Wlio  say.  that  when  the  Poet  diei. 

Mule  Nature  mooms  her  worship, 
per. 
And  celebratea  his  obsequies: 

Who  say,  tall  cliff,  and  cavern  lone. 

For  the  departed  Bard  make  moan; 

That  mountains  weep  in  crystal  rill; 

That  flowers  iu  tears  of  halm  distil; 

Through  his  loved  grovee  that  bi«eMa 
eigh. 

And  oaks,  in  deeper  groan,  reply ; 

And  rivers  teach  their  rushing  wav« 

To  mnrmnr  dirges  round  his  grave. 

n. 

Not  that,  in  sooth,  o'er  mortal  nin 
Those  things  inanimate  can  nioom; 
l!ut  that  the  stream,  the  wood,  the 

gale. 
Is  vocul  with  the  plaintive  wai 
Of  those,  who,  else  forgotten  long. 
Lived  in  the  poet's  faiUiful  song. 
And,  with  the  poet's  parting  breath, 
^Vbose  memory  feels  a  second  death. 
The  Maid's  pule  shade,  who  wails  her 

lot. 


Upon  the  gentle  Minstrel's  bier: 
The  phantum  Knight,  his  glory  fled, 
Mourns  o'er  the  field  he  heaped  with 

Mounts  the  wild  blast  that  sweeps 


Still  Nparlilcd  in  the  feudal  song. 
Now,   from    the    mountain'a   misty 
throne. 
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Seea,  In  the  thtuiedom  once  his  own, 
His  ftshea  DndtsUngniah'd  lie. 
His  place,  his  power,  hismemoir  die: 
UiB  KTOoua  the  lonely  caverns  fill. 
His  fears  of  rage  impel  tlie  rilt: 
All  moQin  the  Minstrel^e  hAip  ^m- 

Btrong, 
llieil  name  unknown,  their  praise 

nasimg.       ^ 

Scnreely  the  hot  assanlt  was  staid, 
The  terms  of  tmce  were    scaiccly 

When  they  could  spy  from  Biank- 

eome's  toirers. 
The  advandng   march    of    martial 

Thick  cloudB  of  dust  afar  appear'd. 
And  trampling  steeds  were  faintly 

Blight  spews,    above  the   colunms 

Glanced  momeDtary  to  the  snn; 
And  feudal  banners  fsjr  displ^'d 
The  bands  that  moved  to  firank- 
Bome's  aid. 

IV. 


Tails  not  to  tell  vhat    steeds   did 

Where  tbeBeven  Spears  of  Wedder- 

Tbeii  men  in  battle-order  set; 
And  bwinton  laid  the  lance  in  rest, 
That  tamed  of  yoro   the  sparkling 

Of  Claience's  Plantagenet. 
Nor  list  1  say  what  hundreds  more, 
From  the  nch  lleisa  and  Lammer- 


.d  Same  o{  Wiildi>rlmrn.  nha 
llie  ratal  baltla  uf  lli-UUen.  Icll 
AUed  iho  Seven  Speun 


And  Hepfanm's  mingled  banuen 
Down  the  steep  xoonntain  glittering 


Now  squire  and  knight,  from  Brank- 

On  many  a  conrteons  message  weat;. 
To  every  chief  and  lord  the;  paid 
Meet  thanks  for  prompt  and  power- 
ful aid; 
And  lold  them, —how  a  trace  was 

And  how  a  day  of  fight  was  ta'en 
'Twiit  MuBgrave  and  st<illt  Delo- 

And  how  the  Ladye  pray'd  them 

That  all  wo'nld  stay  tde  flght  to  see, 
And  deign,  in  love  and  cDnrtexy, 
To  tftste  of  BrankBome  cheer. 
Nor,  whUe  the;  bade  to  feast  each 

Scot, 
Were  England's  noble  Lords  forgot. 
Himself,  the  hoary  Seneschal 
Rode  forth,  in  seemly  terms  to  call 
Those   gallant   foes   to   Branksome 

Hall. 
Accepted  Howard,  than  vhom  knight 
Was  neverdubb'd,  more  bold  infight; 
Nor,  when  fromwarand  armour  free. 
More  tamod  for  Htately  coorteey: 
But  angry  Doer  a  rather  choae 
In  his  pavilion  to  repoee. 

Now,  noble  Dame,   perohauoe    yon 

How  these  two  hostile  armies  met? 
Deeming  it  were  no  easy  task 
To  keep  the  tmce  which  here  was 

Where  martial  spirits,  all  on  fire, 
Breathed  only  blood  and  mortal  Ire.— 
By  matual  inroads,  mutual  blows, 
By  habit,  and  by  nntion,  foes. 
They  met  on  Teviot's  strand; 
They  met  and  Bate  them  mingled 

Without  a  threat,  without  a  fiown. 


BC0TT8  POETICAL  WOSKS. 


As  brothers  meet  in  foieign  land; 
The  hands,  the   Qyear    thftt   hitel; 

crosp'd. 
Still  in  the  muled  gauntlet  chtep'd, 

Were   iuterohaltged    in    greeting 

fiirn  were  raiaed,  and  faces  shown. 
And  auinj  a  friend,  to  friend  made 

Partook  of  sods]  cheer. 
Some  drove  the  jolly  bowl  about; 

With  dice  and  draughts  some  abas- 
ed the  day ; 
And  some,  with  many  s  menrshont. 
In  riot,  revelry,  and  rout, 

Fnrsued  the  loot-ball  play. 

vn. 

Xet,  be  it  known,  had  bogies  blown. 

Or  Hiqn  of  war  be  seen. 
Those  bands,  bo  fair  toRether  ranged, 
Those    bauds,    so     frankly    inter- 
changed. 

Had  dyed  witb  gore  the  greeu: 
Tha  merry  shout  by  Teviot-aide 
Had  sunk  in  war-cries  wild  ejid  wide. 

And  in  the  groan  of  death : 
,  And  whingers*  now   in  friendship 

The  social  meal  to  part  and  share. 

Hod  found  a  bloody  sheath. 
Twixt  truce  and  war,  such  sadden 

Was  not  infrequent,  nor  held  strange. 

In  the  old  Uorder-day: 
But  yet  on  Branksome's  towera  and 

'a  declining  ray. 
TTIL 

The  blithesome  signs  of  wasael  gay 

"     'J'^r 

1  thn 

Of  lofty  Branksome's  loidly  hall. 
Divided  aqoare  by  shafu  of  alone. 
Huge  flakes  of  ruddy  laiitro  sbone; 
Nor  less  the  gild*,  rafters  mng 
With  merry  harp  f  id  beukers'clang: 


And  frMnant,  on  the  ^^^iitwg 
plain. 
Load  hollo,  whoop,   or  vlii*tl« 
ran. 
As  bands,  Ui«ir  sbagglcirs  tanoaiii, 
OiTB  the  shrill    watohword   of 
their  clan ; 
And  lerellers,  o'er  tlieir  bowls,  piCH 

Douglss  or  Dacre'a  oonqnerlng  nune. 

IX. 

Less  freqaent  heard,  and  fainter  still. 

At   length   the   Tarious  clamoan 

And  yoa  might  he^,  from  Bnnkwmw 

No  sound  but  Teviot'a  rushing  tid«; 
Save  when  the  ch  waging  sentinol 
llie  challenge  of  hia  watch  conld  tell: 
And  save,  where,  through  the  dark 

profound. 
The   olanginR    axe    and    luunmel^S 

Bung  from  the  nether  lawn; 
For  many  n  busy  hand  toil'd  there. 
Strong  pales  to  shape,  and  beams  to 

square, 
The  liBts'  dread  barriera  to  prepare 

Against  the  morrow's  dawn. 
X. 
Uargaret  from  hall  did  soon  retroat, 

Despite  the  Dame's  reproving  ey«^ 
Kor  uiark'd  she,  as  she  lelt  hei  se^ 

Fall  many  a  stifled  aigh; 
For  many  a  noble  warrior  strove 
To  win  the  Flower  of  Teviofs  lore. 

And  many  a  bold  ally. — 
Willi  throbbing  head  and  anxions 

AH  in  her  lonely  bower  apart, 

In  broken  tileep  she  lay; 


Of  all  the  hundreds  sunk  to  resi 
First  woke  the  loveliest  and  the 


.best 


She  gazed  opon  tha  inner  court. 
Which  in  tha  tower's  taU  shadow 
lay: 
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WbeM  oouneTB'  olsng,  and  Btamp, 
ftnd  snort, 
'Bad  rang  the  livelong  veaterdaj; 

Now  still  08  death;  till  HtalkiiigBlDV.— 
The  jingling  spurs  snnoniioed  bis 

A.  stately  warrior  poss'd  below; 
Bni  whan  ha  raised  his  plumed 
head- 
Blessed  Mary  I  can  it  be? — 
Secure,  as  if  in  Oruenam  bowers. 
He  wbUis  through  Brankaome's  noa- 
tile  towers. 
With  fearless  step  snd  free. 
She  dared  not  sign,  she  dared  not 

Oh  1  if  one  page's  slumbers  brenk, 

Hia  blood  the  price  tniiat  pa;  I 
Not  all  the  pearls  Queen  Marywesrsi 
Not  Harguel's  yet  mora  precious 

Shall  bny  his  lite  a  daj. 

xn. 

Tet  was  his  hazard  amall;  for  well 
Ton  may  bethink  yon  of  tha  spell 

Of  that  sly  nrchin  pape; 
Thia  to  his  ford  he  did  impart. 
And  made  him  seem,  by  glBmonr  art, 

A  knight  from  Hermitage. 
TTnchallenged  thns,  the  wudar'a  post. 
The    court,    tmchallenged,   thns  he 

For  all  the  Tossalage : 
But  0  !  what  magie's  qnaint  disgnii . 
Coold  blind  fair  Mtugoret's  azure 

She  started  from  her  eaat; 
While  with  anrpriae  and   fear  ahe 


xm. 


TliAt  fool  malicioas  urchin 
To  bring  this  meeting  round. 

For  hkppy  love'a  a  heavenly  sight, 

And  by  a  vile  malignant  sprite 
In  such  no  joy  is  found; 

And  oft  Fve  deem'd,  perchance  he 
thought 


Their   erring   pasdon    might   have 
wrought 
Sorrow,  and  sin,  and  shame; 
And   death   to   Craustonn'a   jrallant 

Knight, 
And  to  tha  gentle  ladye  bright, 

Disgraoe,  and  loss  of  fame. 
But  earthly  apirit  conld  not  tell 
The  heart  of  them  that  loved  so  welL 
Tma  love's  the  gift  which  God  has 
given 
a  man  alone  beneath  the  heaven; 
It  ia  not  fantasy's  hot  fire. 
Whose  wishes,  soon  as  RTanted, 

fly; 

It  liveth  not  in  fierce  desire, 

With  dead  desire  it  doth  not  die; 
It  is  the  secret  sympathy. 
The  silver  link,  the  silken  tie, 
YThich  heart  to  heart,  and  mind  to 


Knight, 
To  tell  you  of  the  approaching  fight 

XIV. 

Their  warning  blasts  the  bogles  blew. 

The   pipe's   shrill  port*  aroused 

each  dan: 

In  haste,  the  deadly  strife  to  view. 

The  trooping  warriors  eager  ran : 

Thick  round  the  lists  their  lances 

Like  blasted  pines  in  £ttrick  wood ; 
To   Branksome  many  a  look   they 

The  combatants'  approach  to  view, 
And  bandied  many  a  word  of  boast, 
About  the  knight  eochlavonr'd  most. 

XV. 
Meantima  full  aniions  was  the  Dome; 
For  now  arose  disputed  claim, 
Ot  who  shonld  fight  for  Deloroine, 
'Twiit  Harden  and  'twixt  Thirlee- 

They  'gan  to  reckon  kin  and  rent. 
And  Ironning  brow  on  brow  was 


u 
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But  vet  not  lone  the  Btrife— for,  lol 

Himself,  th«  Knight  of  Deloraine, 

Strong,  as  it  aeem'd,  and  free  from 

pain. 

In  annonr  sheath'd  from  top  to  boe, 

Appeai'd,  and  craved  the  oomW  doe. 

The   Bame   her    oharm    Euocessfnl 

knew, 


XVL      , 
When  for  the  lists  they  sooght  the 

The  stately  Ladje'a  silken  rein 

Did  noble  Howard  hold; 
Unarmed  by  htr  eide  lie  valk'd, 
And  much,  in  courteonM  phrase,  thej 
talk'd 

Of  feats  of  arms  of  old. 
Costly  his  garb — hi  a  Flemish  mff 
Fell  o'er  his  doublet,  shaped  of  buff, 

VTilh  satin  slash'd  and  lined; 
Tavny  his  boot,  and  gold  bis  spar, 
His  cloak  was  all  of  Puland  fur. 

His  hone  vith  silver  twined; 
His  Eilboa  blade,  by  Harohmen  felt, 
Hnng  in  a  broad  and  stndded  belt; 
Hence,  in  rude  phrase,  the  Borderers 

still 
Call'd  noble  Howard,  Belted  Will. 

SVII. 
Behind  IiOid  Howard  and  the  Dame, 
Fair  Margaret  on  her  palfroy  came, 

Wbosefoo^cloth  swept  the BToand. 
White  was  her  whimple,  ami  herveil. 
And  her  loose  locks  a  cbaplet  pule 

Of  whitest  roses  bound; 
The  lordly  Angus,  by  her  side, 
In  courti-sy  to  cheer  her  tried; 
Without  his  aid,  her  hand  in  vain 
Had  strove  to  guide  her  hroider'J 

He  deem'd  she  sbnddct'd  at  the  sight 
(If  warrior^  uitt  (or  mortal  fijjbt; 
lint  cause  ol  ti-rror.  all  ungueKs'd, 
Was  fluttorinji  in  her  gentle  breast. 
When,   in   tlieir  ohaits  ol    crimson 

placed. 
The    Dome    and   she   the   barriers 


Pme  of  the  field,  the  young  Bno- 

clench. 
An  Engliah  knight  led  forth  to  view; 
Scarce   med    the   boy    his   present 


plight, 


he  longed  to  see  the  flghL 
Within  the  lists,  in  knightly  pride. 
High  Home  and  haughtT  Dacre  ride: 
Their  leading  staffs  of   steel   they 

wield. 
As  marshals  of  the  mortal  field; 
While  to  each  knight  their  care  as. 

Bign'd 
Like  Yontaf^e  of  the  sun  and  wind. 
The  heralds  hoarse  did  loud  proclaim, 
In  King  and  Queen,  and  Warden's 

That  none,  while  lasts  the  strife. 
Should  dare,   by  look,   or  sign,   or 

Aid  to  a  champion  to  afford, 

On  peril  of  nia  life; 
And  not  a  breath  the  silence  broken 
Till  thus  the  ollemata  Herald  spake  t 
XIX, 


He  sayeth.  that  William  of  Delorelna 
Is  traitor  false  by  Border  laws; 

This  with  his  sword  he  will  maintain, 
So  help  him  God,  and  bis  good 


"Here  standeth  William  of  Delor- 
Good  knight  and  true,    of   noble 
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UnagTBTe'H    bod; 


"Forward,  bmve cbampiona,  to  the 

Shtl 
tiTunpeUI" 

"  God  defend  the  right  T 

Then,  Teviot !    how    thice    echoes 

mug, 
When    Dngle-souod    and    trumpet 

Iiet  loose  the  martial  foes, 
And  in  mid  list  with  shi^d  poised 

Wgh,  , 

And  measared  step  and  wary  eye, 
The  oombatantB  did  close. 
XXL 
nl  vonld  it  Bait  ;onr  gentle  ear, 
¥e  lovel;  listeners,  to  bear 
Bow  to  the  Bie  the  helms  did  sonnd. 
And  blood  ponr'd  down  from  many 


For  despenUe 
long. 


I  the  strife  and 


And  eitHer  warrior  fleioa  and  strong. 
But,  were  each    dame    a   listening 

Icnight, 
t  weU  omild  teQ  bow  wonion  fight  I 
For  I  have  seen  war's  lightning  flash- 

ins. 
Seen  the   claymore   with     bayonet 

clashing. 
Seen   tbro^h  red  blood  the  war- 

borse  daahinK 
And  Bcom'd,  amid  the  reeling  strife. 
To  yield  a  step  for  death  or  life. — 

xxn. 

3TiB  dime,  tie  done  I  that  fatal  blow 
Haa  Btretcb'd  him  on  the  bloody 

He  BtriTes  to  rise — Brave  HnsgniTe, 

Thonoa    never    ahalt    thou    rise 

n»  c£oke8  in  blood — some  friendly 

Cndo  the  vlsor'fi  baned  band. 


Unfix  the  goi^et's  iron  olaap. 

And    give    hun    room    for  life  to 

gaspl— 
O,  booUesB  aid  I— haste  boly  PViar, 
Baste,  ere  the  sinner  shall  expire  1 
Of  all  his  gnilt  let  him  be  ehriven. 
And  smooth  bie  path  from  earth  to 
heaven  1 

XTtTIT, 
In  haste  the  boly  Friar  iped: — 
His  naked  foot  was  dyed  with  red. 

As  through  the  hsts  he  ran; 
Unmindful  o(  tlie  ehonts  on  bigh. 
That  hail  d  the  congnercr's  victory, 

He  raised  the  dying  man; 
Loose  waved  his  Bilver  beard  and 

Ab  o'er  him  he  kneel'd   down    in 

prayer; 
And  still  the  cmcifix  on  hi^b 
,  He  holds  betore  bis  darkening  eye; 
,  And  still  he  bends  an  axioas  ear. 
His  faltering  penitence  to  bear; 
Utill  props  him  from  the  bloody 

Still,  even  when  sonl  and  body  part. 
Poors  gboetly  comfort  on  his  heart. 

And  bids  him  trust  in  God  t 
Unheard  he  piays ; — the  death-pong's 

Bichard  of  Unsgrave  breatbea    no 

XXIT. 
As  if  eihaneted  in  the  flgbt. 
Or  mosiug  o'er  the  piteous  sight. 

The  silent  victor  stands; 
His  beaver  did  be  not  unclasp. 
Marked  not  the  Bhonts,  felt  not  the 
grasp 
Of  gratnlating  bands. 
When  lo  I  strange  cries  of  wild  snr- 

Mingled  with  seeming  terror,  rise 

Among  the  Scottish  bands ; 
And  all,  amid  the  throng'd  array, 
In  panic  haute  gave  open  way 
To  a  bulf-naked  ghsstly  man. 
Who  downward  from  the  caatle  ran; 
He  cToiu'd  the  barriers  at  a  bound. 
And  wild  and  h^^gard  look'^artnuid. 
As  dizzy,  and  m  pain; 
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Each  ladje  Bpmng  from  seat  witli 

Vaall^d  each  mtushal  from  Uh  Hteed  i 

*'  And  who  nt  thou,"  they  oiied, 
'•'Who  hast  thia  batUa  fought  and 

won?"— 
Hia  plnmed  helm  vas  aoon  ondona — 

"CranBtoan  of  TaTioL-aidel 
For  this  fair  piize  I've  fanght  and 


And  to  the  Lady e  ] 


xsv. 

Full  oft  the  Teacned  boy  she  kiss'd, 
And  often  preas'd  him  to  har  hreast: 
For.  under  all  her  danntleas  Bhow, 
Her   heart   had   throbb'd   at  erary 

hlow; 
Yet  not  Lord  Cranstonn  deign'd  she 

greet, 
Though  lav  he  kneeled  at  her  faet. 
Me  lists  not  tell  vhat  words  were 

What  Douglas,  Home,  and  Howard, 

— For  Howard  wag  a  generona  foe— 
And  how  the  dan  nnited  pray'd 

The  Ladye  would  the  fend  forego, 
And  deign  to  blesa  the  nnptial  hour 
Of  Cranatonn's  Lord  and   Teviot's 
Flower. 

SXVI. 
She  look'd  to  river,  look'd  to  hill, 

Thought  on  the  Spirit's  prophecy. 
Then  broke  her  silence  atenk  and 
Etill,— 
"Not  you,    bat   Fate,    haa    van- 
quish'd  me. 
Their   inQnenoe   kindly   atara   may 

shower 
On  Teviot's  tide  and   Branfcsome's 

For  pride  is  qnell'd,  and  love  is 

free."— 

She  took  fair  Ma^aret  by  the  hand. 

Who,  breathless,   trembling,  scarua 

night  stand. 

That  band    to    Cranstoou's    lord 

"As  I  am  true  to  thae  and  thine. 


Bo  thon  be  true  to  me  and  mine  I 

This  claspofloveonr  bond  ahall  be; 
For  this  is  yonr  betrothing  day. 
And  all  these  noble  lorda  shall  atar. 
To  grace  it  irith  their  oompanj. 

xxvn. 

All  as  they  left  the  listed  plain, 
Hnch  of  the  story  she  did  sain; 
How  Cranstonn  fought  with  Delo- 

And  ol  hiB  page,  and  of  the  Book 
Which  from  the  wounded  knight  be 

took; 
And  how  he  sought  her  oaatle  high. 


Stolen  by  his  page,  while  slept  Uia 

knight. 
Ho  took  on  Tiiin  the  single  Sght. 
Bnt  half  his  tale  he  left  nnaaid. 
And  linger'd  till  he  join'd  the  maid. — 
Cared  not  the  ladye  to  beteay 
Her  mystic  arts  in  Tiew  of  it^i 
But  well  she  thought,  «, ■*- 

Of  that  strange  page  the  pride  to 

From  bis  foul  bands  the  Book  to  save. 
And    send    it    back    to   Midutal'e 


,      K™ve.-_ 


slord; 

Nor  how  Hbe  told  of  former  woaa. 
And  how  her  boaom  fell  and  roae. 
While   he   and    Uusgrave  bandied 

Needs  not  these  lovers'  joys  to  t^: 
One  day.  fair  maids,   yonll  know 

them  well.  

xxvin. 

William  of  Delotaine,  some  chance 
Had   waken'd  from  his   death-like 

And   taught    that,   in    the  listed 

AnoUier,  in  his  arms  and  shield. 
Against    fierce   Mnsgravo   axe   did 

Under  the  name  of  Deloraine. 
Hence,  to  the  field,  uuarm'd,  be  m^ 
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And  henoe  lua  preaenoe  Bcsied  tha 

Who  held  htm    for  some  fleelii^ 

imith,- 
And  not »  nun  of  blood  and  breath. 
Not  much  this  new  allj*  hd  loved, 
X«t,  wh«n  h«  Mw  what  lutp  had 
prored. 
He  gieeled  him  right  hsartilie: 
He  Toi^  not  w&han  old  debate, 
For  he  was  void  of  rancorona  hate, 
Thongh  rude  and  scant  of  conr- 

In  mida  he  Bpilt  bat  seldom  blood, 
Unleaa  when  meu-oUamu  withstood. 
Or,  ai  was  meet  for  deadlv  fend. 
He  ne'er  boie  gnidge  foi'  stalwart 

blow. 

Ta'en  In  bir  fight  from  gallant  foe; 

And  BO  'twas  s^ea  of  bim  e'en  now, 

Vhen    OS   dead  Jlnagrave   he 

look'd  down; 

Oiief    dukas'd    on   his  n^ed 

Thongji  half  dlagnlsed    with  a 

And    thus,  while  aoriow  bent   hia 

head. 
Hia  foeman'a  epitaph  he  made. 

XXIX. 
"  Kow,  Bichud  M-osgrave,  lieet  thon 

I  ween  my  deadly  enemy; 
For,  it  I  Blew  thy  brother  dear, 

Thaa  alew'st  a  aiater'a  aon  to  me; 
And  when  I  lay  in  dim^n  dark. 

Of   Kaworth  Castle,  long  montha 
threes 
"EH  lanaom'd  for  a  thousand  mark, 

Dark  Mosgrave,  it  was  long  of  thee. 
And,  Hnagrave,   coold  our  flght  be 
tried. 

And  thon  wert  now  alive  as  T, 
No  mortal  man  ahoold  na  divide. 

Till  one,  or  both  of  ns,  did  die; 
Yet  rest  thee  OodI  for  well  I  know 
I  ne'er  shall  find  a  nobler  foe. 
In  all  tha  northern  counties  here, 
Whose  word  ia  Snaffle,   apox,    and 

■  Tkt  ipeottal  appultkin  ot  m  UtIdk  penon. 


Thon  wert  the  best  to  follow  near ! 
"Twaa  pteasore,  as  we  look'd  oebind. 
To  aee  how  thou  the  chase  could'at 

Cheer  the  dark  blood-hound  on  hia 

And  with  the  bngle  rouse  the  frayl 
rd  give  the  lands  of  Deloraine, 
DaiK  Mosgrave  were  alive  again." 
XXX. 

loum'dhe,  till  Lord  Baere's  band 
Were  bowning  back  to  Cumberland. 
They  raised  braTe  Musgrave  from  the 

field. 
And  laid  him  on  his  bloody  shield; 
On  levell'd  loncea,  foni  and  four. 
By  tuma  the  noble  burdpu  bore. 
Before,  at  times,  upon  the  gale, 
Waa  heard   the  Uiustrel's  pliuntive 

wail; 
Behind,  ibar  priests,  in  sable  stole, 
Sung  requiem  for  the  warrior's  seal: 
Around,  the  horsemen  slowly  rode; 
With   trailing    pikes    the    Epearmen 

And  thus  the  gallant  knight  they  bore. 
Through  Liddesdale  to  Lcven's  shore; 
Thence  to    Holme  Coltrame's    lolly 

And  laid  him  in  hia  father's  grave. 

The  harp's  wild  notes,  though  hush'd 

the  song. 
The  mimic  march  of  death  prolong; 
Now  seems  it  far,  and  now  a-near. 
Now  meets,  and  now  eludes  the  ear; 
Now  seems  some   mountain   aide  to 

Now  faintly  dies  in  valley  deep; 
Seems  now  OS  if  tbo  Minstrel's  wnil, 
Now  the  sad  requiem,  loads  the  gale; 
Labt,  o'er  the  wiirriot'a  elosing  grave. 
Rung  the  full  choir  in  choral  steva. 

After  due  pause,  thev  bade  him  tell, 
Why  be,  who  touch'd  tno  harp  BO  well. 
Should  thus,  with  ill-rewarded  toil, 
Wandei  a  poor  and  thanklcaa  aoil. 
When  the  more  generous  Southern 

Would  well  requite  his  skilful  hand. 


SCOTT'S  POETICAL   WORKS. 


Th«  Aged  Haip«r,  homoe'er 
His  oalj  friend,  nia  hup,  was  dear. 
Liked  not  (o  hear  it  tanied  so  high 
Above  his  flowina  poesj: 
Leas  liked  be  still,  that  BoomM  jeei 
Hieprised  the  laud  he  loved  so  dear  ; 
High  WBB  the  sonad.  as  thoa  ognin 
The  Bard  ceaamed  hia  minatrel  Htroin. 

CANTO  SIXTH. 

L 

Bbkatheb  there  the  man,  vilh  aonl  ao 

Who  never  to  himself  hath  said. 

This  is  my  own,  my  native  Und! 
Whose  beart  hath  ne'er  within  him 

Aa  home  bia  footsteps  be  hath  tnm'd. 
From     waudering    on     a    foreign 
strand! 
If  aacb  there  breathe,  go,  mark  him 


Even  in  extremity  of  iIL 

By  Yarrow's  Btreams  still  letmestin. 

Though  none  sbonid  gnidemy  feeble 

way; 
Still  feel  the  breeze    down   Ettiick 

Althongh  it  chill  my  wither'd  cbaek; 
Still  lav  mybead  by  Taviot  Stones 
Thoagh  there,  forgotten  and  alone. 
The  I^krd  may  draw  hia  parting  groan. 


iwell; 


Bonndlosa   his  wealth   aa  wish  can 

Despite  those  titles,  power,  and  pelf, 
The  ivretcb,  ooncontrfd  aU  in  soli, 
Liviog,  BliiJI  forfeit  fair  renown. 
And,  doubly  dying,  shall  go  down 
To  the  vile  dnst,   from  whence  ho 

sprang. 
Unwept,  nnbonor'd,  and  unsung. 


0  Caledonial  stem  and  wild, 
Meet  nurse  for  a  poetic  child! 
Land   of   brown  heath    and  shaggy 

Land  of  the  luountain  and  the  flood, 
L:inil  of  uiy  sircal  wbat  mortal  band 
Can  c'vr  untio  tbo  fiUal  band. 
That  knits  me  to  thy  ruRgeJ  strand! 
Still,  as  I  view  eocbwetl-known  scene, 
Tbinlc  what  is  now,  and  what  hath 

Seems  an,  to  mc,  of  all  bereft. 

Sole  friends  thy  woods  and  streams 

were  left; 
And  tbna  I  love  them  better  still, 


m. 


lel  to  Brankaome 


Not  scom'd  like 

Holt 

The  Minstrels  came,  at  festive  call; 
Trooping  they  came,  from  near  u>d 

The  jovial  priests  of  mirth  and  war; 
Alike  for  feast  and  fight  prepared. 
Battle  and  banquet  both  they  shared. 
Of  late,  before  each  martial  clan, 

Theyblcw  their  death-note  in  the  van. 
But  now,  for  every  merry  mate, 
Buse  the  porteallis'  iron  grate; 
Tbey  soimd  the  pipe,  they  strike  the 

They  dance,  they  revel,  and  they  sing. 
Till  the  rnde  turrets  shake  and  ring. 

IV. 
Me  lists  not  at  this  tide  declare 

The  splondonr  of  the  spousal  rite, 
How  muster'd  in  the  chapel  fair 

Both  iiiaid  and  matron,  sqnire  and 
knight; 
Me  lists  not  tell  of  owches  tore. 
Of  mantles  green,  and  braided  ball. 
And  kirtles  furr'd  with  mioivct; 
What  plamogn  waved  the  altar  round. 
How  spurs   and    ringing    chainlets 

And  hard  it  were  for  bard  to  speak 

The   changeful   bae    of   Mo^arot's 

That  lovely  hue   which    comes  and 

As  awe  and  shame  alternate  riaa  T 

V. 
Some  bards  have  song,    the  Lady^ 

high 
Chapel  or  altar  come  not  nigh; 
Kor  dnrst  the  rights  of  spousal  grace, 
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So  much  she  fear'd  each  holy  place. 
False  slanders  these: — I  trnst  right 

well 
She  wrought  not  by  forbidden  spell ; 
For  mighty  worcb   and  signs  have 

power 
O'er  sprites  in  planetary  hour: 
Tet  scarce  I  praise  their  venturous 

part. 
Who  tamper  with  such  dangerous  art. 
But  this  for  faithful  truth  I  say. 

The  Ladye  by  the  altar  stood. 
Of  sable  velvet  her  array. 

And  on  her  head  a  crimson  hood, 
With   pearls    embroider'd   and    en- 
twined. 
Guarded    with   gold,    with    ermine 

lined; 
A  merlin  sat  upon  her  wrist 
Held  by  a  leash  of  silken  twist. 

VL 

The  spousal  rites  were  ended  soon: 
"Twas  now  the  merrv  hour  of  noon. 
And  in  the  lofty  arched  hall 
Was  spread  the  gorgeous  festival. 
Steward  and  squire,    with    heedful 

haste, 
Marshall^  the  rank  of  every  guest; 
Pages,  with  ready  blade,  were  there. 
The  mighty  meal  to  carve  and  share: 
O'er  capon,  heron-shew,  and  crane, 
And  princely  peacock's  gilded  train. 
And  o'er  the    boar-head,    gamish'd 

brave. 
And  cygnet  from  St.  Mary's  wave;* 
O'er  ptarmigan  and  vension, 
The  priest  had  spoke  his  bension. 
Then  rose  the  riot  and  the  din, 
Above,  beneath,  without,  within  ! 
For,  from  the  lofty  balcony, 
Rung  trumpet,  shalm,  and  psalterj*: 
Their    clanging  bowls  old  warriors 

quaffd; 
Loudly    they     spoke,     and    loudly 

laugh 'd; 
Whisper'd  young  knights,   in    tone 

more  mild. 
To  ladies  fair,  and  ladies  smiled. 

♦  Flights  of  wild  Rwaiis  nro  often  socn  on 
St.  Mnrj's  Lako,  wliiclt  is  at  tho  licncl  of  tho 
"iarrovr. 


The  hooded  hawks,  high  perch'd  on 

beam. 
The  clamour  join'd  with  whistling 

scream, 
And  flapp*d  their  wings,   and  shook 

their  bells. 
In  concert  with    the    stag-hound*s 

yells. 
Round  go  the  flasks  of  ruddy  wine. 
From    Bordeaux,    Orleans,    or    the 

Rhine; 
Their  tasks  the  busr  sewers  ply 
And  all  is  mirth  ana  revelry. 

vn. 

The  Goblin  Page,  omitting  still 

No  opportunitv  of  ill. 

Strove  now»  while  blood  ran  hot  and 

high. 
To  rouse  debate  and  jealousy; 
Till  Conrad,  Lord  of  Wolfenstein, 
By  nature    fierce,   and  warm    with 

wine. 
And  now  in  humour  highly  cross'd, 
About  some  steeds   his    oand  had 

lost. 
High   words   to    words    succeeding 

still, 
Smote,  with  his  gauntlet,  stout  Hunt- 
hill; 
A  hot  and  hardy  Rutherford, 
Whom  men  called  Dickon  Draw-the- 

sword. 
He  took  it  on  the  page's  saye, 
Hunthill    had  driven    tb^se    steeds 

away. 
Then  Howard,  Home,  and  Douglas 

rose. 
The  kindling  discord  to  compose: 
Stem  Rutherford  right  little  said. 
But  bit  his  glove,       and  shook  his 

head. — 
A  fortnight  thence,  in  Inglewood, 
Stout  Conrade,  cold,  and  drench'd  in 

blood. 
His  bosom  gored  with  many  a  wound. 
Was  by  a  woodman's  lyme-dog  found; 
Unknown  the  manner  of  his  death. 
Gone  was  his  brand,  both  sword  and 

sheath; 
But  ever  from  that  time,  'twas  said. 
That  Dickon  wore  a  Cologne  blade. 
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The  dinrf,  who  feu'd  biamMter'B  OTe 
Might  bisfonl  treaohary  ecpie, 
Now  sought  the  castla  bntteiy, 
Where  many  a  yeomBii,  bold  and  free, 
Bevell'd  as  m^ril^  and  well 
Am  those  that  Bst  m  tordl;  eelle. 
Watt  TinUnn,  theie,  did  Danklj  raise 
His    pledge    to    Artbor    Fire-the- 

And  he,  BS  by  his  breeding  bound, 
To    Howard^    merrj-inen    sent    it 

To  quit  them,  on  the  EnBtieh  side. 
Bed  Boland  Forstcr  loudly  cried, 
"AdeepcaronBetoyonfairhride  1"— 
At  every  pledge,  from  vat  and  oail, 
Foam'd  forth  m  floods  the  nut-brown 

Wliilcshont  the  ridera  everyone; 
Sncb  day  o(  mirth  ne'er  cbeer'd  their 

Since  old  Bncclench  the  name   did 

gain. 
When  in  the  clench  the  buck  was 


The    wiljr     page,     with     Tengetnl 
thonght, 
Remember'd  him  of  TinUnn's  yew. 

And  swore,  it  should  bedearly  bought 

That  ever  he  the  nrrow  drew. 
First,  bo  the  j'eomon  did  molest, 
Vlitb  bitter  gibe  and  taunting  jest; 
Told,  bow  bo  dod  at  Solwny  strife, 
And  bow  Hob  Armstrong  cheer'd  his 

Then,  shanniDg  still  his  powerful 


«  he  wTonght  bim  harm ; 

From    trcDuber    stole    his    choicest 

Dasb'd  from  his  lips  his  can  of  beer; 

Then,  to  bis  knee  sly  creeping  on. 
With  bodkin  pierced  Mtn  to  the  bone; 
The  venom's  wound,  and  festering 

J"i°t. 

•  TUs  penon  bearini-  tlili  rfdoiiMalils  nan 


IHwtt.  ' 


Long  after  riied  that  bodUn's  point. 
The    startled    yeoman    swon    tmd 

spnm'd. 
And  board  and  flagons  orartum'd, 
Biot  and  clamonr  wild  began; 
Back  to  the  bait  the  urchin  ran; 
Took  in  a  darkling  nook  his  post, 
And  grinn'd,  and  mntter'd,  "Lost I 

lost  I  lost  r 

X. 
By  this,  the  Dame,  lest  farther  fray 
Should  mar  the  concord  of  the  day. 
Had  bid  the  Minstrels  tune  their  lay. 
An^    Bret   stept    forth    old    Albiul 

Grmme, 
The  Minstrel  of  that  ancient  name: 
Was  none  who  struck  the  baip  so 

Within  tbe  Laud  Debateable. 
Well  friended,  too,  his  hardy  kin, 
■Whoever  lost,  were  sure  to  win; 
They  sought  the  beeves  that  made 

their  broth, 

In  Scotland  and  in  England  both. 

Id  homely  guise,  as  Nature  bade. 

His  simple  eong  the  Borderer  said. 

XI. 


It  was  an  English  ladye  bright, 
(The  sun  shines  fair  on  Carlisle 
wall,-) 
And  she  would   many   a  Scottish 
knight. 
For  love  wilt  still  be  lord  of  aU. 
Blithely  they  saw  tbe  rising  sun. 
When  he  shone  fair  on    Carlisle 
wnU; 
But  they  were  sad  ere  day  wasdono, 
Thouuh  LovB  was  still  the  lord  of 

Her  sire  gare  brooch  and  jewel  fine, 
Where  the  son  shineti  fair  on  Car- 
lisle wall; 

Her  brother  gave  but  a  flask  of  wine, 
"  r  ire  that  Love  was  lord  of  all. 


•Ttdi  burden  li  fntin  u 
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Wbera  tbe  nm  sbiiieB  faxz  on  Cu- 
Ualewkll. 
And   h«  tworo  her  death,  en  h< 

A  Scottish  knight  the  lord  of  all  I 

xn. 

That  irilie  ahe  had  Dot  tasted  veil, 
(The  sun  Bhines  fur  on  Carliale 
wall.) 
Vlien  dead,  in  her  true  lore'i  anoa, 
she  fell. 
For  Love  waa  atill  the  lord  of  all  I 


Were  breathing  heavenlj  melody; 
Bo  Bweet  did  harp  and  Toice  oom- 

Tc  praise  the  name  of  Oereldine. 


lisle  vail:- 
So  perish  all  would  tme  love  part,' 
lliat  liOTB  ma;  still  be  lord  of  all! 
Aod  then  he  tooX  tbe  oroBe  divine, 
(Wheie  the  snn  shines  fair  on  Car- 
Ualewoll,) 
And  died  for  her  sake  in  Palestine, 
So  Love  waa  still  the  lord  of  all. 

Now  all  ;e  lovers,  that  faithfiilproTe, 
(The  sun  shines  fail  on  C^lisle 
wall.) 

Fray  for  tbur  soak  who  died  for  love. 
For  Love  shall  still  be  lord  of  all  I 

xin. 

As  ended  Albert's  simple  lay. 
Arose  a  bard  of  loftier  port; 

For  sonnet,  rhjrme,  end  roundelay, 
Senowu'd    in    haughty    Henry's 

There  rung  thv  harp,  unrivall'd  long, 
Fititraver  of  the  silver  song ! 
The  gentle  Surrey  loved  oia  lyre— 
\Vbo  has  not  heard  of  8nrrey'i> 
fame? 
EUs  wae  the  hero's  sonl  ot  fire. 
And  his   the    bard'e    immortal 

And  his  was  love,  exalted  high 
By  all  tbe  glow  of  chivaliy. 

XI7. 
Tbey  sought,  together,  climea  afar. 

And  oft,  withm  some  olive  firove. 
When  even  cams  with  twinkling  stai. 

They  sung  ol  Rurrey'i  absent  love. 


Ungrateful  Tndor's  sentence  slewT 
BegnrdlesH  of  tbe  tyrant's  frown. 
His  harp  call'd  wrath  and  vengeance 

He  left,  for  Hawortb'e  iron  towers, 
Windsor's  green  pladea,  and  courtly 

And  faitbtal  to  his  patron's  name. 
With  Howard  still  Fitztraver  came; 
Lord  William's  foremost  favorite,  he^ 
And  chief  of  all  his  minstrelsy. 
XVI. 

"Twos  all-Boals'   eve,   and    Sarrey's 

heart  beat  high; 

e  heard  the  midnight  bell  vrltb 

anxious  start, 
Which  told    the   mystio  honr,   ap- 

iiroauhing  nigh. 
When  wine  Cornelius    promised, 

by  his  art. 
To  show  to  him  the  Isdye  of  his 

Albeit   betwixt    them    roar'd   tbe 
ocean  grim; 
Yet  ao  the  sage  had  higbt  to  play  his 

That  he  should  see  her  form  in 
life  and  limb. 
And  mark,il  atill  nhe  loved,  and  still 
she  thought  of  him. 

xvn. 

Dark  was  the  vaulted  room  ol  gta 
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Save  that  bcibre  a  mirror,  huge  and 
high, 
A  hallo\r'd  tapeirbhed  a  glimiDer- 
ing  li^ht 
On    mystio    implemcnU    of   magic 
might; 
On  cross,  and  character,  and  talis- 
man, 
And   almagest,    and   altar,  nothing 
bright: 
For  fitful  was  the  lustre,  pale  and 
wan, 
As  w.itchlight  by  the  bed  of  some 
departing  man. 

xvni. 

But  soon,  within  that  mirror  huge 
and  high, 
'NVoH  seen  a  self-emitted  light  to 
gleam; 
And  forms  upon  its  breast  the  Earl 
'gan  spy, 
Cloudy  and  indistinct,  as  feverish 
dream, 
Till,   slow  arranging,    and   defined, 
they  seem 
To  form  a  lordly  an(^  n  lofty  room, 
Part  lighted  by  a  lamp  with  silver 
beam. 
Placed  by  a  couch  of  Agra's  silken 
loom. 
And  part  by  moonshine  pale,  and 
part  was  hid  in  gloom. 

XIX. 

Fair  all  the  pageant— but  how  pass- 
(        ing  fair 

The  slender  form,  which  lay  on 
couch  ot  Ind  i 
O'er  her  white  bosom   stray'd   her 
hazel  hair, 
Pale  her  dear  cheek,  as  if  for  love 
she  pined; 
All  in  her  night-robe  loose  she  lay 
reclined, 
And,    pensive,   read    from    tablet 
ebumiue. 
Some  strain  that  seem'd  her  inmost 
soul  to  find ; — 
That  favour'd  strain  was  Surrey's 
raptured  line. 
That  tair  and  lovely  form,  the  Lady 
Geraldinel 


XX. 

Slow  roU'd  the  dondB  upon  the  lorely 
form,' 
And  swept  the  goodly  Tision  all 
away — 
So  royal  enTy  roU'd  the  murky  storm 
O'er  my  beloved  Master's  glorious 
day. 
Thou  j  ealoos,  ruthless  tyrant !  Heaven 
repay 
On  thee,  and   on  thy  children's 
latest  line, 
The  wild   caprioe  of   thy   despotic 
sway, 
The  gory  bridal  bed,  the  plnnder*d 
shrine, 
The   murder'd  Surrey's  blood,  the 
tears  of  G^raldine  I 

XXL 


Both  Scots,  and  Southern  chiefs  pro- 
long 
Applauses  of  Fitztraver's  song; 
These  hated  Henrv's  name  as  death. 
And    those    still   held   the   ancient 

faith.  - 
Then,  from  his  seat,  with  lofty  air. 
Rose  Harold,  bard  of  brave  St.  Glair; 
St.  Clair,  who,  feasting  high  at  Home, 
Had  with  that  lord  to  battle  coma 
Harold  was  bom  where  restless  seas 
Howl  round  the  storm-swept  Orcades; 
Where  erst  bt.  Clairs  held  princely 

sway 
0*er  isle  and  islet,  strait  and  bay; — 
Still  nods  their  palace  to  its  fail. 
Thy  pride  and    sorrow,   fair  Kirk- 
wall I - 
Thence  oft  he  mark'd  fierce  Pentland 

rave, 
As  if  grim  Odin  rode  her  wave; 
And  watch'd,  the  whilst,  with  visage 

pale. 
And  throbbing  heart,  the  struggling 

sail; 
For  all  of  wonderful  and  wild 
Had  rapture  for  the  lonely  child. 

xxn. 

And  much  of  wild  and  wonderful 
In  these  rude  isles  might  fancy  cull; 
For  thither  came,  in  times  afar. 
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Stem  Lochlin'a  mils  of  roTlng  vm. 
The  Norsemen,  tnin'd  to  apoU  and 

SUU'd  to  prepajs  the  nven'e  food; 
Kin^  of  tne  main  their  leaden  bnvo, 
Tbeirbuka  the  dragoaa  of  the  we 
And  there,  in  many  a  atormy  *aJe, 
The  Scald  bad   told   his  vondrooa 
tale; 


And  thus  had  Harold,  in  hu  youth, 
Eieom'd  man;  a  Saga'a  rhyme  nn- 

Of    that    Bea-&uke*     tremendoiu 

Whose  moDBtronB    circle  girds   the 

Of  those  dread  Uaidaf  whose  hideons 

jeU 
Maddens  the  battle's  bloody  swell; 
Of  Chiefs,  who,  guided  through  Uie 

^j  tSe  pale  death-lighia  of  the  tomb, 
BAnsact'd  the  graves  of ' " 


Waked  the  AtaS   tomb   with   war's 

And  bade  the  dead  arise  to  arms  I 
With  wnr  and  wonder  all  on  flame. 
To  Boslin'a   bowers   yonng  Harold 

Where,  by  sweet  glen  and  greenwood 

He  leam'd  a  milder  minstrelsy; 
Yet  something  of  the  Northern  spell 
Mii'd  with  the  softer  snmbeia  welL 


O  listen,  listen,  ladies  gay  1 
No  hanghty  feat  of  arms  I  tell; 

Soft  is  the  note,  and  sad  the  lay. 
That  monrna  the  lovely  Bosabelle; 


ir  the  barge,  ye  gallant 


And.  gentle  ladye,  deign  to  stay. 
Best  tliee  in  Castle  Bavuishench, 
Nor  tempt  the  stormy  ftrth  today. 

"  The  blackening  wave  la  edged  with 
white: 
To  inehl  and  rook  the  se^mewa 

The  fisbets  bave  heard  the  WstM^ 
Sprite, 
Whose  soroama  forbode  that  wteek 


rt  night  the 
wet  shroud  i 


Then  stay  thee.  Fair,  InBaTenshench- 
"Why  cross  the  gloojn;  firth  to. 
dayr— 


To-night  at  Boalin  leads  the  ball, 
Bat  that  my  ladye  mother  there 
Sits  lonely  in  her  castle-haU. 


"Twas  broader  than  the  watch-flre'i 
light. 
And  redder  than  the  bright  moon- 

It  glared  on  Roslin's  castled  rock. 

It  raddied  all  the  copse- wood  glen, 
Twaa  seen  fcom  Dryden's  grovta  of 

And  Been  from  cavem'd  Hawthorn- 
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Seem'd  all  on  fire,  within,  ttnrand. 
Deep  uoiiBtT  &nd  alUr's  pale, 

Shone  tnerj  plIlBT  foliage-bound, 
'~'  ~" 'd  all  the  dead  nien'i 


And  glimmer' 


fair- 
Bo  rtill  thST  blaze,  when  fate  it  nigh 

The  lordly  line  of  high  St  Clair. 
There  are  twentv  of  Boalin'a  baroDs 
bold 
Lie    bnned    within  that   proad 

Each  one  the'  holy  Tanlt  doth  hold— 
Bnt  the  aea  holds  lovel;  Bosabelle  I 
And  each  St.  Clair  was  buried  there, 
With  candle,  with  book,  and  with 
kneU; 
Bnt  the  eea-cKfeB  rung,  and  the  wild 
winds  eong. 
The  dirge  of  lorel;  Bosabelle. 
XXIV. 
Bo  Bweet  waa  Harold's  piteona  lay, 
Scarce    mark'd   the    gaeats     the 
darken'd  hall. 
Though,  long  before  the  ninUng  day, 
A.  wondrooa  ahade  inyoWd  them 
all; 
It  was  not  eddying  mist  or  fi:^ 
Drain'd  by  the  ann  from  fen  or  bog; 

Of  no  eclipoe  had  aages  told; 
And  yet,  as  it  came  on  apace. 
Each    one    could  scarce  bis 
boor's  face, 
Coald    Bdirce    his    own  stretch'd 
bond  behold. 
A  secret  horror  check'd  the  feast. 
And  chiU'd  theeoul  of  every  gneat; 
Even    the   high    Dame    stood  half 

aghast, 
Bhe  knew  some  evil  on  the  blast, 
The  elfish  pa^e  fell  to  the  ground. 
And,  shnddenng,  mutter'd,  "Found  I 
found  I  found  I " 
XXV. 
Then,  sudden,  through  the  darken'd 

A  flash  of  lightning  came; 


eigh- 


Ghmeed  erery  nfter  of  the  hall, 
Qlanoed  eval^  shield  npon  the  wsH; 
Each  trophiedbetun,  each  scnlptuied 

Were  inatant  seen,  and  instant  gone; 
Full  throngh  the  gnesta'   bed^xled 

Besistless  flash'd  the  lerin-brand. 
And  flll'd  the  hall  with  amonldering 

Aa  on  the  elfiah  page  it  broke. 
It  broke,  with  thniider,  long  and 

Disntay'd  the  brave,  appall'd  the 

From  aea  to  sea  the  lamm  runs; 
On  Berwjok  wall,  and  at   Carlisle 

To  arms'  the   startled   warden 

sprung, 
When  ended  waa  the  dreadful  roar. 
The  elvish  dwarf  was  seen  no  more. 


heard  a  voice  in  Branksome 
Hall. 
Some  saw  a  ught,  not  seen  by  all; 


That  dreadfoTvi 


And  on  the  spot  where  burst  the 

Just  where  tlie  page  had  flnng 
him  down. 

And  somethe  waving  of  a  gown. 
The  guests  in  silence  pray'o  and 

error  dimm'd  each  lofly  look. 

one  of  all  the  astonish  d  train 
Was  Eo  dismay'd  as  Delorsine; 
His  blood  did  freeze,  bis  bndn  did 

Twas  fcar'd  his  mind  would  ne'er 

For   he  was  speechless,   ghastly. 

Like  him  of  whom  thesloty  ran. 
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Who  spoke  the  spectre-honnd  in 
Man. 
At  length,  by  f&ts,  he  darkly  told. 
With  broken  hint,  and  shuddering 
cold— 
That  he  had  seen,  right  certainly, 
A  shape  voUh  amice  vorapp*d  a^-ound, 
WUh  a  UTought  SpanishoMric bound, 

lAke  pilgrim  from  beyond  the'stft ; 
And    knew— bnt   how   it  matter'd 

not— 
It  was  the  wizard,  Michael  Scott. 

xxvn. 

The  anxions  crowd,  with  horror  pale. 
All  trembling,  heard  the  wondrons 
tale; 
No  sound  was  made,  no  word  was 

spoke. 
Till  noble  Angnis  silence  broke; 

And  he  a  solemn  sacred  plight 
IMd  to  St  Bride  of  Donglas  make. 
That  he  a  pikprimage  would  take 
To  Melrose  Abbey,  for  the  soke 
Of  Michael's  resUess  sprite. 
Then  each,    to  ease    his    troubled 

breast 
To  some  bless'd   saint  his  prayers 

address'd : 
Some  to  St  Moden  made  their  vows. 
Some  to  St  Mary  of  the  Lowes, 
Some  to  the  Holy  Bood  of  lisle, 
Some  to  our  Ladye  of  the  Isle ; 
Each  did  his  patron  witness  make, 
That  he  such  pilgrimage  would  take, 
And  monks  should  smg,   and  bells 

should  toll. 
All  for  the  weal  of  MichaePs  soul. 
While  vows  were  ta'en,  and  prayers 

were  pray'd, 
Tis  said  tbe  noble  dame,  dismay 'd, 
Benounced,  for  aye,  dark  magio*s  aid. 

xxvm. 

Nought  of  the  bridal  will  I  tell, 
Which  after  in  short  space  befell ; 
Nor  how  brave  sons  and  daughters 

fair 
Bless'd  ToTiot's  Flower   and  Cran- 

stoun's  heir : 
After  such   dreadful   scene,  'twere 

Tain 


To  wake  the  note  of  mirth  again. 
More  meet  it  were  to  mark  the  day 

Of  penitence  and  prayer  divine. 
When  pilgrim  chiefs,  in  sad  array. 

Sought  Melrose'  holy  shrine. 

XXIX. 

With  naked  foot,  and  sackcloth  vest, 
And  arms  enfolded  on  his  breast, 

Did  every  pilgrim  go  ; 
The  standers-by  might  hear  uneath,' 
Footstep,    or  voice,    or  high-drawn 
breath. 

Through  all  the  lengthen'd  row  : 
No  lordly  look,  nor  martial  stride. 
Gone  was   their   glory,    sunk  their 
pride. 

Forgotten  their  renown ; 
Silent  and   slow,   like  ghosts  they 

glide 
e  high  altar*s  hallow'd  side. 
And  there  they  knelt  them  down : 
Above  the  suppliant  chieftains  wave 
The  banners  of  departed  brave ; 
Beneath  the  letter  d  stones  were  laid 
The  ashes  of  their  fathers  dead  ; 
From  mauy  a  gamish'd  niche  around, 
Stem  saints  and   tortured  martyrs 
frown'd. 

XXX. 

And  slow  up  the  dim  aisle  afar. 
With  sable  cowl  and  scapular. 
And  snow-white  stoles,  in  order  due, 
The  holy  Fathers,  two  and  two. 

In  long  procession  came  ; 
Taper  and  host,  and  book  they  bear. 
And  holy  banner,  llouri8b*d  fair 

With  the  Bedeemer's  name. 
Above  the  prostrate  pilgrim  band 
The    mitred    Abbot     stretch'd    his 
hand, 

And  bless'd  them  as  they  kneel'd  ; 
With  holy  cross  he  sign'd  them  all, 
And  pray'd  they  might  be  sage  in 
hall. 

And  fortunate  in  field. 
Then  moss  was  sung,  and  prayers 

were  said. 
And  solemn  requiem  for  the  dead  : 
And  bells  toll'd  out  their  mighty  peal. 


*  Soaroel  J  hear 
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a  veal; 


He  hymn  of  ii  ._   .    . 

And  far  the  echoing  ftislei  prolong 
The  awfnl  burden  of  the  song, — 

I>IBa  IH»^    PIES   T-T-*, 

:      SOLTET  BJKLDK  IN  PATIUA  ; 


To  ctoBfi  fflj  Uy,  BO  light  and  vain, 
Thoa  the  holy  Fathen  simg  :— 
JSXL 

BIMM  FOB  TEE  DEUI. 

That  davot  wrath,  thatdreadfnl  dAj, 
Wlteu  heftven  and  earth  shall  pass 

away, 
What  power    shall   be  the    ainner'H 

Htay? 
How  Bhall  he  meet  that  dreadfnl  day  7 
'When,   shrivelling    like   a  parched 

The  flaming  heavens  together  roll ; 
When  londcryet,  and  yet  more  dread, 
Swells  the  high  trump  that  wakes 

the  dead. 
Oh  I  on  that  day,  that  wiathfol  day. 
When  man  to  jndgment  wakes  from 

Be  Tboi7  the  trembling  sinner's  stay, 
Thoi^  heaven  and  earth  shall  pass 


And  did  he  wander  forth  alonef 
Alone,  in  indigence  and  age, 
To  lin^r  ont  his  pilgrimage  T 
Ho;   aoae   beneath  proad  Newaik's 

Atom  the  Hinstrel's  lowly  bower; 
A  simple  hat;  bat  there  was  seen 
The  little  garden  hedged  with  green. 
The  cheerful  hearth,  and  lattice  clean. 
There  shelter'd    wanderers,  by    the 

Oft  heard  the  tale  of  other  days; 
For  mnch  he  lored  to  ope  his  door, 
And  give  the  aid  he  begg'd  before. 
So  paBs'd  the  winter's  day;  but  still. 
When  Banmier  smiled  on  sweet  Bow- 

hiU, 
And  July's  eve,  with  balmy  bieatb. 
Waved  the    blue-bells    on    Newark 

heath; 
When  throstles  sung   in  Harehead- 

And  com  was  green  on  Carterhangta, 
And  flourish'd,  broad,  Blackandro'a 

oak. 
The  aged  Harper's  soul  awoke  I 
Then  wonld  he  sing  achievementa 

high. 
And  circumstance  of  chivalry, 
Till  the  rapt  traveller  would  stay. 
Forgetful  of  the  cloeing  day; 
And  noble  youths,  the  strain  to  hear. 
Forsook  the  hnnting  of  the  deer; 
And  Yarrow,  as  he  roll'd  along. 
Bore  boiden  to  the  Uinstrel's  BO«g. 


MARMION. 


Cotl 
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TO  VUSUUM  STEWART  BOSE.  ESQ. 
Ashesfitl,  EUridc  FbresL 

Notscbeb's  BJLy  ia  chill  and  drmr, 
NoTeaber's  leaf  is  red  and  aear: 
Late,  gazing  down  the  eUepy  linn, 
That  hem  our  little  garden  in. 
Low  ia  its  dark  and  narrow  glen. 
Yon  scarce  the  rivnlet  might  ken. 
So  thick  the  tangled  greenwood  grew. 
So  feeble  trill'd  tbestreomlat  throngh: 
Mow  mnrainring  hooiBe,  and  fieqnent 


Tbroagb  bosh  and  brier,  no  longer 

green, 
Ao  angrj  brook,  it  sweeps  tLc  glade. 


:a  waters  to  the  Tweed. 


i'b  glowing  red 


Ko  more,  beneath  the  evening  beam. 

Fair    Tweed    reftecta    their   piuple 

gleo- 
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&a\\ayi  bis  brow,  and  rasset  bare 
Are  now  Uie  sister-heights  of  Yoir. 
The    sheep,     before    the    pinching 

To  shelteT'd  dale  and  down  are  driven, 


L  flower  that 


e  J'et  some  faded  herbage  pines,  . 
Ana  yet  a  watery  sunbeam  shines:  ' 
In  meek  deapondencj  they  eye 


Even    on    the    mA 

Bnt  Tainly,  Tainly  may  he  shine, 
Where    gjory   weeps    o'er   Nblsoh's 


Siray  aadly  by  GleDkinnon's  rill: 
The  shepherd  shifte  his  mantle's  fold, 
And  wraps  him  closer  from  the  cold; 
His  do^H,  no  merry  cirelea  wheel, 
But,  Bhivcnng,  follow  at  his  lieel; 
A  cowering  glance  lliey  often  cast, 
As  deeper  moans  the  gatbering  blast. 

My  inips,  liough  hardy,  bold,  and 

he  best  befits  the  monntain  child. 
Feel  the  sikd  inflacncu  of  the  hour. 
And  wail  the  daisy's  vanished  flower; 
Their    summer    gambols    tell,    and 

moiUD, 
And  aniioQsa«k,— Will  spring  rctnnx. 
And  bir<l>t  and  lambs  again  bo  gay. 
And   blossoms  clothe  the  hawthorn 

Yes,    prattlers,    yes.     The    daisy's 

Again  shall  paint  yoor  snmmer  bower ; 
Again  the  hawthorn  shall  supply 
The  ttorlands  you  delight  to  tie; 
The  lambs  upon  the  lea  shoU  bound. 
The  wild  birds  carol  to  the  ronnd. 
And  while  vou  frolic  li^-ht  as  they, 
Too  short  shall  seem  the  summer  day. 

To  mute  and  to  material  things 
New  life  revolving  snmmer  brii^; 
The  genial  call  dead  nature  bears, 
And  in  her  glory  reappears. 
l;ut  oh  !  my  country's  wintry  state 
■\Vliat  bceond  spring  shiU  renovate? 
What  powerful  call  shall  bid  arise 
The  buried  wariike  and  the  wise; 
The  mind  that  thought  for  Britain's 

The   hand    that   grasp'd  the  victor 

BtCfclf 

The  vcmal  son  new  life  bettows 


Deep  gravedin  every  British  heart, 

>  never  let  those  names  deport  1 
Say  to  yonr  sons. — Lo,  here  his  grave, 
Who  victor  died  on  Gadite  wave;* 
To  him,  as  to  the  burning  levin. 

Short,  bright,  resistless  coarse  was 


AVbere'er   hi 

Was  heard  the  fated  thunder's  aonnd. 
Till  burst  the  bolt  on  yonder  shore, 
Boll'd,  blazed,   destroy'd, — and  waa 


Nor  mourn   ye  less  his    peiiah'd 

Who  bade  the  oo&qneror  go  forth. 
And  latmch'd    that  thunderbolt  of 

OnEgj-pt,  H»fnia,f  Trafalgar; 
Who,  born  to  guide  such  high  em* 

prize, 
For  Itrituin's  weal  waa  early  wise; 
Alas!  lowborn  the  Almishtj  gave, 
For  Britain's  sins,  an  early  grave ! 
His  worth, -who,  inhismi^htiesthoar 
ble  held  th 

Spum'd  at  the  s(  

And  served  hii  Albion  for  herself; 
^Vho,  when  the  frantic  crowd  amain 
Stroin'dnt  subjection's  bursting  rein, 
O'er  their  wild   mood  full  conquest 

gain'd. 
The  pride,  he  would  not  crush,  re- 

Show'd  their  fierce  zeal  a  worthier 


•  Nf1»d.     Qtditt  udK,  H 
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Had'st  thou   but  lired,    though 
Btripp'd  of  power, 
A  watchman  on  the  lonely  tower. 
Thy  thrilling  trump  had  ronaed  the 

land, 
AVhen  fraud  or  danger  were  at  hand; 
By  thee,  as  by  the  beacon-light, 
Our  pilots  had  kept  course  aright; 
As    some    proud    column,    though 

alone, 
Thy  strength  had  propp'd  the  totter- 
ing tmone: 
Now  is  the  stately  column  broke. 
The    beacon-light   is   quench'd    in 

smoke. 
The  trumpet's  sihrer  sound  is  still, 
The  warder  silent  on  the  hill  I 

Oh  think,  how  to  his  latest  day, 
When  Death,  just  hovering,  daim'd 

his  prey. 
With  Psainure's  unaltered  mood, 
Firm  at  bis  dangerous  post  he  stood; 
Each  call  for  needful  rest  repell*d. 
With  dying  hand  the  rudder  held, 
TiU,  in  his  fall,  with  fateful  sway, 
The  steerage  of  the  realm  gave  way  I 
Then,  whue  on  Britain's  thousand 

plains. 
One  unpolluted  church  remains. 
Whose  peaceful    bells    ne*er    sent 

around 
The     bloody    tocsin's    maddening 

sound. 
But  still,  upon  the  halloVd  day, 
Ck)nyoke  the  swains  to  praise  and 

pray; 
While  faith  and  civil  peace  are  dear, 
Grace  this  cold  marble  with  a  tear, — 
He,  who  preserved  them,  Fcrr,  lies 

here! 

Nor  vet  suppress   the    generous 
sigh. 
Because  his  rival  slumbers  nigh; 
Nor  be  thy  rtauiescai  dumb. 
Lest  it  be  saia  o'er  Fox's  tomb. 
For  talents  mourn,  untimely  lost, 
When   best   employ'd,  and  wanted 

most; 
Mourn  genius  high,  and  lore  pro- 
found. 


And  wit  that  loved   to  play,   not 

wound; 
And  all  the  reasoning  powers  divine. 
To  penetrate,  resolve,  combine; 
And    feelings    keen,    and    fancy's 

glow,— 
Thev  sleep  with  him  who  sleeps  be- 
low: 
And,  if  thou  moum'st  they  could  not 

save 
From  error  him  who  owns  this  grave. 
Be  every  harsher  thought  suppress'd. 
And  saored  be  the  last  long  rest 
Here,  where  the  end  of  earUily  things 
Lays  heroes,    patriots,    bards,    and 

kings; 
Where  stiff  the  hand,  and  still  the 

tongue. 
Of  those  who  fought,  and  spoke,  and 

song; 
Here,  where  the  fretted  aisles  prolong 
The  distant  notes  of  holy  song, 
As  if  some  angel  spoke  agen, 
*'A11   peace  on  earth,  good-will  to 

men  ;'* 
If  ever  from  an  English  heart, 
O,  here  let  prejudice  depart. 
And,  partial  feeling  cast  aside. 
Record,  that  Fox  a  Briton  died  I 
When  Europe  crouch'd  to  France's 

yoke. 
And  Austria  bent,  and  Prussia  broke, 
And  the  firm  Bussian's  purpose  brave, 
Was  barter'd  b^  a  timorous  slave, 
Even   then   dishonour's    peace    he 

spum'd. 
The  sallied  olive-branch  retum'd, 
Stood  for  hiH  country's  glory  fast, 
And  nail'd  her  colours  to  the  mast  I 
Heaven,  to  reward  his  firmness,  gave 
A  portion  in  this  honour'd  grave. 
And  ne'er  held  marble  in  its  trust 
Of  two  such  wondrous  men  the  dust. 

With  more  than  mortal  powers  en- 
dow'd. 
How  high  they  soar'd  above  the  crowd! 
Theirs  was  no  common  party  race. 
Jostling  by  dark  intrigue  for  place; 
Like  fabled  Gods,  tbeir  mighty  war 
Shook  realms  and  nations  in  its  jar; 
Beneath  each  banner  proud  to  stand. 
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Iiook'd  op  the  noblest  ot  the  laud, 
TiU  thmngh  the  Britisli  world  vei 

The  namaB  of  Far  and  Fox  alone. 


Thoneb  his  could  drain  the  ocean  di7, 
And  force  the  planets  from  the  sk^. 
These  epells  aie  spent,  and,  spuit 

with  these, 
The  wine  of  life  is  on  the  lees. 
Oenios,  and  (aate,  and  talent  gone. 
For  ever  tomb'd  beneath  the  stone, 
Where— taming  thoi^bt    to  homan 

Hie  might;  chiefs  sleep  side  by  side. 
Drop  npoD  Fox's  grave  the  tear, 
Twill  trickle  to  his  rival's  bier; 
O'er   Pitt's  the  mournful   Teqniem 

And  Fox's  shall  the  Qot«s  rebound. 
The  solemn  echo  seems  to  cry,— 
"Herelettheirdisoord  with  them  die. 
Speak  not  for  those  a  separate  doom. 
Whom   Fate  made  Brothers  in  the 


Best,  ardent  Spirits  I  till  the  cries 
Of  dying  Nature  oid  yon  rise; 
Not  even  yonr  Britun's  groans  can 

Tbeleadensilenceof  your  hearse; 
Then,  0,  how  impotent  and  vain 
This  grMefnl  tributary  strain  t 
Though  not  nnmark'd  from  northern 

Te  heard  tbeBorderMinstrel'srhyme; 

Hia  Gothic  harp  has  o'er  you  rang; 

The  Bard  you  deign'd  to  praise,  your 

deathless  namee  has  sung. 

,  .     .  .  ata 

My  wilder'd  taacy  still 
From  this  high  theme  how  can  I  part, 
Ere  biilt  nnlt^ded  is  my  hi^art  1 
For  all  the  tears  e'er  koitow  drew, 
And  all  the  raptures  fancy  knew. 
And  all  the  teener  mah  of  blood, 
That  throbs  through  bard  ia  bord- 

like  mood, 
Were  here  a  tribute  mean  and  low. 


Thongh  all   their  mingled  Btreama 

could  flow- 
Woe,  wonder,  and  sensation  high, 
In  one  spring-tide  of  ecstasy  I — 
It  will  not  be — it  may  not  last — 
The  vision  of  enchantment's  past: 
like  frostwork  in  the  morning  n^. 
The  fancied  fabric  melts  away; 
Each  (Sothio  arch,  memorial-stone. 
And  long,  dim,  lofly  aisle,  are  cone; 
And,  lingering  last,  deception  dear, 
Thochoir'a  high  sounds  die  on  my  ear. 
Now  slow  retuTH  the  lonely  down. 
The  silent  pastures  bteakand  brown. 
The  farm  J>egirt  with  copsewood  wild, 
The  gambols  of  each  frolic  child, 
Mixing  their  ahrill  cries  with  the  tone 
Of  Tweed's  dark  waters  rushing  on. 

Prompt  on  unequal  tasks  to  run. 
Thus  Nature  disciplines  her  son : 
Ueeter,  she  says,  for  me  to  stray. 
And  waste  the  solitary  day. 
In  pluckine  from  yon  fen  the  reed. 
And    watch   it   floating    down   ui» 

Tweed; 
Or  idly  list  the  shrilling  lay. 
With  which  the  milkmaid  cheers  her 

Harking  itn  cadence  rise  and  fail, 
As  from  the  field,  tieneath  her  pail. 
She  trips  it  down  the  uneven  dale : 
Meeter  for  me,  by  yonder  cairn. 
The  ancient  shepherd 'a  tale  to  learn  ; 
Though  oft  he  stop  in  rustic  fear, 
Lest  his  old  legends  tire  the  ear 
Of  one,  who,  in  his  simple  mind. 
May  bosst  of  book-learn'd   taste  re- 
fined. 
But  thou,  my  friend,  canst  fitly 
tell, 
{For  tew  hove  read  romance  so  well), 
How  still  tlie  legendary  lay 
O'er  poet's  bosom  holds  its  sway  ; 
Uow  on  tbo  ancient  minstrel  strain 
I  lays  bis  palsied  hand  in  vain  ; 
And  how  our  hearts  at  doughty  deeda, 
nrriors  wrought  in  steely  weed^ 
Still  throb  for  fear  and  pity's  sake  ; 
As  when  the  champion  of  the  Lake 
Enters  Moroana's  lated  house, 
Or  in  the  CGapel  Perilons, 


Or  when,   Dame  Okuore'a  gt»ae   to 

(Alas,  that  iKvlesa  ma  their  lova  I) 
He  sought  proud  Tarqniii  in  iiiB  den. 
And   treed  (nil  sixty    knights;    or 

A  sinful  man,  and  nnoonfesa'd, 
He  took  the  ttengreal's  holj  ^aest, 
And.  slnmbering,  saw  the  tisiod  high. 
He  might  not  view  with  waking  eje. 
The  mightiest    ohieb   of   British 
song 
Scom'd  not  such  legends  to  piolons  : 
The;  gleam  thiongh  Spenser's  elfln 

And  mix  in  Hilton's  hsBTenl;  theme; 
And  Dr; den,  in  in-'-tart&l  strsin, 
Had  raised  the  Table  Bound  again, 
Bnt  that  a  ribald  king  and  conrt 
Bade  him  toiloD,  to  make  them  sport; 
Demanded  for  their  niggard  pay, 
Fit  for  their  sonls,  a,  looser  lay, 
Licentious  satire,  song,  aniiiaj ; 
The  TTorid  defrauded  ol  the  nigh  de- 


Warm'd  by  such  names  well  may  we 

Thoagh  dwindled  sons  of  litUo  men. 
Essay  to  break  a  feeble  lance 
In  the  fairSelds  of  old  romance  ; 
Or  seek  the  moated  castle's  oell. 
Where  loi^  through    talisman   and 

Thile  tyrants   mled,    and    damaels 

wept, 
Thy  G^ioB.  ChiTalry,  hath  slept : 
There  soond  the    harpings   of  the 

North, 
tax  he  awake  and  salty  forth, 


Bhield,  Innce,  and  brand,  and  pli 

and  scarf. 
Fay.  giant,  dragon,  sqaire,  anddwarf. 
And  wizard  with  his  wand  of  mii^ht. 
And  errant  maid  on  pallVey  white. 


r.    -  61 

Around    the    Genius   weave     their 

spells. 
Pure  Lore,  who  soaroe  his  passion  tella ; 
Hyatery.  half  reil'd  and  half  reveal'd; 
AndHontmr,  with  hisspotless shield; 
Attention,  with  flx'd  eye  ;  and  Fmt, 
That  loves  the  tale  she  shrinks   to 

hear; 
And  gentle  Courtesy ;  and  Faith, 
Undhaoffed  by  safferings,   time,   er 

And  Taloar,  lion-mettled  lord. 
Leaning  upon  his  own  good  sword. 
Well   has     thy   fair  achievement 

A  worthy  meed  may  thus  be  won  ; 
Tlene'B'  oftks— beneath  whose  shade 
nieir  theme  the  merry   minstrels 

Of  Ascapart,  and  Bevis  bold, 

And  that  Bed  King.t  who,  while  ot 

ThronshBoIdrewoodthe  chase  he  led. 
By  hialoved  b on tsman's arrow  bled— 
Ytene'a  oaks  have  heard  again 
Benewed  such  legendary  strain  ; 
For  thou  hast  sung,  how  Be  of  Qaal, 
That  Amadis  bo  famed  in  hall. 
For  Oriana,  foil'd  in  fight 
The  Necromancer's  felon  might; 
And  well  in  modem  verse  hast  wove 
I^rtenopei'B  mystio  lovo:t 
Hear,  then,  attentive  to  my  lay, 
A  knightly  tale  of  Albion's  elder  day. 

CANTO  FIRST. 
The  Casih. 


DaT  set  on  Norham's  casUed  Bleep, 
And  Tweed's   fair  river,  broad  and 

And  Cheviot's  mountainx  lone; 
The  battled  towers,  the  donjon  keep, 
The  loophole  grates,  where  captives 


iimac  or  U 
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The  flankiiig  iralls  that    nmnd    it 
sweep. 

In  jgUow  lustre  shone. 
The  warriors  on  the  tnirela  Ugh, 
Moving  athwart  the  evenil^  sky, 

Seeoi'd  forms  of  giant  height: 
Their  armonr.  as  it  canght  the  Ia;^ 
Plosh'il  back  apoin  the  wentem  blaze, 

In  lines  of  doling  light 

n. 

Saint  Oeoi^e'H  banner,  broad  and  gay, 
Now  liided,  as  the  fading  ray 

Leas  bright,  and  less,  wns  flung; 
The    evening    gale    had  scarce  the 

To  wave  it  on  the  Donjon  Tower, 

So  heavily  it  hung 
The  EcontK  had  |>arted  od  their  search. 

The  Castle  gatee  were  barr'd; 
Abo'.  e  the  gloomy  portal  arch. 
Timing  bis  footstepx  to  a  march. 

The  Warder  kej>t  his);nard; 
IjOW  humming,  as  he  paced  along. 
Some  ancient  Border  ^thering  song. 

m. 

A  distant  trampling  soond  he  hears; 

He  looks  abroad,  and  soon  appears, 

O'er    Uomcliff-faill    a    plamp    of 

speam,* 

Beneath  a  pennon  gay; 

A    horseinati,    darting    from    the 

Like   lightning    from    a   summer 

Spnrs  on  his  mettled  conrsor  proud. 

Before  the  dork  array. 
Beneath  the  sable  poLsode, 
That  elided  the  Caittlo  barricade, 

Uis  buglo  born  ho  blew; 
The  wariler  hosted  from  the  wall. 
And  wamVl  the  Captiiin  in  the  hall. 

For  well  the  blntt  he  knew; 
And  joyfally  that  knij^ht  did  call, 
To  scwcr,  squire,  and  seneschal. 

rv. 


And  quickly  make  the  entiauoe  Ire*. 
And  bid  my  heralds  ready  be. 
And  every  minstrel  sound  his  ^ee, 

Andalloortrompeta  blow; 
And,  from  the  platform,  spars  yenot 
To  Are  a  noble  solvo-shot; 

Lord  MABHioMwaiU  belowl" 
Then  to  the  Castle's  lower  wwd 

Sped  forty  yeomen  tall. 
The  iroiKtndded  gates  nnbuT'd, 
Raised    the    portcnllia'    ponderoiv 

Knord, 
The  lofty  palisade  Tuupair'd 

And  let  the  drawbridge  tall. 
V. 
Alone  the  bridge  Lord  Uarmion  rode. 
Proudly  his  r^-roan  charger  tiode. 
His  helm  bang  at  the  saddlebow; 
Well  by  bis  visage  yon  might  know 
lie  was  a  stol  worth  Wight,  and  keen. 
And  had  ta  many  a  battle  been; 
The  scar  on  his  brown  clieek  reveal' d 
A  token  trae  of  Bosworth  Geld; 
His  eyebrow  dark,  and  eye  of  Sta, 
Show  d  spirit  proud,  and  prompt  to 

Yet  lines  of  thought  npon  his  cheek 
Did  deep  design  and  connsel  speak. 
His  forehead,   oy  his  casque  worn 

Hia  thick  moaatache,  and  curly  hair. 
Coal-black,   and   grizzled    here   and 
there, 

But  more  tbrongh  toil  than  age; 
His  square -tuin'd  Joint  a,  and  strength 

of  hmb. 
Show'd  him  no  carpet  knight  so  trim. 
But  in  close  fight  a  champion  grim. 

In  camps  a  leader  sage. 
VI. 
Well  was  he  arm'd  from  head  to  heel. 
In  mail  and  plate  of  Milan  steel; 
But  bis  strong  helm,  of  mighty  coat. 
Was  all  w  tth  bumiah'd  gold  embosa'd ; 
Amid  the  plumage  of  the  crest, 
A  falcon  hover'd  on  her  nest. 
With  wings  outspread,  and  forward 

E'en  Huch  n  falcon,  on  his  shield, 
Soar'd  sable  in  an  oxore  field: 
The  golden  legend  bore  aright. 


MARHtON. 


$3 


IR^o  cheeks  at   me,  in  beat^  is 
Hgbt. 

Blue  was  the  charger's  broider*d  rein; 
Blue    ribbons    deck*d    his    arching 

mane; 
The  knightly  housing's  ample  fold 
Was  velvet  blue,  and  trapp'd  with 

gold. 

vn. 

)  iehind  him  rode  two  gallant  sc^uires. 
Of  noble  name,  and  knightly  sires; 
They    bum'd    the  gilded   spurs  to 

claim; 
For  well  could  each  a  war-horse  tame. 
Could  draw  the  bow,  the  sword  could 

sway, 
And  lightly  bear  the  ring  away; 
Nor    less    with   courteous  precepts 

stored, 
Could  dance  in  hall,   and  carve  at 

board. 
And  frame  love-ditties  passing  rare. 
And  sing  them  to  a  lady  fair. 

vnL 

Four   men-et-arms    came    at    their 

bcusks. 
With  halbert,  bill,  and  battle-axe; 
They  bore  Lord  Marmion's  lance  so 

strong, 
And  led  his  sumpter-mules  along. 
And  ambling  palfrey,  when  at  need 
Him  listed  ease  his  battle-steed. 
The  last  and  trustiest  of  the  four. 
On  high  his  forky  pennon  bore; 
like  swallow's  tail,  in  shape  and  hue. 
Flutter 'd  the  streamer  glossy  blue. 
Where,  blazon'd  sable,  as  before, 
The  towering  falcon  seem'd  to  soar. 
Last,  twenty  yeomen,  two  and  two, 
Li  hosen  blacK,  and  lerkins  blue, 
With  falcons  broider  d  on  each  breast. 
Attended  on  their  lord's  behest. 
Each,  chosen  for  an  archer  good. 
Knew  hunting-craft  by  lake  or  wood ; 
Each  one  a  six-foot  bow  could  bend. 
And  far  a  cloth-yard  shaft  could  send; 
Each  held  a  boar-spear  tough  and 

strong. 
And  at  their  belts  their  quivers  rung. 
Their  dusty  palfreys,  and  array. 


Show'd  they  had  march'd  a  weary 
way. 

IX. 

*Tia  meet  that  I  should  tell  you  now. 
How  fairly  arm'd,  and  order'd  how. 

The  soldiers  of  the  guard,  ^ 
With  musket,  pike,  and  morion. 
To  welcome  noble  Marmion, 

Stood  in  tho  Castle-yard; 
Minstrels  and  trumpeters  were  there, 
Tho  gunner  held  his  linstock  yare. 

For  welcome-shot  prepared: 
Entered  the  train,  and  such  a  clang, 
As  then  through  all  his  turrets  rang. 

Old  Norham  never  heard. 

X. 

The  guards  their  morrice-pikes  ad- 
vanced, 
The  trumpets  flourish'd  brave. 
The    cannon    from     the    ramparts 
glanced. 
And  thundering  welcome  gave. 
A  blithe  salute,  in  martial  sort, 

The  minstrels  well  might  sound. 
For,  OS  Lord  Marmion  cross'd  the 
court. 
He  scattered  angels*  round. 
"Welcome  to  Nornam,  Marmion  ! 

Stout  heart,  and  open  hand  ! 
Well  dost    thou  brook  thy    gallant 
roan, 
Thou  flower  of  English  land  !" 

XI. 

Two  pursuivants,  whom  tabartsf  deck. 
With  Sliver  scutcheon  round  their 
neck. 

Stood  on  the  steps  of  stone, 
By  which  3'ou  reach  the  donjon  gate, 
And   there,  with   herald  pomp  and 
state, 

They  hail'd  Lord  Marmion: 
They  hail'd  him  Lord  of  Fontenaye, 
Of  Lutterward,  and  Scrivelbaye, 

Of  Tamworth  tower  and  town; 
And  he,  their  courtesy  to  requite, 


♦  A  jrol  1  coin  of  the  period,  value  about 
ten  shilling's. 
t  Tho  «  mbroidercd  overcoat  of  the  heroldi 
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Gave  them  k  chun  of  tweWe  mvkg' 
weiaht. 
All  Bs  he  lighted  down. 
''  Now,  Urgessa,  krgesse,*  Lord  H*r- 

Enight  of  the  crest  of  gold  I 

A  bkzon'd  shield,  in  bottle  von. 

Ne'er  guarded  beart  so  bold." 

sn. 

The;  maTshall'd  bim  to  the  Caatle- 
Wl, 
'Where  the  K°«Bts  stood  all  aside. 
And  londl;  flonrish'd  the  tmmpet- 

And  the  heralds  loudly  cried, 
— "Hoom,  lordings,  room  lor  Lord 
Monnion, 

With  the  crest  and  helm  of  gold  I 
Full  well  wo  know  tba  tropbiea  won 

In  the  lialaof  CottiHwold: 
There,  Toinly  Itnlph  de  Wilton  strove 

'Gainst  Slarniions  force  to  stand; 
To  Lim  he  lost  his  buly-love. 

And  to  the  King  his  Lmd. 
Onrselvca  beheld  the  listed  field, 

A  Ri^lit  both  sad  and  fair; 
Wc   saw   Lord   Marmion  pierce  his 
shield, 

And  K.1V  his  saddle  bare; 
We  Kaw  the  victor  win  the  crest 

He  wcnra  with  worthy  pride; 
And  on  Iho  gibbet-tree,  xcversed. 

His  focninn's  scutcheon  tied. 
Place,  nobles,  for  the  Falcon-Knight  1 

Room,  room,  ye  gentles  gny, 
For  him  who  conquer'd  in  the  tight, 

Marmion  of  Fontenaye  I" 
TftTT 


IJaron  of  Twisell,  and  of  Ford, 

And  Captain  of  tlie  Bold. 
He  ltd  Lord  M.irmioD  to  the  dens, 

liaised  o'er  tlio  jmvcment  high. 
And  placed  him  in  the  npper  place— 

Thty  feasted  full  and  high  ; 

■  "Tlio  crj  U  n1ii-li  the  Wil^  of  tnig'  i; 


The  whiles  a  Northern  harper  mdo 
Chanted  a  rhyme  of  deadly  fend, 
"  HoiB  th«fitnx  ThSraalis,  and  £id- 
Ugs  all. 
Stout  n'illimondsundc. 
And  JlaTdriiiiiuf  D'ldc, 
And  Uunhit  oj  Hniadoji,  and  WiS  or 
the  M'alt, 
Haut  sH  on  Sir  Albany  Fhaihtrslonhaiiiih, 
Aiid  laicen  hU  l^fe  al  the  Dtadntan'a- 


Yet  mnch  he  prais'd  the  pains  be 

took. 

And  well  those  pains  did  pay  : 

For  lady's  suit,  and  miastrel's  strain. 

By  knight   ahonld    ne'er   be  heard 

XJV. 
"  Now,  good  Lord  Marmion,"  Heron 

"Of  yoiir  fiur  conrtesy, 
I  pray  yoQ  bido  some  little  space 

In  this  poor  tower  with  me. 
Here  may  jon  keep  your  arms  from 

llay  breathe  yoar  war-horse  well ; 
Seldom  hath  pass'd  a  week  but  giast 

Or  foat  of  arms  befell  : 
The  Scots  can  rein  a  mettled  steed  ; 

And  love  to  couch  a  Rpear  ; — 
Saint  George  I  a  stirring    life  thej 
lead. 

That  have  snch  neighbours  near. 
Then  stay  with  ns  a  little  space. 
Our  northern  wnra  to  learn  ; 


XV. 


The  Captain  mork'd  his  alter'd  look. 
And  gave  a  si^uiro  the  sign; 

A  luiahty  wasiuil-bowl  be  took. 
And  crowu'd  it  high  in  wine. 

"Now  pledge  me  here.  Lord   Har- 

Bnt  first  I  pray  thee  fair, 
^Vbe^e  host  thou  left  that  page  of 

That  used  to  serve  thy  cap  of  wine. 


ss 


Whote  bcftoty  wn  K)  nm  ? 
VTben  iMt  in  Bain  loren  we  nut. 

The  boj  I  doMlj  ej-ed. 
And  often  mtA'd  hu  checks  woe 
wet. 

With  teaiB  ha  Ikin  vonld  hide: 
HjBVMtioTiimed  horse-boy's  hand. 
To  baniish  shield  or  dwipen  bnnd. 

Or  Bwldle  baUle^teed; 
Bat  meeter  seein'd  for  Jjidj  tail. 
To  fan  her  cheek,  or  cori  her  hair. 
Or  Ihnmgh   embroiderr,   rich    and 
rare. 

The  slender  ailk  to  lead: 
Bis  akin  waa  bir,  his  riu^eta  gold. 

His  boBom — when  he  Gigh'il, 
The  nueet  donblet's  rugged  fold 

Could  scarce  r^ pel  iti  pride  I 
Say,  hestthon  Riven  that  lovely  yonth 

To  serve  in  lady's  bower? 
Or  was  the  gentle  page,  in  looth, 

A.  gentle  paramour '" 
XVL 
Lord  Harmion  ill  conld  biook  anch 

Be  roU'd  bin  kindling  eye, 
With  pain  hisming  wrath  snppress'd,  , 

Vet  made  n  calm  reply: 
"  That  boy  thoa  Ihonght'st  bo  goodly 
fair,  : 

He  might  not  brook  the  northeni  air. 
MoreofhiBfutuittlioawoaldKtleurn, 
I  left  him  sick  in  LindiBfatn: 
Enough  of  bim.^But,  Heron,  say. 
Why  does  thy  lovely  inily  gnv 
Disdain  to  grace  the  hnll  to-rlay  ? 
Or  has  that  dome,  ho  fuir  ami  Kogo, 
Gone  on  some  jiiouH  pilgrimage?" — 
He  spoke  in  covert  scorn,  for  fame 
Whisper'd  light  taleBofHeroi]*B<lame. 

xvn. 

Unmark'd,    at   least   nnreck'd.    the 

CKralese  the  Knight  replie<1, 
"No  bird,  whose  featbeis  goilyflaant. 

Delights  in  cage  to  bide: 
Norham  is  grim  au<l  gmttd  close, 
Uemm'd  in  by  bnttlciuotit  and  fosHe, 

And  many  a  darknome 


In  fair  Qb(«ii  M«v:m«*  K'^jt. 
We  h-?;i  oar  i:r*ji.:--iz.l  ;=  o:;r Lir  I 

Oar fal.x'S la  .-^  fi.-'v- : 
Bal  whfre  shall  t£±^  :l-:jjh   rli^^i. 

For  dame  iLil  i -.ra  . >  rov? ! 
Let  the  wili  til.va  s.-*r  h<r  sw-lij. 
Shell  eioop  wLen  sh*  has  tire-i  h.r 

"'      svm. 

"  Sav.  if  wiih  K>T J  Ji.'uv  j"5  !  r:.lr. 
The  loviiT  La  ly  H,t  a  1-:  le. 

.  Behold  me  L-:ie  a  niTssct^ir. 

:  Yoorttndir  timt tn^^ I  r^. :Li  *. ioIkat: 

I  For,  t>  iLe  Si;.->i;i->h  c-  un  a.idreM'J, 
1  joomtT  at  oi:r  Kind's  bcke-:!!. 
And  prjy  \i>u.  •:!  Viur  CTaiv,  provide 

I  For  me,  an.l  mini:-,  a  tiu>tv  (■iiiJi>. 
I  have  not  rid.kn  in  S..v'Und  s;noe 
Jame«  back'J  thi!  cusi^  of  l!i;il  mook 

I         prince 
Warbeck.  ibat  Flemish  counterfeit, 

I  Wbo  on  th.-  gLbWi  VM.I  (tie  i-hent. 

j  Then  did   I   Jii,m.>h    wiili    Surrey's 


To  ait  in  liberty  oi 


"Forstli;h-likeno>a.  myLird.IlTOW, 
Norham  ciin  Und  you  giiidi-s  muiw; 
For  here  be  some  liiivc  pritk'il  as  fiir, 


AdiI  driven  theln'cvrs  of  L.tnc1enlid(>; 
Hmrifd    tbo    wiv,-s    of    Circi-ulaw's 

And  Riven  tliom  light  to   s.^t  their 

XS. 

"Xow,  in  Rood  wioth,"  Lord  MoF- 

niion  cried, 
"  Wero  I  in  wiirliko  wisii  to  ride, 
A  better  Muiirrl  I  would  not  lii<;k, 
Than  your  Kt.mt  foniyirs  at  my  Ixtck, 


Their  king  in  luustoring  troops  for 
TbcHiglitotplnndering  border  spears 


s« 
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Uisht  jiutiiy  mupioiotu  feus. 
And  deadly  lead,  or  thint  of  spoil. 
Break  oat  in  eome  nnBeamljr  bioil : 
A  herald  vere  my  Siting  gnide  ; 
Or  friar,  sworn  in  peaoe  to  bide  ; 
Or  pftrdoner,  or  traTellinK  priest. 
Or  Btrolling  pilgrim,  at  t&s  lettBt." 

XXL 
The  Captain  mused  a  little  space. 
And  past'd  bin  hand  acroea  his  face. 
— "FaiD  voold  I  find  the  guide  7011 

Bnt  ill  may  spare  a  pnrBniTant, 
The  only  men  that  safe  can  ride 
Mine  ermads  on  the  Scottish  side: 
And  though  a  bishop  built  this  fort. 
Few  holy  brethren  here  resort ; 
Even  our  cood  ohaplun,  as  I  ween. 
Since  our  last  xeige  ua  havenotseen: 
The  mass  he  might  not  sing  or  say, 
Upon  one  stinted  meal  a-diiy  ; 
80,  safe  ho  sat  in  Dnrhom  aisle, 
Andpmy'dforourBoccesBthe  while. 
GurKorhom  vicar,  woe  betiile, 
Is  all  tijo  wuU  in  case  to  ride  ; 
The    priest    of    Shoreswood     ^he 

The  wildeet  war-horse  inyonr  train  ; 
Bnt  then,  no  spearman  in  the  hull 
Will  Eooner  swear,  or  aUb,  or  brawl. 
Triar  John  of   llllmoath  were  the 

1  blithesome  brother  at  the  can, 
A  welcome  guest  in  hall  and  bower, 
He  knows    each    castle,    town,  and 

(n  which  the  wine  and  ale  is  good, 
Twixt  Newcastle  imd  Holy-Bood. 
But  that  good  man.  as  ill  befalls. 
Hath  seldom  left  our  caslle  walls, 
Smce,  on  the  Vigil  of  St.  Bcile, 
In  evil  hour  he  cross'd  the  Tweed, 
To  tench  £.mia  Alison  her  creed- 
Old  Bu^htrig  found    hmi   with  bis 


Little  he  loves  sneli  risks,  I  know  ; 
Yet  in  your  gnard  pen^anoe  will  go." 

xxn. 

Touug  Belby,  at  the  fair  hall-bcMrd, 
Garv^  to  hii  uncle  and  that  lord. 
And  reverently  took  ap  the  word. 
"  Kind  Uncle,  woe  were  we  each  one. 
It  harm  should  hnp  to  Brother  John. 
He  ia  a  man  of  mirthful  speech. 
Can  many  a  game  and  gamboi  teaoh ; 
FuU  weU  at  tables  can  he  play. 
And  sweep  at  bowls  the  stake  away. 
None  can  a  lustier  carol  bawl. 
The  needfulleat  among  ns  all. 
When  time  ha-igs  heavy  in  the  hall. 
And  snow  conies  thick  at  Christmas 

tjde. 
And  we  oan  neither  hunt,  nor  lida 
A  foray  on  the  Scottish  side. 
The  vowed  revenge  of  Bughtrig  rude. 
May  cud  in  worse  than  loss  of  hood. 
Let  Friar  John,  in  safety,  still 
In  chimuey-comer  snore  his  fill. 


The  jralons  churl  hath  deeply  swore, 
That,  If  again  he  ventateo— ■ 
He  shall  sbrieve  penitent  r 


Boast  hissing  crabs,  or  flagol 
I^st  night. to  Norham  there  came  1 
'" guide  Lord  Marmion. 


swill: 


Well  hi 


say." 


t  thou  spoke  j 


bthy 


yyiu, 

"  Here  is  a  holy  Palmer  come. 

From  Salem  flrst.and  last  from  Borne; 

One  that  halhkiKS'd  the  blessed  tomb. 

And  visited  each  holy  shrine 

Id  Araby  and  Palestine  ; 

On  hills  of  Armenie  hath  been. 


hich  parted  at  the  prophet's  rod  ; 


The  mount  where  Israel  heard  the 

'Mid    thnnder-dint,     and    flMhing 

levin. 
And  shadows,  mists,  and  tini-Vnn—, 

given. 
He  shows  Saint  James's  oockle-shell, 
01  f.iir  Montserrat,  too,  con  tell ; 

And  of  that  Grot  where  Olives  nod, 
Where,  Hftrlina  of  each  heart  and 


Sunt  Tlomu.  loo^  «€ Cuwitvn.  r_,,  -.\."  ■,  ^*.T.  :  1 "  . 
Cothbut  of  J>BifaAa  u  J  5*su  6*0*-  x  ,  -*  -  " . -^  '■ '  -  ir~  *: 
For hu  Bin*' paidoa  tkMk  W  pn*  -^    "      ^Tr." 


Hl,T» 


And  K^*  fu  diinf*  bxrood  ti 

>onfa; 
tittle  he  Mts,  and  loog  riO  nke. 
And  diinki   bst   ol  tht  nreaa  •:>:  i 

liike.  .  ^ 

Thi«  vera   a   nida  o'ei  moor  >nd    — "L*=  F'^;^ 

d»Je:  —  .-r-'^> 

Bat,  vbcn  our  John  liatlt  qoaCd  hu    *'^*    — -^    '— ^ 

•Ic,  "^>- 

As  little  u  the  wind  tbst  blow».  Alic: -.;i  lie   . 

AndTunwitaelf  m^DMhisooee.  ~^ 

Kens   he.    or  cun,   which  vay  h«   Ha,i  >«,-'ra  i:;f= 


•5XY. 

"  qooth  Lord  UMmion, 
"Foil  loth  wen  I,  tbat  Friw  Jolm, 
That  Tenerabla  man,  fm  tue. 
Were  i^aced  in  feai  cr  jeopirdT.         . 
11  this  aame  Palmer  will  me  leaH 

From  hence  to  Holy-Rood,  | 

Ij£ke  hi*  gi>od  uiint.  111  paj-  hid 

Instead  of  cocUe-Bhell,  or  bead. 

With  nngelii  toir  anil  good. 
1  love  sijch  holy  mmblera;  still 
They  know  to  cliurm  a  weary  hill, 

with  ftong,  romance,  or  lay: 
Some  ioviattale,  or  glee,  or  jest, 
Some  lying  legend,  at  tbe  least. 

They  lim^j  to  cheer  the  way."— 
XXVL 

"Ah!  noble  air,"  yuung  flolby  said. 
And  finger  oa  hU  lip  ho  laid, 
"  This  man  knows  luucb,  perchanc 

Thau  be  conld  learn  by  holy  l:iru. 
Still  to  himwir  he's  uintteriiiK. 
And   shrinks   as    at   some    unsou 

last  night  wellsten'd  at  his  cell; 
StianijH  aonnds  we  heard,  and,  soulli 
to  tell,  ' 


r-iisTia:;?!.' 
The    s^mtioa 


ViiU  1 

>l.  r" 

kvi-..iu.l. 

hy'i 

>.l. 

Ooh 

isbi 

,idsb.'uM.. 

^>" 

Thes.- 

;;x 

f.ll,  11  lux  .Ml 

dl.l  . 

ovk 

rhe  cr 

nr»niid  his 

Was 

fr..i.i 

Li'rtii.>br.'iij;i^t; 

His  s:.nd.ilH 

w.ro»itbt. 

St;ltl.  I 

iiiiiirt.  ln<ttK',  mi 

l'.  b. 
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!..,t^ 

<nlt»  l.nni.1 
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Poor  wretcli  t  the  motheiUmt  >iiin 

If  sbfl  bad  been  in  presence  there, 
In  faiB  won  face,  and  snn-bnin'dlutir, 

She  bitd  not  known  ber  obild. 
Danger,  long  travel,  want,  oi  voe. 
Soon  change  the  form  Ihttt  best  we 

For  deadly  fear  can  time  ont^. 
And  blanch  at  once  the  hair; 
Hard  toil  can  ronghen  form  and  face. 
And   want   can    qnench    the    e;e'a 

bright  S^^ce, 
Nor  doen  old  ago  a  wrinkle  trace 

Mora  deeplj  than  despair. 
Eappv  whom  none  of  these  befall. 
But  thia  poor  Palmer  knewtbeni  all. 

XXIK. 
Lord  MarmioD  then  his  boon  did  uk ; 
Tbe  Palmer  took  on  bim  the  task. 
So  he  wonld   march  with  morning 

tide, 
To  Scottish  conrt  to  be  his  guide. 
"  But  I  have  solemn  vows  to  pay, 
And  may  not  linger  b;  tbe  way. 

To  fair  St.  Andrews  bound. 
Within  the  ocean-cave  to  pray. 
Where  good  St.  Rule  hia  holy  lay. 
From  midnight  to  the  dawa  of  day. 

Sang  to  the  billown'  Houud; 
Thence  to  fit.  Fillan'a  blessed  well. 
Whoso  spriiig  con  frenzied  dreams 

And  the  crazed  brain  restore: 
Saint  MaiT  grant,  that  cave  or  npring 
Coidd  back  to  peace  my  bosom  bring. 

Or  bid  it  throb  no  more  1" 
XXX. 
And  now  the  midnight  draught  of 

Where  wine  and  spices  richly  steep. 
In  massive  bowl  of  silver  deep, 

The  jiaf  e  presenta  oa  knee. 
Lord  Marmion  drank  a  fair  good  rest, 
The  Captain  pledged  bis  noble  guest, 
The  Clip  went  through  among  the 

Who  drained  it  merrily; 
Alone  the  Palmer  pass'd  it  by, 
Ihough    Selby  preseed  him    ooart- 


This  was  a  sign  tbe  feast  wu  o'er; 
It  bosb'd  the  merry  wassel  roar. 

The  minatrela  oeased  to  sonud. 
Soon  in  the  castle  nought  was  heard, 
Bnt  the  alow  footstep  of  the  guard. 

Pacing  his  aober  round. 
XXXI. 
With  early  dawn  Lord  Uarmion  rose: 
And  first  the  chapel  doors  unclose; 
Then,  after  momingrites  were  done, 
<A  hasty  mass  from  Friar  John.) 
And  knight  and  squire  had  broke 

their  fast. 
On  rich  substantial  repast, 
Lord    Marmion's    bugles    blew    to 

Then  came  the  atirmp-cnp  in  course: 
Between  the  Boron  and  his  host. 
No  point  of  courtesy  was  lost; 
Higa  thanks  were  by  Lord  Marmion 

Solemn  excuse  the  Captain  made, 
Till,  filing  from  the  gate,  had  pass'd 
That  noble  train,  tbeii  Lord  the  last. 
Then  loudly  rung  the  trumpet  call, 
Thnnder'd  the  cannou  from  the  Wijl 

And  shook  the  Scottish  shore; 
Around  Che  castle  eddied  slow. 
Volumes  of  smoke  as  white  as  snow, 

And  bid  its  tnrtets  hoar; 
Till  they  rolled  forth  npon  the  air. 
And  met  the  river  breezes  there. 
Which  gave  again  the  prospect  fair. 


THE  REV.  JOHN  UA^RRIOTT,  A.M. 

Ashtsiy,  EUrick  Fbnat. 
Thb  scenes  are  desert  Dow.  and  bare. 
Where  flonish'd  once  a  forest  fair. 
When  these  waste  glens  with  copae 

were  lined, 
And  peopled  wit)>  the  hart  and  hind. 
Yon  Thorn  -perchance  whoaa  prick- 
ly spears 
Have  fenced  him  for  three  hundred 

While   fell  around  his  green  com- 


Ton  lonely  Tliorn,  would  ha  could 

^e  chaOf^  of  his  parent  dell, 
Sinee  h^  bo  gror  >nd  atabborn  now, 
W»Ted   in   each    breeze   a   Skpliog 

Tonld  be  conld  tell  how  deep  the 

A  thoniend  mingled  bnnchea  nude; 
How  bioed  the  sbadowB  ot  the  oak. 
How  dung  the  rowui  *  to  the  rock. 
And  throagh  the  foliage  ^owed  ii» 

head. 
With  narrow  leaveii  and  berries  red; 
What    pines     on    every   moontam 

sprung. 
O'er  every  dell  what  birchea  hung. 
In  everf  breeze  what  aepena  shook. 
What  alders  shaded  every  brook ! 
"Here,  inmyshade,"  methinkshe'd 


(The  neighbouring  dingle  hears  his 

With  lurching  atep  nronnd  me  prowl. 
And  atop,  against  the  moon  to  howl ; 
The  moontiun-boar,  on  battle  set, 
Histtukanpon  my  stem  would  whet  ; 
While  doe,androe,and  red-deer  good, 
Have  bounded  by,  through  gay  green- 

^Mn  oft,  from  Newark's  ri^eu  tower, 
Sallied  a  Scottish  monarch's  power: 
A  thousand  vasBals  muster'd  round, 
Mth  horse,  and  hawk,  and  horn,  and 

hound  ; 
And  I  might  see  the  youth  intent. 
Guard  every    pasa    with    crossbow 

And  through  the  brake  the  rongets 

Btalk, 
And  talc'nera  hold  the  ready  hawk 
And  foresters,  ' 
Load  in 

grim. 


,  in  grei 
the  leaah  the  gazehoundc 


AttenUve,  ae  the  bratchet'at  bay 
E^om  the  dark  covert  drove  the  prey, 
To  dip  ihem  as  he  broke  away. 


The  startled  qoMry  bonnda  amain. 

As  fast  the  startled  greyhoonda  strain. 
Whistles  the  arrow  from  the  bow, 
Answere  the  harqaeboss  bebw  ; 
While  alt  the  rocking  failU  reply, 
To  hoor-clang,  hound,  and  hnnters' 

cry, 
And  bugles  ringing  lightaomely." 

Of  anoh  proud  huntings  many  talee 
Yet  linger  in  our  lonely  dales, 
Up  puthlese  Ettnck  and  on  Yarrow, 
Where  erat  the  outlaw  drew  his  ar- 

Bnt  not    more   blithe  that   silvan 

Than  we  have  been  at  hnmbter  aport ; 
Though  small  our  pomp,  and  mean 

our  game. 
Our  mirth,  dear  Marriott,   was   the 

Bemember'st  thou  my    greyhounds 

true? 

holt  or  hill  there  never  flew, 
From  sliporleash  there  never  sprang, 
More  fleet  of  foot,  or  Bnre  of  fang. 
Kor  dull,  between  each  merry  chase, 
Pft3B'd  by  the  intermitted  apace  ; 
For  we  had  fair  resonrce  in  store. 
In  Classic  and  in  Gothic  lore  ; 
We  mark'd  each  memorable  scene. 
And  held  poetic  talk  between  ; 
Nor  bill,  nor  brook,  we  paced  alot^, 
Dut  had  its  legend  or  ita  song. 
All  silent  now— for  now  are  still 
Thy  bowers,  untenanted  Bowhill  1^ 
No  longer,  from  thy  mountains  dnn, 
The  yeoman  hears  the   well-known 

gUD: 

And   while  his  honest  heart  glows 

At  thought  of  his  paternal  farm. 
Bound  to  his  mates  a  brimmer  fiUs, 
And   drinks,   "The  Chieftain  of  the 

HilU  I" 
No  fairy  forms,  in  Yarrow's  bowers, 
Trip  o'er  the  wa1ks,or  tend  the  fiowera. 
Fair  as  the  elveswhom  Janet  anw 


:Mur 


le  Raliln  Hood  of  Eltiick.  bat 
Aa   Duki  at  Booolanah  on  the 
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By  mooEilifiht  danoe  on  CftTterh&ngh  ; 

No  yoDthful  BaroD'a  ]ett  to  grace 
The  Foreet-Sheriff  B  lonely  chase. 
And  ape,  in  nianl;  step  and  tone, 
The  m:ijeBty  of  Oberon  : 
And  aha  ia  gone,  whose  Invelj  tiuM 
Is  bat  her  least  and  lowest  grace; 
Thoufih  if  to  Sylphid  Qneen  'twere 

given, 
To  show  oor  earth  the   cbanns  of 


'e  the  widow'a  deafen'd  ear 
Growsquiclc  that  lady's  step  to  hear  : 
At  noontide  aha  eipecta  her  not, 
Nor  busies  her  to  trim  the  cot ; 
Pensive  she   tnms   her    hammiiig- 


Tue  gentle  hand  by  which  they're  fed. 

From  Yair, — which  billa  so  closely 

Scarce  con  the  Tweed  bis  passage  find, 
tbongh  much  he  fret,  and  chafe,  end 

ritl  all  liis  eddying  cnrrenta  boil, — 
Her  Ion g-des landed  lord  is  gone, 
And  left  us  by  the  atrenm  alone. 
And    much    I   miss  those  sportive 

Com  pinions  of  my  moantain  joys, 
Jnst  at  the  u^e  'twiit  boy  and  youth, 
When  tboaght  is  speech,  and  speech 

is  trnth. 
Closo  to  my  aide,  with  what  delight 
They    press'd   to    hear    of  Wallace 

When,  pointing  to  his  airy  mound, 
I  callM  hiH  ramparts  holy  ground  ! 
Kindled  their   brows    lo    bear    me 

And  I  bnve  smiled,  tr)  feel  my  cheek, 
Despitotbe  difference  of  our  years, 
Iteturn  a;(:iin  the  glow  ot  theirs. 


They  will  n. 

Condemned 

tide. 


n  the  world'a  mde 


Ton  may  not  linger  by  the  side; 
For  Fate  shall  tnmat  yaa  Iram  tha 

And  Passion  ply  the  sail  and  oar. 
Yet  cherish  the  remembrance  atill, 
or  the  lone  mountain,  and  the  rill ; 
For  tmst,   dear  boya,  the  time  will 

When     fiercer     transport   shall   be 

And  yon  will  think  right  frequentlT, 
Bnt,  well,  I  hope,  witnoot  a  sigh. 
On  the  free  hoon  that  we  have  spent 
Together,  on  the  brown  hill's  beat. 

When,     musing    on   companions 


There  is  a  pleasure  in  this  pain: 
It  soothes  the  love  of  lonely  rest. 
Deep  in  each  gentler  heart  intpreas'd. 
'Tis  silent  amid  worldly  toils. 
And  stifled  bood  by  mental  broils; 
But  in  a  bosom  thus  prepared. 
Its  atill  small  voice  ia  often  heard. 
Whispering  a  mingled  aentiment, 
'Twixt  reaignation  and  content 
Oft    in    my   mind    auch    thooghti 

By  lone  St.  Mary'a  silent  lake; 
Thou  know'st  it  well,— nor  fen,  nor 

Hedge, 
Pollute  the  pure  lake's  cryslal  edge; 
Abropt  and  sheer,    the  monntuna 

Bink 
At  once  upon  the  level  brink; 
And  just  a  trace  of  silver  sand 
Mvks   where  the   water  meets  the 

Far  in  the  mirror,  bright  and  bine. 
Each    hill's    huge   oaUine   you    may 


Tet  even  this  nakedness  has  power, 
And  otila  the  feeling  of  the  hour: 


Whet*  liTing  t 


KoT  point,  MUring,  liirles  ft  dell, 
Wheie   imm,    or    woodmaii    lone, 

miglit  dwell; 
There's  nothina  left  to  fancy's  gaess, 
Ton  aee  that  all  b  lonelinesB: 
And  silence  aids— though  the  steep 

hills 
Send  to  the  lake  a  thonaand  rills; 
In  snmmer  tide,  so  soft  they  weep, 
Uie  soiinil  bat  Inils  the  ear  asleep; 
Tour  horsea  hoof-tread  aonnds  too 

Bo  stilly  'is  the  solitude. 


ForthoQgh,  in  fenikl  strife,  a  foe 
Hath  laid  Onr  lady's  chapel  low, 
Tet  atill,  beneath  the  hallow'd  soil, 
Tha   peasant    rests   him    &om    his 


And  Fate  had  cnt  my  ties  to  life. 
Here,  hsTe  I  thoogtit,  'twere  sweet 
to  dwell. 


Where  Uiltou  long'd  to  spend  bis 

age. 
Twere  sweet  to  marli  the  setting  day, 


On  the  broad  l^e,  and  mountain's 

Tosay,  "Thus  pleaanres fadeaway; 
Yoath,  talents,  beaaty,  thus  decay. 
And    ieare   na    dark,    forlorn,  and 

Bwy:" 
Then    gaze    on    Dryhope's    min'd 

And  think  on  Yarrow's  faded  Flower: 
And  when   that  monntain-sonnd    I 

Which  bids   ns    be  for  stoim  pre- 

Hm  disutnt  ruatling  of  his  wings. 


As  np  his  force  the  Tempest  brings, 
"Twete  sweet,  eroyet  his  terrors  rave. 
To  sit  npon  the  Izard's  grave  ; 
ThatWizard  Priest's,  whose  bones  are 

ftom  company  o(  holy  dnst ; 
On  which  no  sunbeam  ever  shines — 
So  superBtition's  creed  divjiies) — 
Thence  view  taelake  with  sullen  roar. 
Heave  her  broailbillows  to  the  shore; 
And  mark  the  wild  swans  moont  the 

gale. 
Spread    wide    tbroagh    mist    their 

snowy  sail. 
And  ever  stoop  again,  to  lava 
Their  bosoms  on  the  surging  wave  : 
Then,  when  against  the  driving  hul 
No  longer  might  my  plaid  avail. 
Back  to  mj  lonely  hon         ■'- 


Till  the  wild  tale  hnd  all  its  sway. 
And,  in  the  bitlem's  distant  shriek, 
1  heard  unearthly  voices  speaic. 
And  thought  the  Wizard  Priest  was 

To  cluitu  again  bis  ancient  home  I 

And  bade  my  busy  fiincy  r^mge, 

To   frame   him    tittiog    shape    and 

stracge, 
Till  fiom  the  task  myhrow  I  clear'd. 
And  smiled  to  think  that  I  had  fear'd. 


think 


But  chief,   'twere  sweet 
such  life, 
(Though  but  escape  from   fortune's 

Something  most  matchless  good  and 

A  great  and  grateful  sacrifice  ; 

And  deem  enchhourlomnsinggiven, 

A  step  npOQ  the  load  to  heaven. 

Yet  him,  whose  heart  is  ill  at  ease. 
Such  peaceful  solitudes  displease  : 
Ho  loves  to  drown  his  bosom's  jur 
Aiuid  the  elemental  war  : 
And  my  black  Palmer's  choice  had 

Some  mder  and  more  savage  scene. 
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There  eagles   acre&m   from   isle   to 

Down  sUUie  rocks  tiiBtoTTentaToaT  ; 
O'er  the  black  waves  inoemaDt  driTen, 
Dark  miats  infect  theBummeTheaTen; 
ThroQgh  the  rode  barriers  of  the  lake. 
Away  its  horcjing  watera  break, 
Faster  and  whiter  dash  and  curl, 


Thnndeta  the  viewless  Btream  below, 
Diiing,  as  if  condemnad  to  lave 
Some  demon's  subterranean  cave, 
Who,  prison'd  by  enchanter's  spdl. 
Shakes  the  dark  rock  with  groan  and 

yell. 
And  well  thai  Palmer's  form  and 

Had  suited  with  the  stormy  scene, 
Just  on  the  edge,  stiaining  his  ken 
To  view  the  bottom  of  the  den, 
Where,  deep  deep  down,  and  tax  with- 

Toils  with  the  rocks  the  roaring  linn; 
Tht  n,  issuing  forth  one  foamy  wave. 
Anl   wheeling    round    the    Giant's 

White  as  the  snowy  charger's  tail. 
Drives  down  the  pass  of  MoBatdale. 
Marriott,  thy  harp,  on  Isis  strung. 
To  many  a  Border  theme  has  rung  : 
Tben  list  to  me.  and  thon  shalt  knew 
Of  this  mysteiions  Man  of  Woe. 

CANTO  SECOND. 
Jilt  ConixnL 


Tbb  breeze  which  swept  away  the 
smoke, 
Boond  Norham  Castle  roll'd. 
When  all  the  load  artillery  spoke, 
With  lightning  flash  and   thnndei- 

As  Marmion  left  the  Hold. 
It  ctiii'd  not  Tweed  alone,th8t  breeze. 
For,  far  noon  Northumbrian  seas. 

It  freshly  blew,  and  strong. 
Where,  from  high  WhJtby'a  cloister'd 

BoBnd  to  St.  CDthbert'aHoly  Isle, 


It  bore  a  bark  along. 
Upon  the  sale  she  Bt<mp'd  her  dde. 
And  bonnded  o'er  the  swelling  tide, 

As  she  wore  dancing  home  ; 
The  mernr  eeamen  langh'd,  to  see 
llieir  gallant  ship  so  Instit  j 

Fnrtow  the  green  sea-foam. 
Much  jov'd  they  in  their  hononr'd 

freight; 
For,  on  the  deck,  in  chair  of  state. 
The  Abbess  of  Saint  Hilda  placed. 
With  five  fair  nuns,  the  galley  graoed. 

XL 
TTwas  sweet  to  see  these  holy  maids. 
Like  birds   escaped   to  green-wood 

Their  hist  flight  from  the  cage. 
How  timid,  and  bow  cnriooB  too. 
For  all  to  them  was  strange  and  new. 
And  oil  the  common  sights  they  view. 

Their  wonderment  engage. 
One  eyed  the  shrouds  and  swelling 

With  man^abenedicite; 
One  at  the  nppling  SDrge  grew  pale, 

And  would  for  terror  pray; 
Tben  ehriek'd,  becanse  the  sea-dog. 

nigh. 
Hia  round  black  head,  and  sparkling 
eye, 

EeuT'd  o'er  the  foaming  spray; 
And  one  would  still  adjust  her  veil, 
Disordcr'd  by  the  sammer  gale. 
Perchance  lent  some  Inore  worldly  eye 
Her  de<licated  charms  might  spy ; 
Perchance. because  such  action  graced 
Her  tair-tum'd  arm  andslender  waist 
Light  was  each  simple  bosom  there. 
Save  two,  who  ili   might   pleasure 

The  Abbess  and  the  Novice  Chtre. 

lU. 
The  Abbess  was  of  noble  blood. 
But  early  took  the  veil  ond  hood. 
Ere  upon  life  sbo  coKt  a  look, 
Or  knew  the  world  that  she  forsook. 
Fair  too  she  was,  and  kinrl  ha<l  been 
As  she  was  fair,  but  ne'er  bad  seen 
For  her  a  timid  lover  sigh, 
Nor  knew  the  influence  of  her  eye. 
Love,  to  her  ear,  was  but  a  name. 


i 


Combined  with  vanity  and  ahame; 
H«r  hopes,  ber  fears,  tier  joys,  wereall 
Bounded  within  the  cloister  wall: 
The  deadliest  sin  her  mind  could 

Waaof  monastic  mis  the  breach; 
And  her  ambition's  highest  aim 
To  emalate  St.  Hilda's  fame. 
For  this  aba  gave  her  ample  dower, 
To  laiae  the  conTent's  eastern  tower; 
Forthis,  with  carving  mre  and  quaint, 
Shedeck'd  the  chapel  of  the  saint, 
And  gave  the  relic.^hrine  of  cost, 
With  ifOl7  and  (jems  emboss 'd. 
The  poor  her  Convent's  bonntv  blest. 
The  pilgrim  in  its  halls  found  reet. 

IV. 
Black  was  her  garb,  her  rigid  rule 
Reform'd  on  Benedictine  school; 
Her  cheek  was  pale,  her  form  was 

Vigils,  and  penitence  austere, 
Had  early  qnencliM  theligbt  of  youtbi 
But  gentle  was  the  dame,  in  sooth; 
Though  vain  of  her  religious  sway, 
Bhe  loved  to  Bee  her  maid  a  obey. 
Yet  nothing  stem  was  she  in  cell. 
And  the  nana  loved    their  Abbess 

Sad  was  thiavoyace  to  the  dame; 
Summon'd  to  Ijindisfarne,  she  came. 
There,  with  St.  Gatbbert's  Abbot  old. 
And  'i'ynemontb'a  Prioress,  to  hold 
A  chapter  of  SL  Benedict, 
For  inquisition  slei-n  and  strict. 
On  two  aposlatos  from  the  faith. 
And,  if  need  were,  to  doom  to  death. 


Ifooght  say  I  here  of  Sister  Clare, 
Save  this,  that  she  wa.s  young  and  fair: 
Aayet,  a  novice  unprofess'rl. 
Lovely  and  gentle,  but  distreesM. 
She  was  betroth 'd  to  one  now  dead, 
Or  worse,  who  had  dishonour'd  fled. 
Her  kinsmen  bade  hi.'r  ijivo  bit  hiinil 
To  one,  who  loved  bcr  for  bcrUnd. 
Herself,  almost  heart-liroken  now. 
Was  bent  to  take  the  vestal  vow. 
And  shrond  within  St.  Hilda's  gloom, 
Herbluted  hopes  and  wither'd  bloom, 


Hay,  seem'd,  so  fiz'd  her  look  and  eye. 
To  count  them  as  they  glided  by. 
She   saw  them  not — 'twas   seemine 

all- 
Far  oth(  r  scene  her  thoughta  reoall.  — 
A  snn-scocuh'd  desert,  waste  and  bare. 
Nor  waves,  nor  breezes,   murmnr'd 

There  saw  she,  where  some  c«relesa 

O'er  a  dead  corpse  had  heap'd  the 

To  hide  it  tilt  the  jackals  come. 
To  tear  it  from  the  scanty  tomb. — 
See  what  a  woful  look  was  given. 
As  she  raised  up  her  eyes  to  heaven  t 


Harp 


irs  Lave  aung,  and  poets  told. 
That  be,  in  fury  uncontrolled. 
The  shaggy  moDorcli  of  the  wood, 
Before  a  vigin,  fuir  and  gooil. 
Hath  pacified  hi»  Ravage  mood. 
But  pastiions  in  the  human  frame. 
Oft  put  the  lion's  rn^o  tosbame: 
And  ji'alousy,  by  dark  intrigue. 
With  sordid  avarice  in  league. 
Had  practised  with  Ibeir  bowl  and 

knife, 
Against  the  mourner's  harmless  life. 
This  crime  was  charged  'gainst  those 

who  Iny 
Prison'd  in  Cuthbert's  islet  grey. 

VIU. 
And  DOW  the  vessel  skirts  the  strand 
Of  mountiiinous  Northumberland; 
Towns,  towurs,  and  halls,  successive 


Ot  lofty  Beaton-Dehival; 

They  saw  the  BIythe  and  Wansbeck 


scorns  poetical  works. 


a  thioogh  sounding 


Basil  to  tl 

They  possd  the  tower  of  Widdeiing- 

Mctherof  m&n;  a  Tkliaml  son; 

At  Coqaet--iBle  their  beftds  they  tell 

To  the  good  saint  who  own'd  the 

cell; 
Thea  did  the  AJne  attention  claim, 
And  Warkworth,   proud  of  Peroy's 

And  next,  tbey  croas'd  themseWea,  to 

The  vhitening  bteakers  oonnd    so 

Where,  boiling  throogh   the  icclcs, 

they  loar, 
On  DuQstaaborongli'e  caverDM shore; 
Thy    tover,     proud     Bom  borough, 

iDFirk'il  they  there, 
Kin^  IiIil')!  catille,  huge  and  aqnare. 
From  its  toll  route  look  grimly  down. 
And  on  the  swelling  ocean  frown ; 
Then  from  the  t:oaBt  they  bore  away. 
Anil  reaoh'd  the  Holy  leiand'a  bay. 

IX. 
The  tide  did  now  its  flood-mark  gain. 
And  girdled  in  the  Saint'i)  domain; 
For.  with  the  flow  and  ebb.  its  style 
Varies  from  continent  to  ixlc; 
Uty^shod,  o'er  sands,  twine  eveiy  ilay, 
The  pilgrims  to  tba  shrine  And  way; 
Tttice  every  day.  the  waves  eQace       , 
Uf  staTosandsundiill'd  feet  tba  trace. 
As  to  the  l>ort  the  galley  llew. 
Higher  and  higher  roae  to  view 
The  Castle,  with  ila  battled  walls. 
The  ancient  Honastery'a  holla, 
A  Bolemn,  huge,  and  dark-red  pile, 
Placed  on  the  margin  of  the  isle. 


In  Saion  strength  that  abbey  frown'd, 
TV  1  til    massive    arches    broad    and 

That  rose  alternate,  row  and  row, 
Un  ponderoaa  columnii,  short  and 


To  emnlote  in  stone. 
On  the  deep  walla,  the  hefttlienDuM 
Had  ponr'ahia  impious  r«geinTain: 
And  needfnl  was  anch  strength  to 

these, 
Exposed  to  the  tempertuons  mbb. 
Scourged  by  the  winds'  eternal  jnri^. 
Open  to  rovers  fierce  as  they, 
Tniicb  could  twelve  bnndred  years 

withstand 
Winds,  waves,  and  northern  piiatea* 

Not  but  that  portions  of  the  pile, 

Bebuilded  in  a  later  style, 

Show'd  where  the  apoiier's  hand  bad 

Not  but  the  wasting  sea-breeza  keen 
Had  worn  the  pillar's  carving  quaint. 
And  monlder'd  ill  his  niche  the  aaint. 
Anil  ronnded,  with  consaming  power. 
The  pointed  angles  of  each  tower; 
Yetatill  entire  the  Abbey  stood. 
Like  veteran,  worn,  but  unsnbdaed. 

SL 
Soon   as    they   near'd    hia    tnnett 

The   maidens   raised  Saint  Hilda's 
song. 
And   with  the  sea-wave  and  the 

Their  voices,  sweetly  sbtill,  oom* 

And  made  hannonioiis  close; 

Then,   answering  from  the  santlj 

Half  drown'd   amid  the  breaker^ 


Accoriiing  choma  rose: 

Down  to  the  haven  of  the  Isle, 

The  monks  and  nuns  in  order  file, 

From  Cuthbert's  cloisters  grim ; 

Banner,  and  croas.  and  relics  tbers. 

To  meet  St.  Hilda's  maids,  they  bare: 

And.  as  they  caught  the  Bouuda  on  air. 

They  echoed  back  the  hymn. 
The  islanilers,  in  joyous  mood, 
RuHh'd  eiDuloui^ly  throi^h  the  flood. 
To  hale  the  bark  to  land; 
_  .  .  Conspicuous  by  her  veil  and  hood, 

By  pointeil  aisle  and  shafted  etolk.    Signing  the  cross,  the  Abbess  6too4 
And  Dless'd  them  with  her  hand. 


Bnilt  f 


etheoi 


The  arcades  of  an  alley'd  walk 


MARMION. 


tt 


xn. 

Suppose  we  now  the  welcome  said, 
Bappoee  the  Convent  banquet  made: 

An  through  the  holy  dome» 
Through  cloister,  aisle,  and  gallery, 
Wherever  yestal  maid  might  pry. 
Nor  risk  to  meet  unhallow*d  eye. 

The  stranger  si&ters  roam : 
Till  fell  the  evening  damp  with  dew. 
And  the  sharp  sea-breeze  coldly  blew, 
For  there,  even  snmmer  night  is  chill. 
Then,  having  stray'd  and  gazed  their 
fill. 

They  closed  around  the  fire; 
And  all,  in  turn,  essay'd  to  paint 
The  rival  merits  of  their  saint, 

A  theme  that  ne'er  can  tire 
A  holy  maid;  for,  be  it  known. 
That  their  saint's  honour  is  their  own, 

XIIL 

Then  Whitby's  nuns  exulting  told, 
How  to  their  house  three  Barons  bold 

Must  meni^  service  do; 
While   horns  blow  out  a   note   of 

shame, 
And   monks  cry  "f^e  upon  your 

name ! 
In  wrath,  for  loss  of  sylvan  game. 
Saint  Hilda'^t>^<«t  ye  slew."— 
'This,  on  Ascendion-day,  each  year. 
While  labouring  on  our  harbour-pier. 
Must    Herbert,    Bruce,    and    Percy 

hear."- 
They  told,  how  in  their  convent  cell 
A  Saxon  Princess  once  did  dwell. 

The  lovely  Edelfled; 
And  how,  of  thousand  snakes,  each 

one 
Was  changed  into  a  coil  of  stone, 

When  holy  Hilda  pray'd; 
Themselves,  within  their  holy  bound. 
Their  stony  folds  had  often  found. 
They  told,  now  sea-fowls'  pinions  fail 
As  over  Whitby's  towers  they  sail, 
And,  sinking  aown,  with  flutterings 

faint. 
They  do  their  homage  to  the  saint. 

XIY. 

Nor  did  St.  Cuthbert's  daughters  fail, 
To  vie  with  these  in  holy  tole; 


His  body's  resting-place,  of  old, 
How  oft  their  patron  chimged,  they 

told; 
How,  when  the  rude  Dane  bum'd 

their  pile. 
The  monks  fled  forth  from  Holy  Isle; 
O'er  northern  mountain,  marsh,  and 

moor. 
From  sea  to  sea,  from  shore  to  shore. 
Seven  years  Saint  Cuthbert's  corpse 
they  bore. 
They  rested  them  in  fair  Melrose; 
But  though,  alive,  he  loved  it 
well. 
Not  there  his  relics  might  repose; 

For,  wondrous  tale  to  tell ! 
In  his  stone  coffin  forth  he  rides, 
A  ponderous  bark  for  river  tides. 
Yet  light  as  gossauier  it  glides, 
Downward  to  Tilmouth  cell. 
Nor  long  was  his  abiding  there, 
For  southward  did  the  saint  repair; 
Chester-le-Street,  and  Rippon  saw 
His  holy  corpse,  ere  War«lilaw 

Hail'd  him  with  joy  and  fear; 
And,  after  many  wanderings  past. 
He  chose  his  lordly  seat  at  last, 
Where     his     cathedral,    huge    and 
vast. 
Looks  down  upon  the  Wear: 
There,    deep    in    Durham's    Oothio 

shade, 
His  relics  are  in  secret  laid ; 

But  none  may  know  the  place, 
Save  of  his  holiest  servants  three. 
Deep  sworn  to  solemn  secrecy, 
Who  share  that  wondrous  grace. 

XV. 

Who  may  his  miracles  declare! 
Even  Scotland's  dauntless  king,  and 

heir, 
(Although  with  them  they  led 
Golwegions,  wild  as  ocean's  gale, 
And  Lodou's  knights,  all  Bheathed  in 

m"il. 
And  th    bold  men  of  Teviotdttle,) 

Before  his  standard  lied. 
'Twas  ho,  to  vindicate  his  reign. 
Edged  Alfred's  falchion  on  the  Done, 
And  turn'd  the  Con(iucror  back 

again, 


\ 
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XVI. 
Bnt  fain  Saint  Hilda's  niuu  nronld 

If,  on  a  rock  by  Lindisf&me, 

Saut  CQthbert  sits,  and  toiU  to  fretne 

The   Bea-bom    beads  that  beat  his 

Such  tiUes  had  Whitby's  fi«hers  told, 
And  KBidlhey  might  his  shape  behold, 

And  hear  his  anvil  sound ; 
A  duuilen'ddoiLi^— a  hnge  dim  form, 
Seen  but,  and  heard,  when  gathering 

And  night  were  closing  round. 
Bnt  thiN.  as  tale  of  i<Ue  fame, 
The  nuns  of  Lindisfiime  disclaim. 
XVII. 

While  roond  the  fire  such  legends  go, 
Far  dia<.-reut  was  the  scene  of  woe. 
Where,  in  a  secret  ai^Ie  beneath. 
Council  WII8  held  of  life  and  death. 

It  was  more  diu'k  and  Inne  that  vault, 
Than  the  worut  <iungeoa  cell : 

Old  Colwulf     built  it,  for  his  fault. 
In  peniti-nee  to  dwell. 
When  be,f(ire<iwlitnd  benils,laid  down 
The  huxun  battlu-aii(!  and  erown. 
This  lieu,  which,  cliiUinjj  every  sens'} 

Uf  IfuUng.  hi^iiriH';,  aiyht, 
Was  cnlld  lliB  Vault  of  i-cnitence, 

Excluding  uir  and  Ugbt. 
Van,  by  till)  prtlato  S.:iLLiulin,  made 
Aplii'.-eofbnri.dfjr  such  di»d, 
Af,  L.iviiig  i'.i<;d  in  iiionol  hin. 
Mi-;bt  nut  b>}  hui  tbe  chuTih  within. 
''I'wiis  iiiiw  a  iilaee  of  punishment; 
Whinre  if  SI  loud  a  >.tiriek  were  Bent, 

As  rene.iM  tbtt  auper  iiir, 
Tbo  h.'UrLTS  Ll,;sscJ  theuiBelves,  anil 
H:.j.l, 


But  though,  in  Ihc  momistic  pile, 
Did  I't  tbiK  iituitcntiiil  uisle 
fviiiici  VHjjiii'  tnidition  go, 
Few  only,  eave  the  Abbot,  kuew 


Where  the  pUoe  lay;  and  still  more 

Were  those,  who  had  from  him  the 

To  that  dread  Taolt  to  go. 
Victim  and  executioner 
Were    blindfold    when    tnn>port«d 

In  low  dark  rounds  the  arches  hon^ 

From  the  rade  rock  the  side-walb 

sprang; 
The  gntTe-etones,  mdely  sculptured 

Halt  sank  in  earth,  by  time  hntt  wore. 
Were  all  the  pavement  of  the  floor; 
The  mildew^dropB  fell  one  bj  one. 
With  tinkling  pWb,  upon  the  stone. 
A  cresset,'  in  an  iron  chain. 
Which  served  to  light  this  drear  do- 

With  damp  and  durkness  seem'd  to 

\3  if  it  scarce  might  keep  alive; 
And  )'et  it  dimly  serveiL  to  show 
The  awful  conclave  met  below. 

XIX. 
There,  met  to  doom  in  secrecy. 
Were  placed  the  beads  of  conventa 

All  servants  of  Saint  Beneilict, 
The  Rlatuti's  of  whose  order  strict 

On  iron  table  lay; 
In  loD|'blackdreHs,on  seats  of  stone. 
Behind  were  these  three  judges 

By  the  pale  cresset's  ray: 
The  Abbens  of  Saint  Hilda's  there 
Sat  for  a  space  with  visa^^e  bare. 
Until,  to  hide  her  bosom's  swell, 
jVnd  tear-drops  that  lor  pity  fell. 

She  cluHcly  drew  her  veil; 
Yon  shronded  fi^'iro.  as  I  gneBS. 
liy  her  proud  uiiea  and  flowing  dress, 
I  la  Tynemouth's  haughty  I'rioreas, 

And  she  with  awe  rookB  pale: 
And  he.  that  Ancient   Mun,  whose 

Has   long  been   queneh'd   by   age'a 

nighl. 
Upon  who.se  wrinkled  brow  alone, 

-Anlifitur  ohaailisUer. 


'    mercy's    trace,    ie 


Nor    tntb, 

Whoee  look  is  hud  and  Btem, — 
Saint  Catbbert's  Abbot  is  bis  style; 
For  sanctity  call'd,  through  the  isle, 

The  Samt  of  Lindisfune. 
XS. 
Before  them  stood  a  giiilty  pair; 
But,  though  an  eqoal  fate  they  share. 
Yet  one  aloae  deaerves  onr  care. 
Her  sex  a  page's  dress  belied; 
The  cloak  aorl  doublet,  loosely  tieil, 
ObscDTed  her  charms,  bnt  could  not 

Her  cap  down  o'er  her  face  she 

Aad,  on  her  doublet  breast, 
She  tnoil  to  hide  the  bndgo  of  bloc. 
Lord  Mannion  8  fnlcon  crest. 
Bnt,  at  the  Prioresu'  coinmnmi, 
A  Monk  undid  tba  silver  baud, 

That  tied  her  tresRes  fair. 
And    raised    the    bonnet   from   her 

head, 
And  down    her  slender  form  they 
epreoil, 
In  nogietsricli  and  rate. 
Constance  do  Beverley  they  tnow. 
Sister  profess' li  of  Fontevtaud. 
Whom  the  chnroh  numbei'd  with 

the  dead. 
For  broken  vows,  and  convent  fled. 

XXI. 
When   thus  her  face  was   given  to 

(Althougn  HO  palid  was  her  hne, 

it  did  »  ghostly  conlraat  bear 

To  those  bright  ringlets  glistering 

fair.] 
Her  look  composed,  and  stendy  eye. 
Bespoke  a  matchlesH  constancy; 
And  there  she  stood  so   calm  and 

pale, 
TbM,  but  hex  breathing  did  nut  fait, 
And  notion  flight  of  eye  ftn<l  head. 
And  of  her  bosom,  warnmted 
That  neither  sense  nor   pulse    Rhe 

Ton  might  have  thonght  a  form  of 


Wroucht  h>  the  very  life,  was  there; 
So  stiU  she  was,  bo  pale,  so  fail. 

XXII. 
Her  comrade  was  a  sordid  soul,   . 

Such  as  does  murder  for  a  meed; 
Who.  but  of  fear,  knows  no  control. 
Because  his  c         ' 


Beyond  hia  own  more  brute  desires. 
Such  tools  the  Tempter  ever  needs. 
To  do  tlie  Havagest  of  deedK; 
For  them  no  vision  d  terrors  daunt. 
Their   nights    no    fuucied    spectres 

One  tear  with  them,  of  all  most  base. 
The  fear  of  death, — ah  inetinds  place. 
This  wretch  was  did  in   frock  and 


And  B 


iwl. 


1  not  loud  I 


While  his   mute  partner,  standing 
Waited  her  doom  without  p  tear. 

xxiir. 

Yet  well  the  luckless  wretch  might 

shriek. 
Well  mi^ht  her  pulencss  (error  speak! 
Fortherc  were  seen  m  that  dark  wall. 
Two  nichL's.  narro*-,  deep  and  tail;— 
Who  enters  at  sueh  grimly  <luor, 
Shall  ne'er,  I  wt-cu,  tin  1  esit  more. 
In  eneh  a  slender  uical  whh  lm<l. 
Of  roots,  of  water,  and  of  bread: 
Ijy  each,  in  Benedictme  dress, 
Two  hii)j:gar<l  monks  stood  motion- 

Who,  holding  high  a  blazing  torch. 
Show'd   the    grim    entrance  of  the 

Befli'ttiii^  back  the  smoky  beam. 
The  darli-red  walls  and  arches  glea"" 


Hew 


a  die- 
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XXIV. 
These  eiecationera  were  chose, 
As  men  irho  were  vitboianlcmd  foes. 
And  with  despite  and  envj  fired. 
Into  the  cloistei  had  retired; 
Or  who,    in    desperate   doabt  of 

grace. 
Strove,  by  deep  penance,  to  efboe 

Of  Bome  foul  crime  the  Btain ; 
For.  as  the  vassals  of  her  will. 
Such  men  the  Chaich  selected  still, 
As  either  joji'd  in  doing  ill. 
Or  thought  more  grace  to  goio. 
rr.  in  her  cause,  they  wrestled  down 
Feelings  their  nature  Btrove  to  own. 
l!y  strange  device  were  they  brought 

there. 
They  knew  not  how.   nor  knew  not 

SXV. 
And  now  that  blind  old  Abbot  rose. 

To  Bpeak  the  Chapter's  doom, 
On  those  tbe  wall  was  to  enclose, 

Alive,  within  the  tomb, 
Bnt   stopp'd.   because    that     woful 


Fio  oilier  convulsed  and  quivering  lip. 
•Xwiit-achallcm.-'.all  wassostitl, 
You  seeio'd  to  bear  a  di&tant  nil— 

■Twas  ocean's  sveUs  and  falls  ; 
For  though  this  vunlt  of  sin  and 


And  snn'd  herself  to  be*r. 
tt  was  a.  fearful  sight  to  see 
Such  high  resolve  Mid  oonstaoej. 

In  fonu  so  soft  and  fair. 
SXVIL 
"  I  speak  not  to  implore  your  gnoe. 
Well  know  I  for  one  minute's  space 

Succeesless  might  I  soe  : 
Not  do  I  apeak  your  prajera  to  gain; 
For  if  a  death  of  lingenng  pain. 
To  clcaniie  m;  sins,  be  penance  vain. 

Vain  are  jour  masses  too. — 
I  listen'd  to  a  traitor's  tale, 
I  left  tbe  coavent  and  the  veil ; 
For  three  long  years  I  bow'd  my  pride, 
A  hone- boy  in  his  train  to  ride ; 
And  well  my  folly's  meed  he  gave. 
Who  forfeited,  to  be  hisalave, 
Alt  here,  and  all  beyond  the  grave. — 
He  saw  young  Glnrn'n  face  more  fair. 
He  knew  her  of  broad  lands  the  heir. 
Forgot  bis  vows,  bis  faith  foreswore, 
Anil  Constance  was  belov'd  Co  more.— 

'Tis  an  old  tale,  and  often  told  ; 
But  did  my  fate  and  wishagree. 

Ne'er  had  been  read,  in  story  old. 

Of  maiden  true  betraj'd  for  gold. 
That  loved,  or  was  avenged,  LUte 

XXVIU. 

"The  King  approved  his  favourite's 


And  light  eame  to  her  eye. 
Anil  colour  duwn  d  upon  her  cheek, 
A  heclic  and  a  Huttcr'il  stri'sk. 
Like  that  hft  on  tbe  Cheviot  peak. 

Dy  Autumn  s  stormy  sky  ; 
Anil  when  ber  silence  brake  at  length. 
Still   as    she     spoke    she    gatber'd 
Btrength, 


Their  lii 
They 


-elaid. 


And,   hark  !  tbe  throng,   with  thun- 
dering cry. 

Shout   '  Marmion.  Marmion  I  to  the 
I         Bky, 
I     De  Wilton  to  tbe  block  !' 

Say  ye.  who  preach  Heaven  shsU  de- 

I  When  in  thelists  two  champions  rid^ 
I     Say,  was  Heavens  justice  here ! 


'*.- 


MAHMIOK. 


dd 


WheD,  loyal  in  his  love  and  fSEiith, 
Wilton  found  overthrow  or  death. 

Beneath  a  traitor's  spear? 
How  false  the  charge,  how  true  he  fell, 
This  gnilty  packet  best  can  tell." — 
Then  drew  a  packet  from  her  breast, 
Pftnsed,  gathered  voice,   and   spoke 
the  rest. 

XXIX. 

**  Still  was   false    Marmion*s   bridle 

staid ; 
T«  Whitby*s  convent  fled  the  maid. 

The  hated  match  to  shun. 
«Ho  t  shifts  she  thus? '  King  Henry 

cried, 
'  Sir  Karmion,  she  shall  be  thy  bride, 

If  she  were  sworn  a  nun.' 
One  way  remain*d — the  King's  com- 
mand 
Sent  Marmion  to  the  Scottish  land  : 
I  linger'd  here,  and  rescue  plann'd 

For  Clara  and  for  me: 
This  caitiff  Monk,  for  gold,  did  swear. 
He  would  to  Whitby's  shnne  repair. 
And,  by  his  drugs,  mv  rival  fair 

A  saint  in  heaven  should  be. 
But  ill  the  dastard  kept  his  oath. 
Whose  cowardice  has  undone  us  both. 

XXX. 

*'  And  now  my  tongue  the  secret  tells, 
Not  that  remorse  my  bosom  swells. 
But  to  assure  my  soul  that  none 
Shall  ever  wed  with  Marmion. 
Had  fortune  my  last  hope  betray'd. 
This  packet,  to  the  King  convey'd, 
Had  given  him  to  the   headsman's 

stroke, 
Although   my    heart    that    instant 

broke. — 
Now,  men  of  death,  work  forth  your 

will. 
For  I  can  suffer,  and  be  still; 
And  come  he  slow,  or  come  he  fast. 
It  is  but  Death  who  comes  at  last. 

XXXL 

"Yet  dread  me,  from  my  living  tomb, 
Ye  vassal  slaves  of  bloody  Rome  I 
If  Marmion's  late   remorse   should 

wake. 
Full  soon  such  vengeance  will  he  take, 


That  you  shall  wish  the  fiery  Dane 
Had  rather  been  your  guest  again. 
Behind,  a  darker  hour  ascends  ! 
The  altars  quako,  the  crosier  bends. 
The  ire  of  a  despotic  King 
Rides  forth  upon  destruction's  wing; 
Then  shall  these  vaults,  so  strong 

and  deep, 
Burst  open  to  the  sea-winds'  sweep  ; 
Some  traveller  then  shall  find  my 

bones 
Whitening  amid  disjointed  stones. 
And,  ignorant  of  priests'  crueltv, 
Marvel  such  relics  here  should  he." 

xxxn. 

Fix'd  was  her  look,  and  stem  her  air: 
Back  from  her  shoulders    stream'd 

her  hair; 
The  locks,  that  wont  her  brow  to 

shade. 
Stared  up  erectly  from  her  head; 
Her  figure  seemed  to  rise  more  high ; 
Her  voice,  despair's  wild  energy 
Had  civen  a  tone  of  prophecy. 
Appoll'd  the  astonish'd  conclave  sate; 
With  stupid  eyes,  the  men  of  fate 
Gazed  on  the  light  inspired  form. 
And  listen'd  for  the  avengin<^  storm; 
The  judges  felt  the  victim's  dread; 
No  hand  was  moved,  no  word  was  said. 
Till  thus  tlie  Abbot's  doom  was  given. 
Raising  his  sightless  balls  to  heaven : — 
"Sister,  let  thy  sorrows  cease; 
Sinful  brother,  part  in  peace  !  " 
From  that  dire  dungeon,  place  of 

doom. 
Of  execution  too,  and  tomb. 

Paced  fortli  the  judges  three; 
Sorrow  it  were,  and  shame,  to  tell 
The  butcher-work  that  there  befell, 
When  they  had  glided  from  the  cell 
Of  sin  and  misery. 

XXXIII. 

An  hundred  winding  steps  convey 
That  conclave  to  the  upper  day ; 
But,  ere  they  breathed  the  fresher  air. 
They  heard  the  shriekings  of  despair, 

And  many  a  stifled  groan: 
With  speed  their  upward  way  they 
take, 
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As  horning,  tottering  01 


Kor  wei£.u-e 
Slowo'erthemidJii)jhtwftToUswnng, 
Northumbrian  rocks  in  answor  mng; 
To  Wttrkwonh  cell  Ihe  echofs  roll'd. 
His  beads  the  vakeful  hermit  told. 
The  Bamborotigh  pcBsonl  raised  his 

Tint  slfpt  ere  hall  ft  prayer  lie  said; 
Kii  fur  was  heard  the  mighty  knell, 
The  stag  sprung  np  on  (.'heriat  Fell, 
Spread  Lis  brood  nostril  to  the  wind, 
Listed  before,  aside,  behind. 
Then  couch'J  him  down  beside  ttu 

And   qnaked 

To  hear  that  sonnd  so  dull  and  st 


rSTEODUCTION  TO  CAHTO 

THIKD. 
TO  WILLIAM  ElrsKINE,  ESQ.* 
AsLfsM,  Eltrlrk  Pt,sI. 
LiKR  April  morning;  rlouds,  thatpasa. 
With  varj-ing  shadow,  o'er  the  grass. 
And  imitate,  on  field  and  forrow. 
Life's  cbequcr'd  scene  of   joy  and 

Like    strefttnlct    of    the    monntnin 

>iow  in  a  torrent  racing  forth, 
Now  winding  slow  its  silver  train. 
And  [iliuiist  slumbennn  on  the  plain; 
Like  breezes  of  the  antuum  day, 
Whose  voice  incnnfil.iiit  dies  away, 
Anil  ever  swcUx  attain  as  fiu-t, 
When  the  ear  deems  its  mnrumrpnst; 
Thus  \urioQs,  my  romantiu  theme 
Flits,   winds,  or    sinks,  a    muming 


Plenseil,  Tiens  tho  rivulet  afar, 
WeAvinR  its  maze  irregtUar ; 
And  pleased,  wa  listen  as  the  bre«M 
HeaTes    its  wild   sigh  through  au- 
tumn trees  ; 
Then,  wild  aa  cloud,   or  streatn,  or 

gale. 
Flow  on,  'flow  nnconflned,  my  lUe  1 

Need  I  to  thee,  dear  Erskins,  tell 
I  lova  the  license  all  loo  well. 
In  Bonnds  now  lowly, and  now  strong. 
To  raise  the  dcsnltory  song?  — 
Oft,  when  'midsuch  capridons  chime. 
Some  tranhient  fit  of  lofty  rhyme 
To  thy  kind  judgment  seem'd  exonoe 
For  many  an  error  of  the  mnae. 
Oft  hast  thou  said,    ■>  If,   stiU  mia- 

Thine  hoars  to  poetry  are  lent. 

Go,    and    to    tame   thy    wandering 

Quaff  from  the  fountain  atthesonzM; 
Approach  those  masters,  o'er  whoaa 

Tramortn!  laarels  ever  bloom  ; 
Instructive  of  the  feubler  bard, 
btill  from  the  grave  their  Toic«  b 

From  them,  and  from  the  paths  they 

show'd. 
Choose  bononi'd  guide  and  piaotiaad 

Nor  ramble  on  throngh  brake  and 


With  liarpem  n 
"Or  deem'al 


le,  of  barbarous  daya. 
thou  not  our  later 


■0  VTiTf 


■sllie 


Tielda  topicmect  for  claaaic rhyme? 
Haat  thou  no  elegiac  verse 
For  Brunswick's  venerable  hearse  ? 
What,  not  a  line,  a  tear,  a  sigh. 
When  valour  tilcpda  for  liberty  7— 
Oh,  hero  of  that  glorious  lime. 
When,   with    unrivall'd    light   Hob. 

Though  m:irtial  Austria,  and  thoagh 
all 


vnnll.  bj  title,  Lurd  Km 


MARMION, 


71 


Thon  could'st  not  live  to  see  her  beam 
For  ever  qaench*d  in  Jena's  stream. 
Lamented  chief !— it  was  not  given 
To   thee   to  change   the  doom    of 

Heaven, 
And  cmsh  that  dragon  in  its  birth, 
Predestined  soonrge  of  gnilty  earth. 
Lamented  chief!— not  thine  the  power, 
To  save  in  that  presumptuous  hour, 
When  Prussia  hurried  to  the  field. 
And  snatch'd  the  spear,  but  left  the 

shield ; 
Valour  and  skill  'twas  thine  to  try, 
And,  tried  in  vain,  'twos  thine  to  die. 
HI  ha  I  it  seem'd  thy  silver  hair 
The  last,  the  bitterest  pang  to  share. 
For  princedoms  reft,  and  scutcheons 

riven. 
And  birthrights  to  usurpers  given  ; 
Thy  land's,  thy  children's  wrongs  to 

feel. 
And  witness  woes  thou  couldst  not 

heal  I 
On  thee  relenting  Heaven  bestows 
For  honour' d  life  an  honour'd  oluM  * 
And  when  revolves,  in  time's  sure 

change. 
The  hour  of  Germany's  revenge, 
When,  breathing  fury  for  her  sake, 
Some  new  Arminius  shall  awake. 
Her  champion,   ere  he  strike,  shall 

come. 
To  whet  his  sword  on  Bbumswick's 

tomb. 

'*  Or  of  the  Bed-Cross  hero*  teach, 
Dauntless  in  dungeon  as  on  breach  : 
Alike  to  him,  the  sea,  the  shore, 
The  brand,  the  bridle,  or  the  oar  : 
Alike  to  him  the  war  that  calls 
Its  votaries  to  the  shatter'd  walls. 
Which  the  grim  Turk,  besmear'd  with 

blood, 
Against  the  Invincible  made  good ; 
Or    that,   whose    thundering    voice 

could  wake 
The  silence  of  thepolar  lake. 
When  stubborn  Buss,  and  metal*d 

Swede, 
On    the  warp'd  wave    their   death- 
game  play'd; 

*  Sir  Sklnej  Smith. 


Or  that,  where  Vengeance  and  Af-    ^ 

fright 
Howl'd  round  the  father  of  the  fight. 
Who  snatch'd,  on  Alexandria's  sand. 
The  conqueror's  wreath  with  dying 

hana.f 
"Or,  if  to  touch  such  chord  be 

thine, 
Bestore  the  ancient  tragic  line. 
And  emulate  the  notes  that  wrung 
From  the  wild  harp,   which  silent 

hung 
By  silver  Avon's  holy  shore, 
Till  twice  an  hundred  years  roU'd 

o'er; 
When  she,   the  bold  Enchantress  | 

came, 
With  fearless  hand  and   heart   on 

flame  I 
From  the  pale  willow  snatch'd  the 

treasure. 
And  swept  it  with  a  kindred  measure, 
Till  Avon's  swans,  while  rung  thr 

grove 
With  Montfort's  hate  and  Basil's  love, 
Awakening  at  the  inspired  strain, 
Deem'd  their  own  Shakspeare  lived 

again." 

Thy  friendship  thus  thy  judgment 
wronging. 
With  praises  not  to  me  belonging, 
In  lasK  more  meet  for  mightiest  pow- 
ers, 
Wouldst  thou  engage  my  thriftless 

hours. 
But    say,    my    Erskine,    hast    thou 

weigh 'd 
That  secret  power  bv  all  obey'd, 
Which  warps  not  less  the  i>assive 

mind, 
Its  source  conceard  or  undefined ; 
Whether  an  impulse,  that  has  birth 
Soon  as  the  infant  wakt  s  on  earth, 
One  with  ourfeelings  and  uiir  powers, 
And  rather  part  of  us  than  ours; 
Or  whether  fitlier  teruiM  the  sway 
Of  habit  forni'd  in  early  day? 
Howe'er  derived,  its  force  confest 
Rules  with  despotic  sway  the  breast, 

tSirKnlpli  A bcrcromby . 
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And  drags  na  on  ty  liewlesa  cbain. 
While  tAsM  and  reason  plead  in  *BUl. 
Look  eoKt,  and  a'-k  the  Belgian  wh;, 
Beneath  Batsvia's  saltiy  akj, 
Be  seeks  not  eager  to  inhale 
Tba  fresh  Hess  of  the  monnt^n  gale, 
Coute&t  to  tear  his  whiten'd  waH 
Bcsida  thn  dunk  and  dull  canal? 
He'll  B.1V,  from  yoath  bu  loved  to  see 
TLe  vbite  sail  gliding  by  the  tree. 
Or  see  yon  weather-beaten  hind. 
Whose  sluggish  herds  before   him 

Whoso   tatter'd    plaid    and    mgged 

His   northern    clime    and    kindred 

Through  England'ii  laughing  meads 

And  England's  wealth  emnnd  him 

Aowk; 
Ask,  if  it  wotild  content  him  veil, 
At  ease  in  those  guy  plains  to  dwell. 
Where  h<'dge-r0V3  spread  a  verdant 


nd  forosts  intervene. 


I  smr<-s  and 
And  the  nuat  i-iittaRc  peeps  be 
No!  not  tor  f!i'-su  will  he  exchan^je 
His  clnrkI.oehabeT'HboundlL'!>STiuige; 
Not  for  fair  Devon's  ineatls  forxake 
lienncvis  grey,  and  Garry's  lake. 

Thus,  while  I  ape  the 
Of  fuUx  thiiC  churmed  u 
Ituae  though  they  he. 


utd  deal  bine 


lUtnrn  the  tlionghts  nf  ea 

And  fi'i'lings,  roused  in  lilo 
(How  in  tli'r  line,  and  prino 
Tlii-n  rise  thoHu  erngn,  thut 

tcwi-r. 
\Mii.'li  charni'J  iiiy  funcy'a 

Thoii'^'h  lio  1m>aa  river  Rw 
To  cli.L.,!.  pcr.hiinc'e.  h<r.ii 
ThouKh  Bi^-iid  no  grovps  i 


gale, 
TopMlliptcfloVOftHoftt 

TUoii^li    M'ari'c  a  pnny 
CliiitiiM  hoiuagu   from  n 


shepherd's 


Yet  was 

By  the  green 

It  was  a  barren  scene,  and  wild. 
Where  naked  cliffs  were  mdety  |nled ; 
But  ever  and  anon  between 
L^y  velvet  tufts  of  loveliest  green; 
And  wet!  the  lonely  infant  knew 
Heceeses  where  the  wall-flower  grew. 
And  faoney-eockle  loved  to  crawl 
Up  the  low  crag  and  min'd  waU, 
I  deem'd  Buch  nooks  the  sweetest 

The  sun  in  all  its  ronnd  anrrey'd; 
And  sCiU  I  thought  that  shatter'd 

tower- 
The  mightiest  work  of  hnman  power; 
And  marrell'd  as  the  ased  hind 
With  some   stistige  tale  bewitch'd 

my  mind. 
Of   fornyers,    who,   with    headlong 

Down  from  that  strength  had  apnrr'd 

their  horse, 
Their  southern  rapine  U>  renew. 
Far  in  the  distant  Cheviots  bine. 
And.  homo  retnining,  fiU'd  the  hall 
With  revel,  wassel-ront,  and  brawl. 
Methought  that  still  with  tmmp  and 

The  gateway's  broken  arches  rang; 
Mel  bought    grim    features,    saam'd 

with  ccars, 
Glared  through  the  window's  rusty 

And  ever,  by  the  winter  hearth, 
Old  trtlea  I  heard  of  woe  or  mirth. 
Of  lovers'  slighlB,  of  ladies'  chattni. 
Of  witi'hes'  spelln,  of  warriors' armi; 
Of  patriot  battles,  won  of  old 
By    Wallace  wight   and   Bnioe    the 

hold; 
Of  later  fields  of  feud  and  fight, 
When,  pouring  from  their  Highland 

I  The    Scottish    clans,    in    headlong 
I         sway, 

Had  swept  the  scarlet  ranks  sway. 

While  stretch'd  at  length  upon  the 


Again  I  fought  each  combat  o'er, 
Febblea  and  shells,  id  order  Iiiid. 
The  mimic  ranka  of  war  displa^M; 
And  onvard  still  the  Scottish  Lion 

And  hUU  the  scatter'd  Southron  Sed 

Still,  with  Tain  fondness,  conid  I 

Anew,  each  kiml  fatailior  face, 
'lliat  btighten'd  at  our  evening  flrel 
From  the  thatoh'd  mansion's  grey- 
Wise  without   learning,   plain   uuil 

good, 
And  iprong    of  Scotland's   gentler 

blood; 
Whose  eye,  in  age,  quick,  clear,  and 

Sbow'd  what  in  youth  its  glance  hod 

Whose  doom  discording  neighbotus 

BOQgbt, 

Content  with  eqnity  nnbongbt; 
To  him  the  venerable  Priest, 
Onr  fraqnont  and  familiar  gacst. 
Whose  life  and  manners  well  could 

Alike  the  student  and  the  saint; 
Alas  I  whose  speech  too  oft  I  broke 
With  gambol  rude  and  timeless  joke: 
For  I  was  wayward,  bold,  am)  wild, 
Aself-will'd  imp.  agrondame's  child, 
Bnt  half  »  plague,  and  half  a  jest. 
We«  Btill  endured,  beloved,  caress'd. 

For  me,  thus  nnrtoied,  dost  thou 

uk 
The  dassla  poet's  wellconD'd  task  ? 
Nay,  Erakinc.  nav-On  the  wild  hill 
Xiet   the    wild    heath-bell    floorisb 

•tiU; 
Ofa«nsh  the  tulip,  prune  the  vine. 
But  freely  let  the  woodbine  twine, 
AndlsBTeiutrimm'd  the  eglantine: 
Ni^,  tny  Aiend,  nay— Since  olt  thy 

Hath  given  fresh  vigour  to  my  lays; 
Si&M  oft  thy  judgment  could  relina 


My  flatten'd  thought,  or  cumbroos 

Still  kind,  as  is  thy  wont,  atteod. 
And  in  the  minstrel  spare  the  friend. 
Thongh  wild  as  clond,  as  stream,  as 

gnle. 
Flow  forth,   flow   nnrestrain'd,   my 

Tale] 

CANTO  nmiB. 

Tht  Ilosld,  or  Jnn. 

L 

The    livelong   day    Lord    Harm  ion 

The    mountain    path    the   Palmer 

By  glen  and  streamlet  winded  still. 
Where  Btualed  birches  hid  the  riil. 
'Ihey  might  not  cboose  the  lowland 

For  tbe  Mcrse  fornyers  were  abroad, 
Who,   fired  with  hate  and  thirst  ol 

prey. 
Bad  Bt-aicely  fail'd  to  bar  their  way. 
Oft    on  the  trampling  band,   fron 

Of  some  toll  oliS,  the  deer  look'd 

down: 
On  winy  of  jet,  from  his  repose 
In  the  deep  heath,  the  black-cock 

Sprui^;  from  the  gorse  the  timid  ro^ 
Nor  waited  for  the  Lending  bow: 
And  when  the  stony  path  began, 
l!y  u'biuh  tbe  naked  peak  they  wan. 
Up  flew  tho  snowy  ptarmigan. 
'The  noon  bad  long  been  passM  before 
They  giiin'd  the  height  of  Lommer- 

Thenoe  winding  down  the  northern 


n. 

cnlle  them  to  the  towel; 
To  Hpe&d  t'o  hospitable  hour. 
TuSciittund'scatiip  the  Loril  was  gone, 
HiR  cautiouH  dame,  in  bnwer  aloo^ 
Drcaileil  her  castle  to  unclose, 
So  late,  to  nnknowD  biukds  ol  Iom. 
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On  through  the  hamlet  as  they  paced, 
Jleffire   a   porch,   whose   front    voa 

graced 
With  bush  ami  flngon  trimly  placed, 

Lord  Marniion  drew  Iiih  rein; 
The  village  inn  seeiu'il  large,  though 

rude; 
Its  rheerfn)  Are  and  hearty  food 

^fightwell  ri'litvp  hi<  tniin. 
Down  from  their  aeats  the  horsemen 

Fprung, 
IVith  jingling  Bpnts  tho  oourt-yard 

ning: 
Thoy  bind  their  horscn  to  tho  Mall, 
For'forugo,  food,  and  firing  call. 
And  varioutt  cliimoiir  lilh  tho  hall: 
Weighing  tho  lnl«Hir  with  the  cost. 
Toils  everywhere  the  buslling  Lost. 


Jfii-ht  see,  wherr.  in  dark  nook  aloof, 
Xlie  rafters  of  the  Buotv  riHif 

Boro  wealth  of  wiulti-  ehccr; 
Of  B.i.-fowl  dri.-d,  and  Bolan.U  Btore, 
And  Biiiniuousol'tb'?  tu^ky  boar, 

Ami  savoury  hiiuiii'li  of  dter. 
The  rhimncy  areh  iiroiocted  wide; 
Abovri,  anmnd  it,  and  beside. 

Wi-re  todls  for  Liiiihi-wives'  hand ; 
Sor  wanted,  in  ILi.t  ui.irtiid  .lay, 
The  im|>lemi  uts  of  Seottinli  fiay, 

Tho  buckler,  hince,  nnil  brand. 
Binridh  itSBboile,  the  jdiico  of  state. 
On  I'ldien  Si'ttlo  Manniim  sate. 
And  vit'w'd  around  the  blazing  hearth. 
Jlis  follnwer9  IU1X  in  noisy  luirthi 
Whom  with  brown  ale,  in  joUjr  tide, 
Frniu  aiK'ii'Ot  veiuelii  rongerl  aside. 
Full  actively  their  boat  supplied. 

IV. 
Thpini  was  the  glee  of  martial  breast, 
And  laughter  th.irs  at  little  jest; 
And  oft  Loid  Miirniion  deign'd  loaid. 
And  niini;1e  in  tho  mirth  they  marl 
For  tlioogh,  Willi  luen  <.f  hi«li  degre. 
The  proudeKt  of  the  pronil  was  he, 
Yet.  train'din  camps,  he  knew  the  a; 
To  w.n  the  soldif-r's  hardy  heart. 
Tltey  love  a  captain  to  obey. 


BoiRterons  as  March,  yet  fresh  as  Hay: 
With  open  hand,  and  brow  as  free. 
Lover  of  wino  and  minstrelsy; 
Ever  the  flrat  to  scale  a  tower. 
As  tentviroiiB  in  a  lady's  bower:— 
Such  buxom  chief  shall  lead  hia  boat 
From  India's  fires  to  Zembla'a  frost. 

V. 
Besting  upon  his  pilgrim  Rlaff, 

Right  opposite  the  Palmer  stood; 
His  thin  dark  vinafie  seen  bnt  half^ 

Half  hidden  by  his  hoo<1. 
Still  t^x'd  on  Mamiion  was  his  look, 
Wtiieh  he,  who  ill  such   gaze  conld 

Strove  by  a  frown  to  quell ; 
Ilntnotforttiat.thonghiQorethaiionoe 
Full  met  their   stern   encountering 
glanee. 

The  Palmer's  visage  fall. 
VI. 
!5y  fits  less  frequent  from  the  crowd 
\Va»  heard  the  burst  of  laughter  lond; 
For  stiU,  us  sijuirc  and  areher  stared 
Uu  that  dark  luce  and  matte<l  beaid. 

Their  gke  and  game  declined. 
All  g;u!<;d  at  length  in  silence  drear, 
Uulirokc,  r^vewhen  in  comrade's  ear 
Some  yeoman,  wondering  in  bis  fear. 

Thus  whisper  d  forth  hia  mind:  — 
"Saint  Mary!  saw'tit  thou  e'er  sneh 

sight? 
How  palo   his  cheek,   his  eye  how 

bright, 
tt b.ne'er  tho  firebrand's  fickle  light 

Glancus  beneath  his  cowl ! 
Full  on  our  Lor.l  he  f-els  his  eye ; 
For  his  Lest  iMxlfrey.  would  not  I 

Endure  that  sullen  scowl." 

va 


Tho  ^ver-varying  flre-Iight  show 
Tli:it  liyiire  stern  and  face  of  woe^ 

Kow  ciill'd  upon  a  squire;— 
"  Fitz-EiiKtace,    know'st     thou   not 
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Ym. 

'*  So  please  yon,**  thns  the  yonth  re- 
joined, 
* '  Our  choicest  minstrers  left  behind. 
Ill  may  we  hope  to  please  your  ear, 
Accustom'd  Constant  s  strains  to  hear. 
The  harp  fall  deftly  can  he  strike. 
And  woke  the  lover's  lute  alike; 
To  dear  Saint  Valentine,  no  thrnsh 
Sings  livelier  from  a  spring-tide  bosh. 
No  nightingale  her  love-lorn  tone 
More  sweetly  warbles  to  the  moon. 
Woe  to  the  cause,  whate*er  it  be. 
Detains  from  na  his  melody. 
Lavished  on  rocks,  and  billows  stem, 
Or  duller  monks  of  Lindisfame. 
Now  must  I  venture,  as  I  may. 
To  dng  his  favourite  roundeiay.** 

IX. 

A  mellow  voice  Fit?  "Sustace  had. 
The  air  he  chose  was  wild  and  sad; 
Such  have  I  heard,  in  Scottish  land 
Bise  from  the  busy  harvest  band. 
When  falls  before  the  mountaineer, 
On  Lowland  plains,  the  ripened  ear. 
Now  one  shnll  voice  the  notes  pro- 
long, 
Now  a  wild  chorus  swells  the  song: 
Oft  have  I  listen'd,  and  stood  still. 
As  it  came  soften *d  up  the  hill. 
And  deem*d  it  the  lament  of  men 
Who  languish'd  for  their  native  glen ; 
And  thoncht  how  sad  would  be  such 

sound 
On  Susquehana*s  swampy  ground, 
Kentucky's  wood-encumber'd  brake 
Or  wild  Ontario's  boundless  lake. 
Where  heart-sick  exiles,  in  the  strain, 
Becall'd  fair  Scotland's  hills  again  I 

X. 

SONO. 

Where  shall  the  lover  rest, 

Whom  the  fates  sever 
From  his  true  maiden's  breast, 

Parted  for  ever ! 
Where, through  groves  deep  and  high, 

Sounds  the  far  billow, 
Where  early  violets  die, 

Under  the  willow. 


CEOSIIB. 

Eltu,  loro,  &o.  Soft  shall  be  his  pillow. 

There,  through  the  summer  day. 

Cool  streams  are  laving; 
There,  while  the  tempests  sway. 

Scarce  are  boughs  waving ; 
There,  thy  rest  shall  thoa  take. 

Parted  for  ever. 
Never  again  to  wake. 

Never,  O  never  I 

CHOBUS. 

Eleu  lorOt  Ac    Never,  O  never  I 

XI. 

Where  shall  the  traitor  rest, 

He,  the  deceiver. 
Who  could  win  maiden^  breast* 

Buin,  and  leave  her  ? 
In  the  lost  battle, 

Borne  down  by  the  flying. 
Where  mingles  war's  rattle 

WiUi  groans  of  the  dying. 

CHOBUS. 

Eleu  loro,  &c  There  shall  he  be  lyings 

Her  wing  shall  the  eagle  flap 

O'er  the  false-hearted;  - 
His  warm  blood  the  wolf  shall  lap. 

Ere  life  be  parted. 
Shame  and  dishonour  sit 

By  his  grave  ever; 
Blessings  shall  hallow  it, — 

Never,  O  never ! 

CHORUS. 

JEfett  loro,  &c.     Never,  O  never  I 

XII. 

It  ceased,  the  melancholy  sound; 
And  silence  sunk  on  all  around. 
The  air  was  sud ;  but  bidder  still 

It  fell  on  Murmion's  ear. 
And  plain'd  as  if  discrace  and  ill. 

And  shameful  deatn,  were  near. 
He  drew  his  mantle  past  his  face. 

Between  it  and  the  band, 
And  restocl  with  liis  head  a  space, 

Reclinin{T  on  his  hand. 
His  thoujrlits  1  scan  not;  but  I  ween. 
That,  (!Ould  their  import  have  beea 
seen* 
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it  groom  in  all  the  hall, 
Thiit  e'er  tied  conrser  to  a  bUxII. 
WouliI  Ecerce  have  wiih'il  to  bu  their 

prey, 
For  Lnttcrvfard  and  Fontenaye, 

XI LL 
High   niindn,   of   nntive  pride   and 

Most  deeply  feel  thy  pangM,  Bemotsf 
Fear,  for  their sconrge,  mean  villftii 

Tiiou  nrt  the  torturer  of  tlie  brave  ! 
Vet  fatal  streni;th  they  boast  to  slci 
Their  mindh  to  bear  the  wounds  they 

feel. 
Even  nhile  they  writhe  beneath  th< 

Of  civil  conflict  in  the  heart. 

For  soon  Lord  ^Inrmion  raieed  Lii 

And,  Bmiling,  toFilz-Eustacesaid,— 
"  la  it  not  Etrange,  that,  as  ye  aung, 
Sceiu'd  in  mine  ear  a  denlli-iu'al  mng, 

For  some  tleiiartiuR  histers  soul ? 

Say,  what  may  this  jvortend?" 
Then  Hrst  the  ratmcr  Kil^nce  broke. 
(The  livelong  d:iy  hn  ha>l  not  Rpoke,) 

"The  death  of  a  dear  friend," 

XIV, 

Slarmion,  whose  steady  heart  and  eya 

Ne'er  changed  in  worst  extreniity; 

lliiriiiion,  whose  soul  could  scantly 

Even  from  bin  King,  a  hnnghiy  look; 
^Vhosc  accent  of  cola  maud  cuntroll'd, 
la  ramps,  (he  boldest  of  the  bold — 
Thon^hi.  look,  and  utterance  failed 

Falrn 


br<.w , 

For  either  in  the  lone. 
Or  something  in  the  P^ilmer's  look, 
So  full  upon  bis  ccmscienee  atrool;. 

That  answer  he  found  none. 
Thns  oft  it  haps,  that  when  within 
They  shrink  at  sense  ol  Becret  sin, 

A  feather  daunts  the  brave; 
A  foot's  wild  speech  confoands  the 


Before  their  meanest  alkve. 
XV. 
WeU  might  he  falter  1— Br  his  Bid 
Waa  Constance  Beverley  betrKy'd. 
Not  that  he  anf^r'd  of  the  doom. 
Which  on  the  living  closed  the  tomb: 
But,  tired  to  hear  the  deBperal«  maid 
'llireatf  n  by  turns,  betiecch,  npbiBid; 
And  wroth,  because  in  wild  despair. 
She  practised  on  the  life  of  CUre; 
lis  fugitive  the  Church  he  gave. 
Though  not  a  victim,  bnt  a  slave; 
And    deem'd    restraint   in   oonTeat 

strange 
Would  hide  her  wrongs,  and  her  re- 
venge. 
Himself,    proud    Henry's    faTOtirit* 

peer, 
Held  Romish  thunders  idle  fear. 
Secure  his  parilon  he  might  hold. 
For  some  slight  mulct  of  peaAno»- 

gold. 
Thns  judging,  he  gave  secret  way. 
When    the    stem   priests  snipnsed 
their  prey. 
3  tnin  but  deem'd  the  tRVonrita 

Was  K'!t  behind,  to  spare  his  age; 
Or  other  if  they  deem'd,  none  dared 
I'o  mutter  what  be  thoagbt  and  heard: 
Woe  to  the  vassal,  who  dust  pry 
Into  Lord  Marmion's  privacy  I 
XVI. 


slept— he  deem'd  her 

And  safe  secured  in  distant  cell; 
Hut,  waken 'd  by  her  favourite  lay, 
And  tb.it  strange  Palmer's  boding  anj. 
That  fell  so  ominous  and  drear. 
Full  on  the  oLji-et  of  his  fear. 
To  aid  remorse's  venom 'd  throes, 
Dark  tales  of  convent- vengeance  rose; 
And   CoQstauue,    late  betray'd  and 

All  lovely  on  his  soul  retnm'd  ; 
Lovely  as  when,  at  treacherous  call. 
She  left  her  convent's  peaceful  mil, 
'd  with  shamer   with  teiroB 
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Dreading  alike  escape,  pursuit. 
Till  love,  victorious  o'er  alarms. 
Hid  fears  and  blushes  in  his  arms. 

XVIL 

"Alas!**  he  thought,  "how  changed 

that  mien ! 
How  changed  these  timid  looks  have 

been. 
Since  years  of  guilt,  and  of  disguise, 
Have  steel'd  her  brow,  and  arm  d  her 

eyes ! 
No  more  of  virgin  terror  speaks 
The  blood  that  mantles  in  her  cheeks; 
Fierce,  and  unfeminine,  are  there, 
Frenzy  for  jcy,  for  grief  despair; 
And  I  the    cause— for   whom    were 

given 
Her  peace  on  earth,  her  hopes  in 

heavcD  ! — 
Would,"  thought  he,  as  the  picture 

grows, 
**  I  on  its  stalk  had  left  the  rose ! 
Oh,  why  should  man's  success  re- 
move 
The  very  charms  that  wake  his  love ! 
Her  convent's  peaceful  solitude 
Is  now  a  prison  harsh  and  rude. 
And,  pent  within  the  narrow  cell. 
How  will  her  spirit  chafe  and  swell  ! 
How  brook  the  stem  monastic  laws  ! 
The  penance  how— and  I  the  cause  \ 
Vigil  and  scourge — perchance  even 

worse !" — 
And    twice    be    rose  to  cry,    "To 

horse  r— 
And  twice  his  Sovereign's  mandate 

came, 
Like  damp  upon  a  kindling  flame  ; 
And  twice  he  thought,    "Gave  I  not 

charge 
She  should  be  safe,   though  not  at 

large  V 
They  durst  not,  for  their  island,  shred 
One  golden  ringlet  from  her  head." 

XVHL 

While  thus    in     Marmion's    bosom 

strove 
Repentance  and  reviving  love, 
Like  whirlwinds,  whose  contending 

sway 
I*ve  seen  Loch  Vennachar  obey, 


Their  Host  the  Palmer's  speech  had 

heard, 
And,  talkative,  took  up  the  word : 

**Ay,  reverend  Pilgrim,  you,  who 
stray 
From  Scotland's  simple  land  away. 

To  visit  realms  afar. 
Full  often  learn  the  art  to  know 

Of  future  weal,  or  future  woe, 

By  word,  or  sign,  or  star  ; 
Tet  might  a  knight  his  fortune  hear. 
If,  knight-like,  he  despises  fear. 
Not  far  from  hence  ;— if  fathers  old 
Aright  our  hamlet  legend  told.**— 
These  broken    words    the     menials 

move, 
(For  marvels  still  the  vulgar  love,) 
And,  Marmion  giving  license  cold. 
His  tale  the  host  thus  gladly  told  : — 

XIX. 

The  HosCs  TnU. 

**  A  clerk  could  tell  what  years  have 

flown 
Since  Alexander  filled  our  throne, 
( Third  monarch  of  that  wurl  ike  name, ) 
And  eke  the  time  when  here  he  came 
To  seek  Sir  Hugo,  then  our  lord : 
A  braver  never  drew  a  sword  ; 
A  wiser  never,  at  the  hour 
Of  midnight  spoke  the  word  of  power: 
The  same,  whom  ancient  records  call 
The  founder  of  thre  Goblm-Hall. 
I  would,  Sir  Knight,  your  longer  stay 
Gave  you  that  cavern  to  survey. 
Of  lofty  roof,  and  ample  size, 
Beneath  the  castle  deep  it  lies  : 
To  hew  the  living  rock  profound, 
The  floor  to  pave,  the  nrc-h  to  round. 
There  never  toil'd  a  mortal  arm. 
It  all  was  wrou<];ht  by  word  and  charm; 
And  I  have  heard  my  grandsire  say, 
That  the  wild  clamour  and  affray 
Of  those  dread  artisans  of  hell, 
\\Tio  labour'd  under  Hugo's  spell. 
Sounded  as  loud  as  ocean's  war. 
Among  the  caverns  of  Dunbar. 

XX. 

•'The    King  Lord    Gifford's    castle 

sought. 
Deep     labouring     with     uncertain 

thought ; 
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Even  then  he  mnater'd  all  his  host, 
To  meet  npon  the  western  coaat ; 
For  Noree  an4  DaniRh  gnlleys  plied 
Theii  onra  within  the  frith  of  Clyde. 
Thera  llanted  Haco'H  haaner  trim, 
Above  Norweynn  warriors  grim, 
Savftfie  of  heart,  and  liirge  of  limb  ; 
'ITiredteDing  both  oontioent  nnd  isle 
Bute,  Arran.  C mini  nghnme, end  Kyle 
Lord     Gifford,    deep    beneath     the 

CTonud, 
Henrd  Aleinnder's  bufjle  sonnd, 
And  lurried  not  liis  cnrb  to  ohimce. 
But,  in  hie  wizard  hiibit  RtraoRe, 
Cume  forth, — a  quaint  and    fearful 

Hisniantlo  lined  with  toi-sliinaw 
HiDhij^h  nnd  wrinkled  forehead  bora 
A  pointed  en]),  BUch  as  of  yore 
Clerks  Einy  thi  it  Pharaoh's  Slaai  wore  : 
Hia  sboen   were  mark'd  with  cross 

and  Kpc-ll, 
Upon  hU  breast  a  pentacle  ; 
His  zone,  of  virgin  j>:iruhmcnt  Ihin, 
(.Ir,  as  Roma  te.l,  of  dcoil  man's  ekin, 
Jlore  many  a  planetary  sign. 
CombiiHt.  nntl  retroi^ade,  nnd  trine; 
And  in  his  liiind  he  held  pr<>pnred, 
A  nuked  sword  without  a  guard. 
XXI. 


As  one  nnu^od  In  npper  ilny  : 
Eviu  Ids  own  menials  wtlh  dismay 
Beheld,  Sir  KniKht.  tbct  griBly  Sire. 
In  hia  unwonted  wild  ottiro  ; 
Dnwonted,  for  traditions  run. 
He  Bcldom  thus  beheld  (he  sun.— 
•I    know,'   ho  Baid-bis  voit-o  was 

hoarse. 
And  broken  seciuM  its  hollow  force,— 
'1  tniiw  the  rausc,  allliQiUjb  iinlold, 
Why  the  King  seeks  Ins  vassal's  hold : 
Vainly  from  me  my  lieRe  wouldknow 
His  kingdom's  future  weal  ot  woe  ; 
Bnt  yet,  if  strong  bis  arm  and  heart. 
His  courage  may  do  more  than  art. 


3xn. 

"  'Of  middle  air  the  demons  piond. 
Who  ride  npon  the  inckmg  oload. 
Can  read,  in  fix'd  or  wandering  star. 
The  issue  of  events  afar ; 
Bnt  still  their  sullen  aid  withhold. 
Save  when  by  mightier   force  con- 

troU'd. 
Such  late  I  snmnion'd  to  my  hall ; 
And  though  bo  potent  was  the  call. 
That  Rcorce  the  deepest  nook  ot  hell 
I  dcem'd  a  refuge  from  the  spell. 
Yet,  obstinate  in  silence  still. 
The  haughty  demon  mocks  my  skill. 
But  thou— who    little    know'at  thy 

might. 
As  bum  upon  that  blessed  night 
When  yawning   graves,  and    dying 

groan. 
Proclaim 'd      hell's      empire      oTer- 

With  untaught  Talour  shalt  compel 
Response  denied  to  magic  speil. 
'  Gramercy,'  quoth  our  Monarch  free, 
'  Place  hiin  but  front  to  front  with 

And. by  this  cood  and  hononr'd  brand. 
The  Rift  of  C(EUr-do-Lion'a  hand, 
Sootbly  I  Kwcir  that,  tide  what  tide. 
The  demon  shall  a  buEfet  bide.'— 
His  hearing  bold  the  wizard  viow'd. 
And  thus,  well  pleased,  his  speech 

'  Thcro  spoka  the  blood  of  Maloolm  1 

Forth   p;it:ing    hence,    at    midnig'  t 

The  raiuparl   seek,   whose  circhng 

Credits  the  ascent  of  yonder  down : 
A  Bonthem  entrance  shalt  thoo  find ; 
There  hall,  and  there  thy  bugle  wind. 
And  trust  thine  ellin  foe  to  see. 
In  guise  of  thy  worst  enemy  : 
Couth  then  thy  lance,  and  spur  thy 

rponhiiii,  and  St.  George  to  speed  I 
if  he  go  down,  thou  soon  sbalt  know 
Whate'er    these    airy     sprites    cui 

If  thy  heart  fail  Ihee  in  the  strife, 
I  am  no  warrant  for  thy  life,' 


xxra. 

'*  Soon  «a  th«  midnight  bell  did  ring. 
Alone  uid  arm'd,  forth  rode  the  King 
To  that  old  camp's  deserted  ronnd  : 
Sir  Knight,  yoa  veil  might  mark  the 

moond. 
Loft  hukd  the  to wn, —the  Pictish  race. 
The  trench,  long  since,  in  blood  did 

The  moor  aronnd  is  brown  and  bare, 
The  space  -within  is  green  and  fair. 
The  spot  ottr  village  childTeQ  know. 
For  there  the  earliest  vild-floweis 

Bat  woe  betide  the  wandering  vight, 

That  treads  its  circle  in  the  night  I 
The  breadth  acroes,  a  bowshot  clear, 
Oivei  ample  space  for  full  citreer: 
Opposed  to  the  four  points  of  beeven, 
By  fonr  deep  gaps  are  entrance  given. 
Xoesouthemmost  oar  Monarch  past, 
Halted,  and  blew  agalUmt  blast; 
And  on  the  north,  within  the  ring, 
Appeur'dthofonnofEDgliLad'HKing, 
Who  then,  a  thousand  leagues  afar, 
In  RUertine  waged  holy  war: 
Yet  arms  like  England's  did  he  wield, 
Ahke  the  leopards  in  the  shield, 
Ahko  his  Syrian  courser's  frame, 
The  rider's  length  of  limb  the  same: 
IjougBfterwajrds  did  Scotlauil  know, 
Fell£dward'  was  her  deadliest  foe. 

XXJV. 
"The  vision  made  oar  Monarch  start, 
Bnt  soon  he  monn'd  his  noble  heart, 
And  in  the  first  cnrrer  they  ran. 
The  Elfin  Knight  fell,  horee  and  man ; 
yet  did  a  splinter  of  his  Innce 
Through  Alexander's  visor  glance. 
And  ritzfd  the  skin — a  punjr  woand. 
The  King,  light  leaping  to  the  ground, 
With  naked  blade  fcia  phantom  foe 
Compell'd  the  fatnra  war  to  show. 
Of  lArgs  ha  saw  the  glorious  plain, 
Where  still  gigantic  bones  remain, 

Uamorial  of  the  Danish  war; 
Himself  he  siw,  amid  the  field,  ^ 
On  high  his  b  randish '  d  war-axe  wield , 

And  slriks  proud  Uoco  from  his  cor, 


•  Bdimril  I.  ot  EngluuL 


While  all  around  the  shadowy  Kings 
Denmark's    grim     ravens     cower  d 

their  wings. 
Tis  said,  that,  in  that  awfnl  night, 
Remoter  visions  .-net  his  sight 
Foreshowing  future  oonqnests  far. 
When  OUT  sons'  sons  wage  northern 


And  shouting  crews  her  navy  bore, 
Trinmphant,  to  the  victor  shore.f 
Such  signs  nay  learned  clerks  ex- 
plain, 
Thej  pass  the  wit  ot  simple  swain. 

XXV. 
"The  joyful  King  tnm'd  home^ain. 
Heeded    his   host,   and    qnell'd  th« 

But  yearly,  when  retum'd  the  night 
Of  his  strange  combat  with  the  sprite. 


His 


Lord  OifFord  then  would  gibing  say, 
'  Bold  as  ye  were,  my  liege,  ye  pay 

The  penance  of  your  start.' 
Long  since,  beneath   Dunlermllne's 

King  Aleiander  fills  his  grave. 

Our  L^dy  give  him  rest  I 
Yet    still    the    knightly  spear   and 

shield 
The  ElGn  Warrior  doth  wield. 

Upon  the  brown  hill's  breast; 
And  many  a  knight  hath  proved  his 

In  the  charm'd  ring  to  break  a  lance. 

Hut  all  have  fonlly  sped; 
Save  two,  as  legends  tell,  and  they 
Were  Wallace    wight,   and    Gilbert 

Hay.— 
Oentlcs,  my  tale  Is  said." 
XX7L 


And  on  the  tale  the  yeoman-throng 
Had  muilo  a  comment  sage  and  long, 
ISut  Alormion  gave  a  sign: 


HCOTrs  posncAL  works^ 


Anil,  with  their  lori,  the  Bquirea  re- 
tire; 
The  rest,  aroimd  the  hostel  fire, 

Tb(;ir  drowsy  limba  recline; 
For  pillow,  omlenieath  ench  head, 
Tho  quiver  and  the  targe  were  laid. 
Deep  shimbpring  on  the  hostel  floor, 
Oppresa'd   with   toil  and   ale,   they 

The  dying  flame,  in  fitlal  change. 
Threw  on  the    group    its    ithadows 

xxvn. 

Apnrt,  and  nestling  in  the  hoy 
( )f  II  wfiste  loft.  Fitz-Eaatace  Uy; 
Scarce,  by  the  pile  moonlight,  wc 

The  foldings  of  hi»  mantle  green: 
Lightly  he  dreamt,   bh  youth    will 

dream. 
Of  Kport  by  thicket,  or  hy  ulrenm. 
Of  hawk  or  houud,  of  riuj^  or  glove, 
Or.  lighter  yet.  of  Imly's  love. 
A  c^iiiiion!!  tread  lii?i  xliiniber  broke, 
And,  clofiubeHiduhiui,  when  h<'  woke, 
In    moonbeam    half,    and   half   in 

Bloom. 
Stoii  1  a   t.itl    form,    with    nodding 

But,  tro  his  duRi-er  Enntace  drew, 
Hit     maater    Marmion'a     voice    he 


And,  darkling  UArmion's  atsed  w 

ray'd, 

whila,  whispering  thus  tha  Bansi 

XXII. 

d  my  yonth,  hekr 


■Did'atn 

tell. 


Yoi 

.\n<I  fstiwi'i  thoughts  have  chafed  my 

TLoair  mnKt  cool  ray  feverish  bloodi 
And  lain  would  I  tide  foHh,  to  see 
Tb.'  hi-i-ne  ol'  KIlin  chivalry. 
Arist,  and  saddle  me  my  ttti-ed; 
Auil.  gentle  Ilnabice,  tjike  gnoil  heed 
Ttiou  dust  not  rumso  thci>u  drowsy 

I  would  not.  that  the  pratinR  knaves 
Had  c'.iuve  for  saying;,  u'er  their  ale, 
Thiit  I  conldcn^ditmicha  t■^le."-■ 
Th^■nBOft^y  downtbostcpHlbeyiilid,  I 


That  on  the  hour  when  I  wm  bom. 
Saint  George,  who  graced  my  sire's 

chapelle, 
Down  from  hie  steed  of  marble  fell, 

A  weary  wight  forlorn? 
The  flattering  cbaphuns  all  agree, 
Tbe  champion  left  his  steed  to  me. 
I  would,  the  omen's  tmth  to  show. 
That  1  could  meet  this  Elfln  Foe  I 
Blithe  would  I  batUe,  for  the  tight 
To  ask  one  qaestion  at  tha  sprite: — 
^'ain    Uionght  1  for   elves,   if  elres 

there  be, 
An  empty  race,  by  fonnt  or  sea. 
To  dashing  waters  donee  and  sing. 
Or  round  the  green  oak  wheel  their 

ring." 
Thus  speaking,  ha  his  steed  beetiode. 
And  from  tbe  hostel  slowly  rode. 

XXX. 
Fitz-Eostooe  followed  him  abnwd. 
And  tnork'd  him    pace  the  Tilhiga 

And  lislen'd  to  hie  horse's  tramp. 

Till,  hy  the  lessening  sound. 
He  judged    that   of   Uie   Pictiah 
camp 
Lord  Marmion  sought  the  loond. 
'Wonder  it  seeui'd,   in   tbe  squire's 

That  one,  ko  wory  held,  and  wise, — 
lom  'twaa  said  he  soaree  ra. 
ceived 

For    goHpel,    what   tbe   ohorch  be. 

Should,  RtilT'd  by  idle  tale. 
Bide  forth  in  silence  ot  the  night. 
As  hoping  half  to  meet  a  sprite, 
.\rTayil  in  plate  and  mail 
For  little  did  Filz-EuHtaco  know. 
That  pasgions,  in  contending  flow, 

I'nlii  llie  strongest  mind: 
Wcfuried  from  doabt  to  donbt  to  fla«t 
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We  welcome  fond  creduKty, 
Griiide  confident,  though  blind. 

XXXL 

Liittle  for  this  Fitz-Eostace  cared. 
Bat,  patient,  waited  till  he  heard, 
At  distance,  prick'd  to  utmost  speed. 
The  foot-tramp  of  a  flying  steed. 

Come  town- ward  rushi^  on; 
First,  dead,  as  if  on  turf  it  trode. 
Then,     clattering    on    the    village 

road,— 
In  other  pace  than  forth  he  yode,* 

Ketnmed  Lord  Marmion. 
Down  hastily  he  sprung  from  selle, 
And,  in  his  haste,  well-nigh  he  fell; 
To  the  squire's  hand  the   rein  he 

threw. 
And  spoke  no  word  as  he  withdrew : 
But  yet  the  moonlight  did  betray, 
The  falcon-crest  was  soil'd  with  clay; 
And  plainly  might  Fitas-£ustace  see, 
By  stains  upon  the  charger's  knee, 
And  his  left  side,  that  on  the  moor 
He  had  not  kept  his  footing  sure. 
Long  musing  on    these  wondrous 

signs. 
At  length  to  rest  the  squire  reclines, 
Broken  and  short ;  for  still,  between. 
Would  dreams  of  terror  intervene  : 
Eustace  did  ne*er  so  blithelj  ma^k 
The  first  notes  of  the  morning  lark. 


INTBODUCTION  TO  CANTO 
FOUBTH. 

TO  JAMES  SKENE,  ESQt 

Ashesfidf  Eilrick  Forest. 
An  ancient  Minstrel  sagely  said, 
"Where  is  the  life  which  late  we  led  ?' ' 
That  motley  clown  in  Arden  wood, 
Whom  humoTirous  Jacques  with  envy 

view'd. 
Not  even  that  clown  could  amplify, 
On  this  trite  text,  so  long  as  I. 
Eleven  years  we  now  may  tell. 
Since  we  have  known  each  other  well ; 
Since,  riding  side  by  siclc,  our  hand 
First  drew  the  voluntary  brand, 

♦  Tode,  nsed  by  old  poets  for  xoent. 
f  Jiunt^  Skene,  Esq.,  of  Kublslaw,  Aber 
deenshire. 


And  sure,  through  many  a  varied 

scene, 
Unkindness  never  came  between. 
Away  these  winged  years  have  flown, 
To  join  the  mass  of  ages  gone  ; 
And    though  deep-mark^,  like    all 

below 
With  chequer'd  shades  of  joy  and 

woe  ; 
Though  thou  o'er  realms  and  seas 

hast  ranged, 
Mark'd    cities    lost,     and    empires 

changed. 
While  here,  at  home,  my  narrower  ken 
Somewhat  of  manners  saw,  and  men; 
Though  varying  wishes,  hopes,  and 

fears. 
Fever' d  the  progress  of  these  years, 
Yet  now,  days,   weeks,  and  months, 

but  seem, 
The  recollection  of  a  dream. 
So  still  we  glide  down  to  the  sea 
Of  fathomless  eternity. 

Even  now  it  scarcely  seems  a  day, 
Since  first  I  tuned  this  idle  lay  ; 
A  task  so  often  thrown  aside, 
When  leisure  graver  cores  denied, 
That  now,  November's  dreary  gale, 
\Vhose  voice  inspired    my  opening 

tale. 
That  same  November  gale  once  more 
\Vhirls  the   dry    leaves    on    Yarrow 

shore. 
Their  vex'd  boughs  streaming  to  the 

sky, 
Once  more  our  naked  birches  sigh, 
And  Blockhouse  heights,  and  Ettrick 

Pen, 
Have  donnM   their    wintry  shrouds 

again  : 
And  mountain    dark,    and    flooded 

mead. 
Bid  us  forsake  the  banks  of  Tweed. 
Earlier  than  wont  along  the  sky, 
Mix'd  with  the  rack,  the  snow  mists 

fly; 

TLo  shepherd,  who  in  summer  sun. 
Had  something  of  our  euvv  won, 
As  thou  with  pencil,  I  with  pen. 
The  feature  4  traced  of  hill  and  glen;— 
He  who,outstretch'd  the  livelong  day. 
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At  earn  smong  the  heath-flowers  laj, 
Vienr'd  the  light  clonda  with  vacant 

look. 
Or  slQmber'd  o'er  bis  tatter'il  hook. 
Or  i^U;  busied  him  to  guide 
His  angle  o'ei  the  leoRen'd  tide  ; — 
At  midDi|;ht  now.  thq  Kuowy  pbun 
Finds  sterner  labour  for  the  awain. 

When  red  hath  net  the  beamleas 


HnrlillK  the  bail, 

Acaillstthc  casement's  tinkling  pane; 

Tbe  HOundH  that  drive  wild  deer,  and 

foi, 
To  bhvlter  in  the  brako  and  rocks, 
Are  w am in)p  which  the  shepherd  ask 
To  diimid  and  to  dunu«cou9  task. 
Oft  ho  looks  forth,  and  hoiits.  la  vain. 
ThchliuitiuiiyMiikinniellowin»;rain; 
Till,  dnrk  nboi  e,  and  wbito  below 
Deiided  drives  tbe  fluliy  snow. 
Anil  f»rth  tbe  hardy  Rw.tia  most  ((o. 
IxiDg.  with  di^jectrd  look  and  whine, 
To  Icnve  tlie  hearth  his  do^^  repine  ; 
Wbititlingand  cheering  them  to  aid. 
Around  liiib^ickhe  wreathi'stho  plaid: 
Hi4  dock  he  [;:ithers.  and  ho  gmdes. 
To  open  downK,  and  mo un tain-Bides. 
Where  fiercest  thongh  the  tempest 

Least  di-'-ply  lies  the  drift  ht-low. 
The  blast,  that  whistles  o'er  the  fells, 
Stiffens  his  locks  to  iciclex; 
Oft  he  looks  hiiek,  while  streaming 

far. 
His  coHaffe  window  eeenis  n  star, — 
LoscK  its  feeble  gleam.  -  au<l  theD 
Tnni<i  patient  to  the  blant  a^ain. 
And,  fjcintt  t<i  the  tr'mTWHt's  Hwecp, 
Drives  thniii[;h  tho  ^lnoin  bia  \ng- 

gintt  sbi-ep. 
If  f<uls  hi-<  heart,  if  his  limbs  fiiil, 
Il'-nnmbing  death  is  in  thv  gal"- 
His  paths   his  landmarks,   nil  nu- 

CloBO  1.)  the  hot.  no  tnori'  his  own. 
Close  to  the  aid  he  sought  in  vain, 


And,  cloae  beside  him.  in  the  anow. 
Poor  Yarrow,  partner  ol  their  woe, 
Oonche«  upon  hia  maater'a  breaat, 
And   licks  hia  cheek  to  break  hia 


Who  envies  now  the  aliepberd'a  lot, 
Hia  healthy  fare,  his  rural  cot, 
""""  "  coneb  by  ( 


His  rustic  kim'a*  loud  revelry, 
Hia  native  hill-notes,  tuned  on  high. 
To  Marion  ot  tbe  blithesome  eye: 
His  crook,  his  Bcri|i,  bis  oaten  Msd, 
And  all  Arcadia's  golden  creedT 

Changes  notao  with  us.  my  Sken^ 
Ot  human  life  the  varying  Boene  I 
Our  yonthfnl  summer  oft  we  Bee 
D:mco  by  on  wings  of  gams  and  glsa^ 
While  the  dork  storm   reseires  ita 

rage, 
Against  the  winter  of  our  aga: 
.Vs  he,  tho  ancient  Chief  of  IW. 
His  mnnliood  spent  in  peace  and  joj; 
Hut  Grecian  fires,  and  loud  alarms. 


.  His    share     of  pleasure,    ahara   of 

Then      happy    those,      belsred    at 

H.avi^n. 
To  whom  the  mingled  cap  is  gives' 
Whose  lenient  sorrows  find  rdief, 
i  Whose  joys  ore  chasteu'd  by  thoit 

griff. 
And  such  a  Iot,m.v  Skene,  waa  thina, 
Wbi-n  thou  of  Lite,  wert  doom'd  la 

twiuo.— 
Jnst  when  thy  hriihd  hour  wasby,- 
The  cyprehn  with  the  myrtle  tie. 
Just   on   thy    bride    her    Sire  bad 


Aod  -wipe  oBeciion's  filial  tear. 
Nor  dig  the  actions  neit  bia  end. 
Speak    more   the   father    than  thi 

Boarce  bad  lamented  Forbes  paid 
The  tribute  to  hia  Mimitreru  slmde; 
The  tale   ot  friendship   acarce   wu 

told, 
Ete  the  narrator's  heart  was  cold — 
Far  may  ■we  search  before  we  find 
A  heart  eo  manly  and  so  kind  1 
Ltnt  not  aronndnis  buaonr'd  um. 
Shall    friends   alone    and    kindred 

monmi 
Hie  thonsuid   ejea    his    care    had 

Poor  at  his  name  a  bitter  tide; 
And  freqnent  falls  the  i;mtefiil  dew, 
i'or  benefits  the  world  ueer  knew. 
It  mortal  charity  dare  claim 
The  Aimiffhty's  attributed  name, 
Inscribe  aboTe  his  monldering  clay, 
"The  widow's  shield,  the  orphan's 

stay. 
Nor,   though    it    wake    thy  sorrow, 

UjverseintmdCKonthis  sad  theme; 
For  sacred  was  the  pen  that  wrote, 
"Thy  father'!  friend    forget    thon 

Boti" 
And  gratefnl  title  may  I  plead, 
For  many  tt  kindly  word  and  deed, 
To  brine  my  tribute  to  his  graTe: — 
Tia  little— bnt  'tie  all  I  have. 

Totbee^  perchanoe,  this  rambling 

Becftlls  DOT  snmmer  walks  again; 
When,  doing  nongbt, — and,  to  speak 

Not  anxions  to  Snd  ou^ht  to  do,  — 
The  wildnnbonadeil  bills  we  ranged, 
While  oft  our  talk  its  to[>ic  changed, 
And,  deenltory  aa  onr  way, 
" ^,  nnconfined,   from  grave  to 


Even  when    it   flage'd,   as  oft  will 

chance, 
No  effort  made  to  break  its  trance. 
We  ooold  rigtit  pleiisanlly  purrino 
Onr  sports  in  social  silencf;  too; 
Thon  biSTaly  labonring  to  portray 


The  blighted  oak's  &ntastic  sproy; 
I  spelling  o'er,  with  mnch  delight. 
The  legend  of  that  antiqno  knieht, 
Tirante  by  name,  yclep'd  the  White. 
At  eitber's  fi>et  a  tmsty  squire, 
Pondour  and  Camp, '  with  eyes  of  Are, 
Jealous,  each  other's  motions  view'd 
And  ecarce  stippress'd  their  ancient 

The   laverock  f   whistled   from   the 

The  stream  was  lively,  bnt  not  load; 
From  the  white  thorn  the  Uay-flow- 

Ils  dewy  fragrance  ronnd  onr  bead: 
Not  Ariel  lived  more  merrily 
Under  the  blossom'd  bongb,  than  we. 


'  And  blithea 


a  nights,  too,  have 


When  Winter  etript  the   e 


Careless  we  heard,  what  now  I  hear. 
The  wild    blast  sighing  deep    and 

'When  fires  were  brigbtj  and  lamps 

beam'd  gay. 
And  ladies  tuned  the  lovely  lay; 
And  be  was  held  a  laggard  soul, 
Who  HhDiin'd  to  quafi  the  sparkling 

Then  he,  whose  absence  we  deplore,  J 
Who  breathes  the  gaics  of  Devon's 

The  longer  miss'd,  bewail'd  the  more; 
And  thou,  and  I,  and  dear  loved  It — ,  ^ 
□no  whose  name  J  may  not  say,  — 
For  not  Mimosa's  tender  tree 
ShriQk;)  sooner  from  the  touch  than 

In  merry  chorus  well  combined. 
With  laughter  drown'd  the  whistling 

Mirth  was  within ;  and  Care  without 
Might  gnaw  her  nails  to  hear  onr 

Not  but  amid  the  liuxom  scene 
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Some  grave  dUcoime  might  inter- 

Of  tbc  good  borso  thnt  bore  him  beet, 
HiH  sbonlder,  boof,  and  arching  creet: 
For,  like  mad  Tom's*    our   cfaielsBt 


tha^ 

Of  manhood  be  more  sober  tame, 
Anil  though  the  field-duy.  or  the  drill, 
Seem  Icmb  important  now — yel  still 
Such  may  wa  hope  ti)  Khiiro  n^in. 
The  Bjirii-hly  thonght  inspires   my 


CANTO   FoUKTM. 
ne    Cm,.. 
I. 
El'KTACE,  I  said,  did  bblhtly  mark 
The  flrHt  mitLS  of  the  lucrry  krk. 
Thi-l.irkKiu^Kbrill,  thu«)tikLc('ri>w, 
Anil  loiLllv  Jlitnuiou'x  \raa\fa  blow, 
Aii.l  ultli  their  li^btuDil  liv<:ly  c;Ul, 
Lnmt^ht  KTooiu  uud  veoniun  to  the 

Htllll. 

AMiistling  tbev  eame.  and  free  ol 


runipluintwiisbuard  on  every  i>nrt, 
'.  If  ^oiiK'tbinK  diourrunKod. 
Si>iiii*i'l:imimred  loud  for iiriuoiir lust; 
.-loiuc  bruwl'tl  and  wrangle<l  with  the 

"  lly  Itci'lipfs  bones,"  criui 


\VhiIe  chafed  the  impatient  aqTiiN 
lika  .thunder. 

Old  Hnbert  sboatB,  in  foar  and  ven- 
der,— 

"Help,   gentle  Blonntl  help,  com- 

rodea  all  t 
Be  vis  lies  dying  in  Ida  stall: 
To  llanuic     -  '  -  ■ 
Of  the  «oo 
Oaping  for  fear  and  mth,  tbey  saw 
The  charger  panting  on  hia  atrav; 
Till  one,   vho  woiSd  seem  wiseat, 

"What  elua  bnt  evil  conld  betidt^ 
With   that  cursed   Palmer  for    Ottr 

guide? 
Better  ve  had  througb  mire  and  bnah 
Been  lantem-led  by  Friar  Boah." 

n. 

Fitz-Enatace,  who  the  canae    but 
gtiesB'd, 
Nor  wholly  nnderstood. 
His    comrades'  clamorons   plainta 
Buppress'd  ; 
Ho  knew  Ixird  Uarniion'a  mood. 
Him.  ere  be  issued  forth,  heaonght. 
And  found  deep  plunged  inftloomj 

tllOURllt, 

Aad  did  bis  tale  display 
Simply  as  if  liiiknew  of  nought 
To  cause  sucb  diaarray. 
Lord  Marniinn  guve  attention  oold, 

the  wnndetatold, — 
I'nss'd  them  as  iLccidents  of  oonraa, 
And  bndc  his  clarions  sound  to  hoTM. 
HI. 


Vduii^  Blount,  I.,ord  Mar 
Found  his  stot'd  wet  with 


Young  Henrv  Bloont,  meanwbilB,  th« 
I         cost 
Had   reckon'd  with    their   Scottiah 

host; 
.Vii[l,  as  the  charge  he  caatand  pidd, 
'■  111  Ibou  desert  'tl  thy  hire,"  he  said: 
"  Dost  see,   thou  knave,   my  horse's 

plight? 
Faines  bovo  ridden  him  all  the  night. 


Iti 


It  th;it  m 


sli;.,'k  and    -ivith    Engli-U    cross    and     blai 

»M.umrd  lit    Shall  drive  tbe  devils  from  this  la 
I      To  their  inl'emal  borne  ; 
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For  in  this  hannted  den,  I  trow, 
An  night  the  J-  trample  to  and  fro.'* 
The  mnghing   host   looked   on  the 

hjjre, — 
"  Gramercy,  gentle  sonthem  squire. 
And  if  thou  comest  among  the  rest, 
With  Scottish  broadsword  to  be  blest^ 
Sharp  be  the  brand,  and  sure  the 

blow. 
And  short  the  pang  to  underffo.** 
Here  stayed  their  talk, — for  Marmion 
Gktye  now  the  signal  to  set  on. 
The  Palmer  showing  forth  the  way. 
They  joumey'd  all  the  morning  day. 

IV. 
The  green-sward   way   was  smooth 

and  good. 
Through  Humbie's  and  through  Sal- 

toun*s  wood ; 
A  forest  glade,  which,  varyinff  still, 
Here  gave  a  view  of  dale  and  hill, 
There  narrower  closed,  till  over  head, 
A  vaulted  screen  the  branches  made. 
**  A  pleasant  path,'*  Fitz-Eustacesaid; 
**  Such  as  where  errant-knights  might 

see 
Adventures  of  high  chivalry  ; 
l£Lght  meet  some  damsel  flying  fast. 
With  hair  unbound  and  looks  aghast; 
And  smooth  and  level  course  were 

here. 
In  her  defence  to  break  a  spear. 
Here,  too,   are  twilight  nooks  and 

dells  ; 
And  oft,  in  such,  the  story  tells. 
The  damsel  kind,  from  danger  freed, 
Did    grateful    pay   her   champion*s 

meed." 
He  spoke  to  cheer  Lord  Marmion's 

mind  : 
Perchance  to  show  his  lore  designed  ; 

For  Eustace  muchliad  pored 
Upon  a  huge  romantic  tome. 
In  the  hall  window  of  his  home, 
Imprinted  at  the  antique  dome 

Of  Coxton,  or  De  Worde.* 
Therefore  he  spoke,— but  spoke   in 

vain. 
For  Marmion  answered  nought  again. 

*  William  Caxton  was  the  eariiest  English 

Srinter ;  bom  in  Kent,  A.  u.  1412  ;  Wynken 
e  Worae  was  bis  sucoesaor. 


V. 

Now  sudden,  distant  trumpets  shrill. 
In  notes  prolong*d  by  wooa  and  hill. 

Were  heard  to  echo  far  ; 
Each  ready  archer  grasp*d  his  bow. 
But  by  the  flourish  soon  they  know. 

They  breathed  no  point  of  war. 
Tet  cautious,  as  in  foeman*s  land. 
Lord  Marmion's  order   speeds   the 
band, 

Some  opener  ground  to  gain  ; 
And  scarce  a  furlough  had  they  rode. 
When  thinner  trees,  receding,  show'd 

A  little  woodland  plain. 
Just  in  that  advanta£;cou8  glade. 
The  halting  troop  a  lino  had  mode. 
As  forth  from  the  of)posing  shade 

Issued  a  gallant  train. 

VI. 

First  came  the  trumpets  at  whose 
clang 

So  late  the  forest  echoes  rang  ; 

On     prancing  steeds    they    forward 
press'd. 

With  scarlet  mantle,  azuro  vest ; 

Each  at  his  trump  a  banner  wore, 

Which  Scotland's    roynl    scutcheon 
bore: 

Heralds  and  pursuivants,  by  name 

Bute,   Ishiy,  Marchmount,  Rothsay, 
came. 

In  painted  tabards,  proudly  showing 

Gules,  Argent,  Or,  and  Azure  glow- 
ing, 
Attendant  on  a  King-nt-arms, 

Whose  hand  the  armoriid  truncheon 
held 

That  feudal  strife  had  often  quell'd. 
When  wildest  its  alarms. 

vn. 

He  was  a  man  of  middle  age; 
In  aspect  manly,  grave,  and  sage, 

As  on  King's  errand  come; 
But  in  the  glances  of  his  eye, 
A  penetrating,  keen,  and  sly 

Expression  found  its  home; 
The  flash  of  that  satiric  rage. 
Which,  biirsting  on  the  early  stage, 
Branded  the  vices  of  the  age, 

And  broke  the  keys  of  Home, 
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On  milk-vbite  pal&ej  forth  lie 

Hia  cap  of  maiatenauoe  was  grsoed 
TVitta  the  proud  heiou-plams. 

From  his  steed's  shoulder,   loio, 
find  breast. 
Bilk  honsinns  swept  the  gronnd, 

WithScotland'sftnna,  device,  and 

Embroider'd  round  and  roood. 
The  double  treaante   might  yon 

First  by  Achuna  bnme. 
The  thiBUe  and  tbs  flear-de-lin. 

And  gallant  nnicoru. 
So  bright  the  King's  armorial  coat, 
That  Bcjirce  the  dazzled  eye  could 

In  living  colonrs,  blaznn'd  brave. 

The  Lion,  which  his  title  gave; 

A    traia   which   well  beseem'd   hie 

But  all  unarm'd,  oronnd  him  wait, 
Still  is  thy  name  in  high  account. 
And  Btill  thy  verse  baa  charms, 
Sir  David  Liadesay  of  the  Mount, 
Lord  Lion  King-at-armn  I 

VIIL 

Down  from  hiH  horiie  did  Jlanuion 

Soon  att  he  saw  Ibe  Liou-King; 
For  wi>ll  the  stately  Baron  knew 
Til  him  such  courtesy  was  due, 
'Whom    rnvol   James    bimsclf    bad 

Anil  on  his  temples  placed  the  ro'ind 

Of  Scotland's  ancient  diadem: 
And    wet   his    brow   wilh  ballow'd 


Thi'ir  mutual  greetin(;s  duly  made, 
Tho  Lion  thus  his  meiisag.i  Raid:  — 
"  Though  Scotland's  King  hath  deep- 
ly swore 
Ne'iT   to    knit     fidth    with    Henrj- 

And  hlriolly  liath  forbid  resort 
From  England  lo  his  royal  court; 
Yet,  fiir  be  knows  Lord  Marmion'a 


And  bononn  mncli  bla  wulikc 
Uj  lieca  batb  de«n)'d  it  ahame,  and 
Of  courtesy,  to  turn  bim  bMli; 


The  flower  of  English  ohivJiy." 

Thonsh  inl^  chatsd  at  this  ddftj, 
Tiord  Marmion  bears  it  M  be  nuiyi 
The  Palmer,  his  mysterious  guide, 
Beholding  thus  bis  place  BUpptied. 

Sou<!bt  tn  take  leave  in  vain; 
Strict  wasthcLion-Kin^'i  command 
That  none,  who  rode  lU  Mumion' 

BhouM  sever  from  the  train: 
"England  bus  here  enow  of  spies 
In  Lndy  Heron 'a  -nitcbind  eyes;" 
To  Miirchmount  thus,  apart,  bagud 
But  liiir  pretext  to  Marmion  made. 
The  right  band  puth  they 


din 
And  tm 


de- 
i  against  ^le  stieam   ths 


At  length   up  that  wild   dale  they 

Where  Crichtoun  Castle      crowna 
the  bunk; 
For  thi'te  tbu  Lion's  cure  assigned 
A   liidging  meet   for   Mannion'a 

Ttiat  I'lLstle  rises  on  the  steep 
Of  the  greon  vale  of  Tj-ne: 
And  far  bcueuth,  where  stow  they 

creep. 
Front  pool  to  eddy,  dark  and  deep, 
Whtri)  alders    moist,    and    willowE 

You  bear  her  streams  repine. 
The  towers  in  different  ages  wse  ; 
Their  various  architecture  showa 

The  builders'  various  bands  ; 
A  mighty  mnss,  that  could  oppose 


Criahtotm  t  lliongli    now  thy  mby 

But  peoi  the  lazy  tteer  and  sheep. 
Thy  torrets  Tiide,BUcl  toUer'd  Keep, 

HsTe  been  the  minstrel'H  loveil  reeoii. 

Oft  fasTe  I  traced,  within  thy  fort, 
Of  monldering  shields  the  mystic 

Scntcheona  of  hononr,  or  pretence, 
QoaiteT'd  in  old  armorial  sort, 

Bemaina  ot  mda  magnifioenoe. 
Not  wholly  yet  bad  time  defaced 

Thy  lordly  gallery  fair  ; 
Nor  yet  the  stony  cord  imbracerl. 
Whose  twisted  knots,  with  idhcb  laced, 

Adont  thy  min'd  stiiir. 
Still  lines  nnirapair'd  below. 
The  conrtyanrs  graceful  portico  ; 
Above  its  ooroice,  row  ami  row 
Of  fail  hewn  faceta  richly  show 
Their  pointed  diamoDil  form, 
Thongh  there  but  houseletis  cattle 
B<^ 
To  shield  them  from  the  storm. 
And, ahnddering, still  may  we  explore 
Where  oft  whilom  were  captives 
pent, 
The  dorhnena  of  the  Massy  More ; 
Or,  from  thy  gimw-grown  Luttle- 


She  ne'er  shall  see  his  gaUaiit  ttais. 
Come  sweeping  back  through  Cri<Jt- 

Twas  a  brave  race,  before  tbe  name 
Of  hated  Bothwell  staia'd  their  fame. 

xm. 

And  here  two  days  did  Uormion  rest. 
With  every  rite  that  honour  claims. 
Attended  oa  the  King's  own  Kneat:— 
Rach  the  command  of  Roy^  James, 
Who  marahnll'dthenhia  land's  array, 
t'poa  the  Borough-moor  that  lay. 
Perchance  ha  would  not  foeman^a  eye 
Upon  his  gatberia({  bout  should  pry, 
Tdl  till!  prL'pnrod  wna  every  hand 
To  maicli  against  tbe  English  land. 
Here  while  they  dwelt,  did  Linde- 


0ft  cheer  tbe  Baron's  moodier  fit ; 
And,  in  his  turn,  he  knew  to  prize 
Lord  Morniion'a  powerful  mind,  nn' 

Train'd  in  tho   lore    of  Itome    an; 

Greece, 
And  policies  of  war  and  peace. 

xrv. 


XIL 
Another  aapect  Crichtoun  sbow'd. 
As  Uirongh  its  )>ortul  MarmioD  rode  ; 
But  f  Bt  'twas  melancholy  btate 
BeosiTed  him  at  tbe  outer  gate  ; 
For  none  were  in  tbe  Cotttla  then, 
Bat  women,  boya.  or  aged  men. 
With  eyes  acarco  dried,  tbe  Borru\v- 

i"g  dame. 
To  wSome  noble  Marmion,  came  ; 
Her  son,  a  stripling  twelve  years  old, 
Piofler'd  the  Baron's  rein  to  bold  ; 
For  each  man  that  could  draw  a  sword 
Bad  maroh'd  that  morning  with  tbeir 

lotd. 
Eari  Adam  Hepburn,      he  who  died 
On  flodden,  by  his  sovereign 'h  Ride. 
Long-nuj  hi«  jLady  look  in  vitin  ! 


by  tbo  slowly  failing  light, 
viirious  topics  talked  ; 
.  twaware,  tbe  Hrrald-banl 
Said,   UarmiOD  might  bis  toil  Imve 

1  travelling  so  far  ; 
For  tliut  a  iiies-senger  from  heaven 
lin  to  Jjimvs  had  cnnuset  given 
ainsttlioKiifjlish  war; 
clo'!cr  iini-Mtion'd,  thiiH  be  told 
A  tiiic,  wbicb  (bronides  of  old 
In  Hcottisb  story  have  enroll'd  : — 
XV. 
Sir  [lafid  Lhidenay's  Talf. 
Of  nil  tbu  palaces  so  fair. 
Built  for  tlio  royid  dwelling, 
In  Scutlaod,  f(ir  beyond  compare 

Linlithgtiw  is  excelling: 
And  in  its  ])iirk  in  joviid  June, 
How  Hwvet  tbe  merry  linnet's  tune 
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How  blithe  the  blackbird's  lay  I 
The    wild-backbellx        from    ferny 

The  coot  dives  merry  on  the  hike. 
The    Eaddest   heart  might  pleaBUe 

To  see  all  natnre  gay. 
Hvit  June  ia  to  onr  sovereign  dear 
The  bpflviest  iiionlb  in  all  the  year: 
Tofi  will  his  causeofgriot  von  know, 
Jane  Biw  liia  fatlier'a  overlbrow. 
Woe  to  the  tmiloiB,  wiio  coulA  bring 
The  princely  boy  againat  hia  King !     I 
Slill  in  hia  conanenco  bums  the  sting. 
In  offices  aa  strict  as  Lent, 
King  Jaroes'a  June  is  ever  spent. 

XTL 
"  'When  last  this  mthfal  month  was 


His  Bimple  majesty  oifacej 

Hia  solemn  bearing,  and  hia  pae» 

So  atately  gliding  on. — 
Seem'd  to  me  ne'er  did  limnflr  paint 
.Sojnat  an  im^e  of  the  Saint, 
Who  propp'd  the  Virgin  in  her  lunl^— 

The  loved  Apostle  Jobnl 
XVII. 


■\Vl,ile,  f->i'%U  royal  trttll.T*  k.'.hI," ' 
The  chautcia  suutt.  tho  Ln.-lla  i1i<l  toll, 
The  llisbop  iiuisa  vr 


In    Kittliarinu's    aisle   Iho   Moniin>li 

l,nr1t. 
With  siicki'loth^hirt,  nn.l  iron  belt. 


Tliiit  banners  oVr  them  beBming, 
I  trio  ivas  lb<r.'.  .md,  foolb  to  t.!l, 
]!.clcafi.n'd  with  the  janglin^i  knell. 
Wax  wiitchiug  whcru  the  Kvinbeams 
fell. 
Through    the    st.iinM      cnsemcnt 
Bh-amini;; 
]Jn(.  while  I  iii.irkM  what  ncit  befell. 

It  s.  ,iiiM  lis  I  were  dreaming. 
Stii.jiM  fiom   lUc  erow.l  r.  ghostly 

winhl, 
In  BTTiro  gown,  with  ciiietur.jwhitc; 
His  fortheml  bald,  his  h,.a.l  wi.sbare. 
Down   Lung    at   lengtli   his    yellow 

'Suvr,  mock  me  not,  when,  good  my 

Lord. 
I  jiledgf  to  you  my  knightly  word, 


He  stepp'd  before  the  1 

And  stoo-i  with  mstic  plainness  there, 

And  little  reverence  mode; 
Nor  head,  nor  body,  bow'd  nor  bent. 
But  on  the  desk  his  arm  he  leant, 

And  words  like  these  ha  said. 
In  a  low  voice,  but  never  tone 
So  thrill'd  through  vein,  and  tuava 

'My  mother  sent  me  from  afiir. 

Sir  King,  to  warn  thee  not  to  war, — 

Woe  waits  on  thine  army; 
If  war  thou  wilt,  of  woman  fair. 
Her  witching  wile^jaud  wanton  snare^ 
Jiimea Stuart,  doubly  wam'd,  beware: 
God  keep  thee  as 'he  may !' 
The  wiiudering  Jlonarch  seem'd 
to  seek 
For  nnswer,  and  found  none; 
And  wh<  n  he  raised  his  head  to 

Tho  monitor  was  gone. 
The  Mar-ihal  and  mysclfhad  oast 
aa  he  outward  pasa'd; 


bias 


figlt. 


than    the    whirtwiiid\ 


ih'il  from  our  evcfl, 
Like  sunbeam  on  the  Lillnw  cast. 
ITiat  glances  but,  and  diea." 

SVIIL 
^liite  Lindeaay  told   his  marvel 

Tho  twilight  was  so  pale. 
He  uiark'd   not  Marmion's  colonr 
ch.ini;e. 

While  listening  lo  the  tale; 
Tiut,  all.  r  ft  Kusptuilcd  pauae. 
The   r.iron  spoke:— ■■Of   nature'B 

Ho  strong  I  held  tho  force. 
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That  never  snperliximan  cause 

Conld  e*er  control  their  conrae. 
And,  three  days  since,  had  jndged 

yonr  aim 
Was  bat  to  make  your  guest  yonr 

flame, 
Bnt  I  have  seen,  since  past  the  Tweed, 
What  mnch  has  changed  my  sceptic 

creed. 
And  made   me  credit  anght.** — He 

staid. 
And  seem'd  to  wish  his  words  nnsaid  : 
But,  by  that  strong  emotion  press'd 
Which  prompts  us  to   unload   our 

breast, 
Even  when  discovery's  pain, 
To  Lindeeay  did  at  length  unfold 
The  tale  his  village  host  had  told. 

At  Gifford,  to  his  train. 
Nought  of  the  Palmer  says  he  there. 
And  nought  of  Constance,  or  of  Glare ; 
The  thoughts,  which  broke  his  sleep, 

he  seems 
To  mention  but  as  feverish  dreams. 

XIX. 

••  In  vain,**  said  he,  "  to  rest  I  spread 
My  burning  limbs,  and  couch'd  my 

head: 
Fantastic  thoughts  returned ; 
And,  by  their  wild  dominion  led. 

My  heart  within  me  bum'd. 
So  sore  was  the  delirious  goad, 
I  took  my  steed,  and  forth  I  rode. 
And,  as  the  moon  shone  bright  and 

cold. 
Soon    reach'd  the  camp  upon    the 

wold. 
The    southern     entrance   I    pass'd 

through. 
And  halted,  and  my  bugle  blew. 
Methought  an  answer  met  my  ear, — 
Yet  was  the  blast  so  low  and  ilrear. 
So  hollow,  and  so  faintly  blown. 
It  might  be  echo  of  my  own. 

XX. 

"  Thus  judging,  for  a  little  space 
I  listened,  ere  I  left  tho  place  ; 

But  scarce  could  trust  my  eyes, 
Nor  yet  can  think  they  served  me  true, 
When  sudden  in  the  ring  I  view, 


In  form  distinct  of  shape  and  hue, 

A  mounted  champion  rise. — 
Fve  fought,  Lord-Lion,  mamr  a  day, 
In  single  fight,  and  mixM  affray, 
And  ever,  I  myself  may  say, 

Have  borne  me  as  a  knight ; 
Bnt  when  this  unexpected  foe 
Seem'd  starting  from  the  gulf  below,- 
I  cire  not  though  the  tnitli  I  show,— 

I  trembled  with  afifright ; 
And  as  I  placed  in  rest  my  spear. 
My  hand  so  shook  for  very  fear, 

I  scarce  could  couch  it  right. 

XXL 

•*  Why  need  my  tongue  the  issue  tell  ? 
We   ran   our   course, — my    charger 

fell;— 
What  conld  he  'gainst  the  shock  of 
hcll?- 
I  roUM  upon  the  plain. 
High  o'er  my  head,  with  threatening 

hand, 
The  spectre  shook  his  naked  brand,— 

Yet  did  the  worst  remain  : 
My  dazzled  eyes  I  upward  cast,  — 
Not  opening  hell  itself  couM  blast 

Their  sit;ht,  like  what  I  saw  ! 
Full    on   his   face    tho   moonbeams 

strook, — 
A  face  could  never  be  mistook  I 
I  knew  the  stern  vindictive  look, 

And  hold  my  breath  for  awe. 
I  saw  tho  faco  of  one  who,  fled 
To  foreign  climes,   has    long    been 
dead, — 
I  well  believe  tho  last ; 
For  ne'er,  from  visor  raised,  did  stare 
A  human  warrior,  with  a  glare 

So  grimly  and  so  ^diast. 
Thrice  o'er  my  head  he  shook  the 

blado  ; 
But  when  to  good  Rt.  Georgo  I  pray'd, 
(Tho  first  time  e'or  I  ask'd  his  aid,) 

He  plunged  it  in  tlie  sheath  ; 
And,  on  his  courser  mounting  light, 
He  set^m'd  to  vanish  from  my  sight : 
The  moonbeam  droop'd,  and  deepest 
night 
Sunk  down  upon  the  heath. — 
'Twere  long  to  tell  what  cause  I 
have 
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To  knov  his  face,  that  met  me 

th  TS, 

CbU'iI  by  hishatreil  from  the  grave, 
'J'o  cumber  uiiufr  iiir  : 
Dead  or  alivo,  gooil  cnuso  had  he 
To  be  my  moitat  eneiuy." 

sxn. 

Mnrvell'd  Sir  I>iivli1  of  the  Monnt ; 
Then,  leani'd  in  etory,  'gan  recount 

Siii;h  clianro  hnci  happ'd  of  old, 
Wlitn  once,  UMir  Kurliam,  there  did 

]it;!it 
A  HTi..ctre  foil  of  fion-liFh  might. 
In  lik^'nes^  of  a.  K™ttiKU  knight, 

■\Viih  Briau  llulnier  boll. 
And  trnin'd  liisn  nigh  to  disallow 
Theni.iothii  Imptismal  vow. 
"  And  Hnirh  n  pliuntoni,  ton,  'tis  said. 
With    HiuhLind   broaiUword,  targe, 
nnd  lUa. 

An  I  liTi'ors.  rrl  witH  gore, 
Is  Kocn  in  itothiijiuuroiiM  glade, 
( Ir  wbcro  tho  ailile  (liai'-tree.-i  shade 
Dnrlc  Tom^uit'>ul,  on  1  Auehnnslaiil, 

DiMiuonchly,  or  Gl<'nmorc. 
An  I  yvt,  whiite'i-r  su  h  le;-  uls  sny. 
Of  w.irtikertemim,  ({'ii)-'t,"or  fay, 


RT.ot 


attr.Xl 


wld. 


TmeBin  of  cliiv'iLy  sli.ni! 

The«o  midni.Liht  t  -croTi  vam  ; 
For  si-l  Io:u  huvo  hv,.'!!  Ki^irita  power 
To  h;iriii,  Biva  in  tho  cvii  honr, 
\Vh-  n  fiiiilt  wo  nil-  li^:iio  vritUin, 
Or  h.u-bor  iinr^'j).  ni"  I  mn."— 
LonlMannionlmnMliiinh.ilfttxid'', 


Aiil 


0  ha  tri< 


r.: 


I.r«jsM  Kir  Davi  I'b  liand, 
£ni>u;;ht.,  atleni^b.  in  nnfiwer  xi 
Lit  1  huTo  Iheii  farther  convcriii 
K.ich  ordi'rin^  tUui  Irs  kinil 
ilionl  i  bowno  I'-uaa  with  ttie 
dny. 


To  Scutlnnd's  camp   to  take  their 

Suvh  wa:j  the  King's  command. 
XXIII. 

fi^iriy  tliey  took  Dna-Edin'a  road, 
An  1 1  conldtrace  e.ich  Kteii  thcv  trodo. 
Hill,  brook,  nor  doll,  nor  roik,  nor 


Lies  on  the  path  to  me  unknown. 
Much  might  it  boast  of  storied  lore ; 
But,  pansing  snch  digression  o'er. 
Suffice  it  that  the  route  was  lud 
Across  the  furzy  hilla  of  Bmid. 
They  pas3*d    the   glen  and  scanty 

rill, 

And climb'dtheopposing hank,  until 

They  gain'd  the  top  of  Blaokfoid  Hill. 

XXIV. 

BUckfoid !  on  whose  nncolturad 

Among  the  broom,  and  thorn, 

A  trnant-boy.  I  sought  the  neat. 
Or  listed,  an  I  Ipiy  at  n-et. 

While  rose,  oa  breeieB  thin, 
Tho  iiinrmiir  of  tho  city  orowd, 
And.froia  bis  steeple  jangling  loiid, 

Kiunt  Giles's  miughng  din. 
Now,  from  the  summit  to  the  plain. 
Waves  nil  the  hill  with  yellow  grain; 

And  o'er  tho  liindscape  as  I  look, 
Nought  do  I  Kee  unchanged  remain, 

U.ive  the  rude  clif&<  and  chiming 

To  mo  thi-y  make  a  heavy  moan. 
Of  eurly  friendships  past  and  gone. 

sxv. 

But  different  far  tho  change  has  been. 
Since  Marmion,  from  the  crown 

Of  lllaukford,  S.1W  that  martial  soune 
Upon  tie  bent  ST  bron-n: 
lousand  itavilions,  white  as  snow, 

i^projutall  thcBorough  moor     below, 
Uphmd.  anl  dnie,  and  down: — 

A  thoiiH^ind  di  t  1  nay  ?    I  ween, 

Tliousiinds  on  thousands  there  were 

Th.it  ohcqnerM  nil  thi- heath  between 

The  stro^imlet  iiud  the  town; 
In  croDsioy  luuks  extending  far, 
Forming  a,  c:imp  irreguLir; 
Oft  giving  wuv. where  still  there  Btood 
Some  relies  of  tlie  old  o,ik  wood. 
That  darkly  huge  did  inter^-ene. 
And  tumcil  the  glarin;|  white  with 

Tn  those  e  it  ended  lines  there  lay 
I A  martial  tint;dom'B  vast  array. 


For  from  Hebniles,  dark  with  rai 
To  eastern  LtMlon'sfprtile  i,lain, 
And  Irom   the    Soathcni    licdiiwiro 


edge, 

I  futLcB 


To  futhcBt  Bohrs'b  rocky  lodge; 
From  west  to east,fro[n  south  to  nnrtb, 
Scotland  sent  all  licr  witirioi^  forth. 
Marmionmi(;htbeur  the  mill }jlc'<l  bum 
Of  mynAduup  tbeiiionntain  cooio; 
Thelioi)ioB*traiuit,BmltiD)<liDgc1nuk, 
Where  chiefs  roview'd  their  vuuial 

And  cbnrgor'a  BhriUinR  neigh; 
And  Bee  the  shining  lines  udvancc, 
Wbila  frci]nent  flasb'd,  from  shield 
and  lance. 

The  enn'B  reflected  tay. 

xxvu. 

Thin  cniling  in  tha  morning  uir, 
The  wreathsnf  failing  Hiiioku  declare 
Ta  embers  now  the  brands  decny'd, 
Where  the  nighl-watththiiic  fires  h,id 

They  sav,  eIot  rolling  on  the  phiin, 

Fnll  many  a  baggage  cart  and  wain, 
And  dire  artillery's  clumsy  car, 
By  sli^gish  oien  tugg'd  to  war  ; 
And  there  vere  Itorthwick's  tiistors 

And   cnlverins    which   France    had 

lU-omen'd  gift  1  the  giins  remain 
The  conqneror'a   spoil   on  Flodden 

xxvm., 

Normark'dtheylesa.  wherein  the  air 

A  thousand  Btieamcra  flaunted  tiir  ; 

Various  in  abapc,  device,  and  hue, 

Green,  sanguine,  purple,  red,  and 

Broad,    narrow,    swallow-tail 'd,  and 

•qaare. 
Scroll,  pennon,  pensil,  bandrol,  there 

O'er  the  pavilions  flew. 
Highest  and  midmost,  wus  descried 
The  royal  banner  floating  wide; 


The  staff,  a  pine-tree,  strong  and 
straight, 
Fiteh'd  dcc|>Iyin  a  massive  stone. 
Which  still  in  memory  is  shown, 

1'ct  bent  bencalb  tbe  stoudanl's 

Whene'er  the  western  wind  nii- 
roU'd, 
With  toil,  the  huge  and  cuiubrone 
fold. 
And  gavD  to  view  the  dazzling  field. 
Where,   in    proud    Scotland's  royal 

The  ruddy  lion  r;imp'd  in  g<i\i. 
XXIX. 

Lord  Marmion  view'd  the  landscape 

bright,— 
He  view'd  it  with  a  cbiers  delight,  — 
Until  witbiu  biiu  l>ura'd  his  Leart, 
And  li^htniifg  f  roiii  biscyc  did  part, 

Asunthobattlc-diiy  ; 
Such  gliiiR'o  di.l  r^duun  never  dart, 
Whi-n  stooping  <in  his  prey. 
"Oh  1  well,  Lord-Lion,  host  thou  said. 
Thy  ICim(  from  wiirt'ure  to  disdoade 


c  but  u 
For,  by  tit.   Geocge, 

Not  {Kiwcr  infemiil  nnr  divine, 
Slioiild  oucu  tu  peiiecmy  soul  incline, 
Till  1  bad   dimiu'd  their   armour's 

In  glorious  lialtle-fmy  I" 

Answer'd  tbe  Jiard,  oC  mildpc  mood  : 

"I'uic  is  tbe  siyht,— and  yet 'twere 

good, 

Tliat  kings  would  think  witbal, 

When  pciicB  nu>i   ivuultb  Uieic  land 

has  Idess'd, 
'Tis  better  to  sit  Rtill  at  rest, 
Than  rise,  perchance  lo  fall." 
XXX. 
Stillontho  spot  Lord  Klara  ion  s  tny '  d. 
For  fairi.-r  scene  ho  ne'er  Hurvey'd. 
Whtu  sated  with  the  uiarliol  show 
That  peopled  all  tins  plain  below. 
The  wandering  eye  c  puld  o'er  it  go. 
And  mark  the  distant  city  glow 
Willi  gloomy  splondour  red ; 
For  on   tbe  smoke- wreaths,   huge 
and  slow. 
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That  rotiiid  her  sable  torrefa  flow, 

The  moming  beams  vere  shed, 
And   tinged  tBem    with    a  lustre 

Like  that  wliich  streaks  a  tbuader- 

Snch  dusky  grandeur    clothed  the 

height. 
Where  the  huge  C&stle  holds  its  state. 

And  aU  the  deep  elope  down, 
^Tiose  ridgy  haek  heaves  to  the  skv. 
Pili'd  (leopand massy,  plosoandhigh. 

But  northward  liir,  with  purer  blaze, 
On  Ochil  iiiounttiius  fell  the  laja. 
And  as  each  heathy  top  they  kissed, 
It  glenm'd  a  puq>le  niucthyst. 
Yonder  tho  Biior'  s  of  Fife  yon  Baw  ; 
Hera  Prii-ton-llny  and  Ijerwick-Law  : 

And,  briHkd  betwr'cn  theta  loU'd, 
The  gidLiut  Frith  the  eye  might  note, 
^VhodO  iKlandtt  on  itu  Ikisoiii  flout, 

l^ilcQ  eiuenUiIs  chased  in  ({old. 
Fil/-Kustiica'honi1;  filtcliiHoly  pent  ; 
'  " "' 'a  his  rapti"   "  "    ~' 

si'd  bis  hridlotund, 
Auil,  making  detui-voltein  air, 
Crieil,    "  Wliere'a   tho    coward  that 
would  noldnro 
To  tight  for  such  a  land?" 
The  Lindcsay  smileil  his  joy  to  see; 
Nor  Marmion's  frown  repress'd  his 
glee. 

XXXI, 
Thns  white  they  look'd,   a  flourish 
uroud, 

iugled   trump  and   clarion 


Tho  king  to  masB  hia  way  has  ta'en,  j 
Or  to  St.  Katharine's  of  Biense, 

Ol  Ch<ipel  of  St.  Bocque. 
To  you  they  speak  of  martial  fune, 
But  uie  remind  of  peaceful  game. 

When  blither  was  their  cheer. 
Thrilling  in  Falkland-woods  the  air, 
In   signal   none    his    steed   should 

But  strive  which  foremost  might  te> 

To  the  downfall  of  the  deer. 

<'NorIess,''hesaid,—"  when  looking 

forth, 
I  view  yon  Empress  of  the  North 
Sit  on  hrr  hilly  throne; 
r  pala<.e's  imperial  bowers. 


9  mischance  may 


km<l. 


Korlcs 
To  think  what  -a 

And  how  these  merry  bells  may  ring 
The  dcath-diivo  of  our  gallant  king; 

Orwiththelurumcail 
The  1  lurgherH  forth  to  watoh  and  ward, 
'Gainst  tioulhern  sack  and  flree  to 

Dun-Edin's  leagner'd  wall.  — 
But  not  for  my  presaging  thought. 
Dream   coniuest   sure,    or   oheaplj 

Lord  Morion,  I  say  nay; 
God  is  the  guider  of  the  field. 
He  breaks  the  champion's  spear  and 
shield. — 

But  thou  thyself  shult  say. 
When    join!!    yon    host    m    deadly 


And  life,  and  kottlc-drum, 
.Vud  K]irkl>ut  dct'p,  and  psaltery.  That  England's  dames 

Aiid  war-piiMi  Willi  disi'iiriliint  cry,      I      _bower 
And  eyuil.al  <-lalt<.'rin^'  to  the  sky, 
Alakiiig  wild  masio  bold  and  high, 

l>id  up  tho  nioiinlftin  come; 
Tho  whilst  tho  bells,  with   distant 


Jlerrily  told  the  hour  of  prime. 
And  thus  the  Lindesay  spoke; 
-'ThuH  clamour  still   the  war-notes 


Her  monks  the  driath-masa  sing; 
For  neviT  saw'st  thou  such  a  power 

Led  on  by  KUth  a  King." — 
And  now,  down  winding  to  the  plain, 
'ITio  bamt'is  of  I'ao  cump  they  gain. 

And  thtra  they  made  a  stav.    - 
There  sUiys  the  Minstrel,  till'he  fling 
His  hand  o'er  every  Border  string, 
And  St  his  harp  the  pomp  to  sing. 


TO  GEORGE  ELLIS,  ZSQ.* 

EdijJjvrgh. 
Whkx   duk  December   glooms   the 

And  takei  oar  ■ntnmnjoya  away; 
When  ebort  and  scant  tba  stubeaui 

thmwH, 
Upon  the  weary  waste  of  snoirs, 
A  colli  Mid  profltleMs  regard, 
Idk«  patron  on  b  seedy  bard; 
When  Bilvan  occupation's  done, 
And  o'er  the  chimney  resla  the  gan. 
And  hang,  in  idle  trophy,  near. 
Tbe    game-poach,    fishing-rod,   and 

When  wiiT  terrier,  toqrIi  and  grim. 
And  greyhound,  with  nis  length  of 

And  pointer,  now  emploj'd  no  more, 
Cnmber  our  parlout'a  narrow  floor; 
When  in  his  atall  the  impatient  steed 
la  long  condemn'd  to  tORt  and  feed; 
When  from  our  anow-encircled  home, 
Scarce  careB  the  bariiiest  Blep  to  roam, 
Since  path  ianone,  eave  thatto  bring 
The  needfal  waler  from  the  apring; 
When    wrinkled    newa-page,    thrice 

Beguiles  the  dreary  hoar  no  more, 
And  darkling  politician,  crosa'd,  ' 

iQveigba  against  tbe  lingering  post. 
And  answering  honsewife  sore  coa 


As  erst  by  Newark's  riien  towers. 
And  Ettiiciistripp'd  of  forest  bowers. 
Tnie,—  ColedoniA  ■  Qaeen  Is  ohang- 

Since  on  her  dTiak;  summit  ranged. 
Within  its  steepy  limits  pent, 
Ky  balwark,  line,  and  tiattlemont. 
And  flaalung  towers,  and  laky  flood, 
Gaari'ed  and  ganison'd  she  stood, 
Denyiog  entronoe  or  resort, 
Save  at  each  toll  embattled  port  ; 
Above  whose  arch,  suspended,  hnng 
Portcullis  Epikud  with  iron  prong. 
That  long  is  aoni!,~but  not  so  long 

Ived  ti 
Whose  task,  from  eve  to  morning  tiile, 
A  wicket  churlishly  supplied. 
&t«m  then,  and   steel-girt   was  thy 

Dnn-Edinl     0,  bow  alter'd  now, 
When  safe  amid  thy  moan  tain  court 
Thou  sit'Ht.  like  Empress  at  herspoit. 
Anil  libcml,  unconlined,  and  free. 
Flinging  thy  white  arms  to  the  sea. 
for   thy  dark  cloud,  with   amber'd 

That   hang  o'er  cliff,  anil  lake,  and 


Of  carriers'  snow-impeilcd  wains; 
When  such  the  coantrj  cheer,  I  come. 
Well  pleased,  to  seek  our  city  home; 
For  converse,  and  for  books,  to  change 
The  Forest'a  melancholy  range, 
And  welcome,  with  rcnew'd  delight. 
The  boay  day  and  social  night. 

Hot    here  need  my  desponding 
Lament  the  rnTBges  of  time. 


Not  she.  the  ChampjoneHR  of  old, 
I  In  tt[)enECT'a  n>agic  lale  ciiroll'd. 
She,  for  the  charmed  spcnr  reuown'd, 
{ Which  forced  eacli  bniglit  to  kiss  the 
I ,       ground, — 
.Not she  more  changed,  when  placed 

Wbut  tiiiiu  she  wna  Malbecco'a  guest, 
Hho  Hnvu  to  flow  her  miii.lcu  vest; 

I  When  from  tbe  corslet's  graap  re- 
lieved, 

J  Free  to  the  sight  her  bofiom  heaved: 
Sweet  was    ber    blue  eye's    modest 

,  Erst  biddoQ  by  the  aventaylo; 

'  And   down   hor  shoulders    gracoful 

I         Toll'd 
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No  lesBhermaidenchanuH  approved. 
Bat  lcM>king  libed.  and  liting  loved. 
The  aiKht  could  jealous  pangs  b^uilo, 

And  chaira  Malbecco's  cares  a  while ; 
And   ha,    the  waodering  Sqiiire  of 

Damea, 
Forgot  hiB  Colambella's  claims, 
Anilpassion.erstnnknowii.csinldBBia 
The  bceont  of  blont  Sir  Satytane; 
Nar  dnret  light  Paridel  ailvunce, 
Bold  as  he  woa,  a  looser  glance. 
Bbe  cbarm'd,  at  once,  and  tamed  the 

heart, 
Incom  parable  Britomarto  I* 

So  thou,  foir  City !  disarray'd 
Of  battled  wall,  and  rampart's  aid, 
As  BliitBly  seem'st,  but  lovelier  far 
Than  in  that  panoply  of  war. 
Noi  deem  that  from  thy  fenceless 

throne 
Strength  and  aecurity  are  flown  ; 
mill,  as  of  yore,  Queen  of  the  North  I 
^till  cimst   thou   send  th;  children 

forth. 
Ne'er  readier  at  alarm-bell's  call 
Thy  bui^here  rose  to  man  thy  wall, 
Thau  now,  in  danger,  shall  bu  thine. 
Thy  dauntlefis  voluntary  line , 
For  fosse  and  turret  prond  to  stand. 
Their  btenalathobulwarluof  the  hind. 
Thy  thoiuandSitroinM  to  martial  toil, 
FuU  red  would  slain  thcirnativo  soil, 
Ere  from  thy  uinrul  crown  tbero  fell 
'Ihe  BliuhteMt  knosp,  or  pinniicle. 
.4nd  if  It  come, — as  come  it  may, 
Dun-Edin  1  that  eventful  day,— 
Renown'd  for  hospitable  deed, 
That  virtue  much  with  Heaven  may 

In  patriarchal  times  whose  earo 
Descending  angels  dei){n'd  to  xhare; 
That  claim   may  wrestle    blessings 

On  those  who   fight   for  The  Good 

Town,  I . 

Destined  in  every  age  to  be 
Uefuge  of  injured  royalty;  '  t 

Since  first,   when  conqueriug  York   ' 

•  TheUiHlfnEnlRlilIaSpeDacr'B-'Kiiiry    ■ 


Great  Bourbon's  relics,  sad  she  sew. 

Trace  to  these  thoughts  I—for,  as 

How  gladly  I  avert  mine  eyes, 
Bodingi,  or  true  or  false,  to  change, 
For  Fictioii's  fair  romantic  range. 
Or  for  tradition's  dubious  licht. 
That    hovers    'twixt   the    day    and 

night: 
Dazzling  alternately  and  dim. 
Her  wsveriu!!  lamp  I'd  rather  trim. 
Knights,  squires,  and  lovely  damea 

to  see, 
Creation  of  my  fantasy. 
Than  gaze  abroad  on  reeky  fen, 
And  matie  of  mists  invading  men. 
Who  loves  not  more  the  night  ef  Jnne 
Than  dull  December's  gloomy  noon  ? 
The  moonlight  thou  the  fog  of  frost' 
And  can  we  aay,  which  cheats  the 

But  who  shall  teach  my  harp  to 
gain 
A  sound  ot  the  romantic  strain. 
Whose  Anglo-Xormnn  tones  whilera 
Could  win  ihe  royal  Henry's  ear, 
led  Beauclerc  call'd,  for  that  he 

The  ininstrelt  and  his  lay  approved? 
AVbo  hhaU  these  lingering  notes  re- 
Decaying  on  Oblivion'x  stream; 
Such  notes  as  from  the  Breton  tongue 
Maric^  transhited,  Blondel  sung? — 
0 1  hora.  Time's  ravage  to  repair, 
And  make  the  dying  muwe  thy  csre. 
Who,  w  hen  his  scythe  her  hoary  foe 
Was  poising  for  the  final  blow, 
The  weapon  from  his  hand  could 


J  Vr.  i.f  Enfrlnna, 


oufilit  n 


[IS  uf  Franco,  whn  translnlPd  thB 
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And  break  his  glass,  and  shear  his 

▼ing. 
And  bid,  reviving  in  his  strain. 
The  gentle  poet  live  again; 
Thou,  who  canst  give  to  lightest  lay 
An  nnpedantio  moral  gay, 
Kor  less  the  doUest  theme  bid  flit 
On  wings  of  nncxpected  wit; 
In  letters  as  in  life  approved, 
Example  honour'd,  and  beloved, — 
Dear  £ljjs  !  to  the  bard  impart 
A  lesson  of  thy  magic  art, 
To  win  at  once  the  head  and  heart, — 
At  once  to  charm,  instmct  and  mend. 
My     ^ide,    my   pattern,    and    my 

friend  I 

Such  minstrel  lesson  to  bestow 
Be  long  thy  pleasing  task,— bat,  O  ! 
No  more  by  thy  example  teach, 
— What  few   can   practise,  all  can 

preach, — 
With  even  patience  to  endure 
Lingering  disease,  and  painful  core, 
And  boast  affliction*s  pang^  subdued 
By  mild  and  manly  fortitude. 
£nough,  the  lesson  has  been  given: 
Forbid  the  repetition.  Heaven  I 

.  Come  listen,  then!  for  thou  hast 

known. 
And  loved  the  Minstrel's  varying  tone, 
Who,  like  his  Border  sires  of  old, 
Waked  a  wild  measure  rude  and  bold. 
Till  Windsor's  oaks,  and  Ascot  plain, 
With  wonder   heard   the   nozthem 

strain. 
Gome  listen  I  bold  in  thy  applause, 
The  bard  shail  scorn  pedantic  laws; 
And,  as  the  ancient  art  could  stain 
Achievements  on  the  storied  pane, 
Irregularly  traced  and  plann  a. 
But  yet  so  glowing  ana  so  grand, — 
So  shall  he  strive,  in  ohangful  hue. 
Field,  feast,  and  combat,  to  renew, 
And  loves,  andarms,  andharpers'  glee, 
And  all  the  pomp  of  chivalry. 

CANTO  FIFTH. 

The  Court, 

I. 

Thb  train  has  left  the  hills  of  Braid  ; 
The  barrier  guard  have  open  made 


(So  Lindesay  bade)  the  palisade, 
That  closed  the  tented  ground  ; 
Their  men    the    warders  backward 

drew, 
And    carried    pikes    as    they    rode 

through, 
Into  its  ample  bound. 
Fast  ran  the  Scottish  warriors  there. 
Upon  the  Southern  band  to  stare. 
And  envy  with  their  wonder  rose. 
To  see  such  well-app<^)inted  foes  ; 
Sudti  length  of  shafts,   such  mighty 

bows, 
Sohuj^e,  that  many  simply  thought, 
But  for   a     vaunt     such    weapons 

wrought ; 
And  little  deem'd  their  force  to  feel, 
Throu<^h  links    of  muil,  and  plntes 

of  steel, 
When  rattlinpj  upon  Flodden  vale, 
The  cloth-yard  arrows  flew  like  hail. 

n. 

Nor  less  did  Murmion's  skilful  view 
Glanre    every     lino    and    squadron 

throuj^h ; 
And   much   he  marveird   one  small 

laud 
Gould  marshal  forth    such  various 
band  : 
For  iiun-at-nrms  were  hero. 
Heavily  sheathed  in  mail  and  plate. 
Like  iron  towers  ft>r  strongtli  and 

weight, 
On  Flemish  steeds  of  bono  and  height. 

With  battle-axe  and  spear. 
Young  knights  and  s<|uires,  a  lighter 

train, 
Practised  their  chargers  on  the  plain, 
By  aid  of  leg,  of  hand,  and  rein, 

Each  warlike  f«;at  U)  show, 
To  pass,  to  wheel,  thecnmpe  to  gain, 
And  high  curv«tt,  that  not  in  vain 
The    sword     sway     might    descend 
amain 
On  foeman's  easque  below. 
He  saw  the  hardy  burghers  there 
March  arm'd,   on  foot,     with    faces 
bare, 
For  vizor  they  wore  none. 
Nor  waving     pliuue,    nor   crest     of 
knight ; 
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But  bnmiBbed   were  their  corsletE 

bright, 
Tbeir  brigantinea,  and  gorgeta  light. 

Like  yerf  silver  shone. 
Long  pilces  the;  had  for  atonding 

Two-handed  swords  they  wore, 

And  many  wielded  mace  of  weight. 

And  backlero  bright  tbej  bore. 

m. 

On  foot  the  yeoman  too,  but  dress'd 
In  his  steel-jack,  asworthj  Tost, 

With  iron  qniltod  well ; 
Eath  nt  his  bock  (a  slender  store) 
His  flirty  daja'  provision  bore, 
'.8  feailol 


O'er  mountain,  moas,  and  moor ; 
Joyfnl  to  fight  they  took  theiimn, 
Scarce  caring  who  might  win  the  day, 

Their  booty  was  secnre. 
These,    as     Lord    Hannion'a    train 

LooS\ 


Hisai 


■e  hulbei 


U'd  sught,  waU  b    „ 

The  form  and  force  of  English  bow. 
But  when  they  saw  the  Lord  array'd 
'  iplendid  anus  and  rich  brocade, 
h  ISoidererto  his  kinsman  said, — 
Hist,  Rin^^an !  seest  thon  there  I 
Const  guess  which  road  they'll  lu>m» 

wnnl  ride  ? — 
O!  coald  we  bat  on  Border  aide. 
By  Ensedole  glen,  or  LiddeU'a  tide. 

Beset  a  prize  so  fair  ! 
That  foDglcss  Lion.  too.  their  gnide, 
flight  clionco  lo  lose  his  glistering 
liidc; 


Neit,   MarmioD   mark'd    the   OeWo 

Of  different  language,  form,  and  Ekca, 

A  various  race  of  man: 
Jnst  then  the  Chiefs  their  tribc«  ai- 

And  wild  and  garish  semblanco  made. 
The   eheiinerd    trews,    and   belted 

And   vurying    notes    the    var-pipea 

To  pvcry  varying  elan; 
Wild  through  their  red  or  sable  hair 
IvookM  out  their  ejea  with  MTBge 


d.  crossbow  there,  ahagbuthere, 

A  dagger-knife,  iind  brand. 
Sober  he  seem'd,  and  sa<I  of  cheer, 
Afl  lotli  to  leave  his  collate  dear. 
And  iiinruh  to  foreiKn  slrnnd  ; 
Ormnsiuji.who  would  RUide  his  steer, 

To  tillthe  fallow  Innd. 
Tot  doom  not  in  his  tlioughtful  eye 
Did  might  of  dastard  terror  lie  ; 

More  dreadful  tar  his  ire, 
Than  theirs,  who,  scorning  danger's 

In  eager  mood  to  battle  came. 
Their  valour  liko  light  straw  on  flame, 

A  fierce  but  fading  fire. 
IV. 
Not  BO  tlie  Borderer :  —bred  to  war. 
Ha  knew  tlio  bottle's  din  afar, 

And  joyM  lo  hear  it  swell. 
His  poncefnl  day  was  slothful  ease  ; 
Nor  (inrp,  nor  pipe,   his  ear  could 
pli'ose 

Like  the  loud  slogan  yell. 
On  ai-tive  stei'il,  with  lance  and  blade. 
The  light-^rm'd    pricker  plied   his   ' 

Let  nobles  fight  for  fame ; 
Let  vassals  foti»w  where  they  kail, 
BurghiTS  to  guard   their  townships   1 

Wd,  *^  : 

liul  wurS  the  Borderer's  game.        '  Th.ir  hairy  buskins  well  supplied; 
Theirgame,thcirBlorj-.thvirdcliKht,    The   graceful   bonnet   deok'd   their 
To  sleep  the  day,  maraud  the  nigbt,    '         head: 


Thiir  legs  above  the  tneo  were  bare; 
Their  frame  was  sinewy,  short,  and 
Bliare, 
And  hardcn'd  to  the  blast; 
Of  taller  race,  the  chiefs  they  own 

by  (he  eiigle's  plumage  known. 

•}^ii>Kr't  ntii^mQa',1  1,1.1. 


Tho  hunted  r< 


is'dbids 


Back  from  their  shoiilderB  haug  the 

A  broadBword  of  unwieldy  length, 
A    dagger    proved    tor    edge    and 
atrenrtb, 
A  Btndded  targe  tlie;  wore, 
And  qniveiB,  bows,  and  shoftB, — but. 

Short  waa  the  Hbaf  t,  and  weak  the  bow, 

To  that  which  England  bore. 
The  Isles-men  carried  at  their  backs 
'llie  ancient  Danish  battle-aiK. 
They  raised  a.  wild  and  wondering  cry, 
An  with  bis  guide  rode  Mnrmion  by. 
Lotid  were  their  clamouring  tongUKS, 

OS  when 
The  clanging  sea-fowl  leavo  the  fen. 
And,  with  th«iT  erica  discordantniiiM. 
Qmmbled  and  yell'd  the  pipuB  bu- 

VI. 

Thaa  through  the  Scottish  camp  they 

And  reaoh'd  the  City  gnta  at  last, 
Where  all  aruniid,  a  wakeful  guard, 
Arm'd  bui^hers  kept  their  watch  and 

Well  had  they  cnnae  of  jealous  fi-ar, 
When  lay  encampM.  in  Held  na  near. 
The  ISorderer  and  the  Mountiunccr.     i 
Aa  through  the  bustling  struets  they 

All  was  alive  with  martial  show: 
At  every  turn,  with  dinniiiK  clang, 
.    TUeanuourer'Banvilclasli'dandrang; 
Or  toil'd  the  awarthy  smitli,  to  wheel 
The  barthat  armH  the  chnrgcr's  heel; 
Or  axe,  or  fidehina,  to  the  xido 
Of  jarring  grindstone  was  apiiliod. 
Fage.  groom,  and  eqniro,  with  hurry- 
ing pace, 
'  Through  street,  and  lone,  and  mar- 
ket-place. 
Bore  laucG,  or  casque,  or  swoid ; 
While  bnrghers,  with  itu{)<irtant  face. 

Described  each  ncw-c«iiie  lord, 
Diflcnds'd  his  lineage,  told  Km  name, 
Hiri  fiillowing,  and  hi»  warlike  fame. 
The  Lion  led  to  lodging  meet, 
Which  high  o'crlook'd  the  crowded 


There  must  the  Boron  rest. 
Till  past  the  hour  of  vesper  tide. 
And  then  to  Holv-ltood  must  ride,— 

tjucb  was  the  King'B  behest. 
Meanwhile  the  Lion  a  caroassignB 
A  banquet  rich,  and  costly  wines. 

To  MormioD  aacl  his  train; 
And  wlien  the  appointed  hour  rao- 

ceeds. 
The  H;tron  dons  his  penceful  weedi, 
And  following  Lindexay  ns  he  leails. 

The  palaco-hulla  they  gain. 


King  Jmnea  within  her  princely  bow- 
Feasted  the  Chiefs  of  Scotlaad'a  pow- 

Summon'd  to  spenrl  the  porting  hour; 
Tor  he  harl  chiirged,  that  his  array 
yiiould  Siiothwaid  march  by  break 

Well  Invcd  that  splendid   monarch 

Tliij  banqm-t  nnd  the  song, 
By  ilay  th.!  tourney,  and  by  ni;;ht 
Tiio  merry   dunce,    traced   fast  and 

light, 
The  iii^LskerB    quaint,    the    pageant 
l.risiht, 

The  revel  loi;d  and  long. 
This  fiMst  outKbouehis  Inuiquetx  pa-st, 
It  was  his  blitliost  —nnd  his  last. 
TliQ  ilaz^ling  lamps,  f rotu  gidler v  gay. 
('ast  on  tlie  Court  a  daneing  ray; 
Hero  to  tho  harp  did  minstrels  King: 
Thero  ladies  toach'd  a  eofior  siring; 
With  lons-ear'd  cap,  and  uicrtley  vest. 
The  licensed  fool  n'lnil'd  his  jest; 
His  magic  tricks  tlie  juicier  plied; 
At  dire  and   draoghtB  the   gallants 

Wliile  HOme,  in  close  recrns  agmrt. 
Courted  the  ladies  of  thi^ir  hoiut, 

Kor  courted  them  in  vuin ; 
For  often,  in  tho  jmrtins  hour, 
Victoricwa  Love  asserts  Ids  jiower 

O'er  coldness  and  disdain; 
And  flinty  is  her  heart,  can  vinr 


SCOTT'S  POETICAL   WORKS. 


to  battle  march  a  lover  tme— 
Can  hear,  perchance,  his  hist  adien, 
Kor  own  her  share  of  pain. 

vm. 

Through  this  inix'd  crowd   or  glee 

and  game, 
Th«    King    to  greet  Lord  Harmion 

White,  reverent,  all  mode  room. 
An  eaaj  task  it  wiib,  I  trow. 
King  James 'k  mnnly  form  to  know. 
Although,  hiH  courtesy  to  show, 
He.  doffd  to  Marmion  liending  low. 

His  hroider'd  wip  and  plnme. 
For  royal  was  his  garb  and  mien. 

His  cloak,  of  triLison  velvet  piled, 

Trimm'd  with  the  fur  of  martin 

His  vest  of  chnn^efal  satin  Bheen, 

The  dazzled  eyi'  beguiled; 
His  goi^eoiiH  collnr  hung  odown. 
Wrounht  with  the  badge  of  Scotland's 

Tlie  thistle  brnve.  of  old  renown: 
His  trusty  bliule,  Toledo  right. 
Descended  from  a  luildrio  brittbt; 
Whito  were  his  busting,  on  the  hcd 
His  spurs  inlaid  of  gold  and  steel; 
His  bonnet,  all  of  crimson  fair, 
WoB  bntton'd  with  n  ruby  rare: 
And  Marmion  deeiu'd  he  ne'er  hail 


But,    'mid    his    mirth,    'twos  often 

How     suddenly    his     chaer    would 
change, 
His  look  o'ercast  and  lower, 
.  in  a  sudden  turn,  he  felt 

The  pressure  of  his  iron  belt. 

That  bound  his  breast  in  penance 

In  memory  of  his  father  slain. 
Even  BO  'twas  strange  how,  evermore, 
Soon  w  the  passing  pang  was  o'er 
Forw.  ,d  be  msh'd,  with  double  glee. 
Into  the  stream  of  rcveliy: 
Thus,  dim-seen  object  of  aflright 
Kturtles  tbe  courser  in  hi9  flight,  _ 
And  hnlf  he  halts,  half  springs  aside, 
Hut  feels  the  ijuickening  spur  kp- 

And,  stniining  on  the  tighten'd  rein, 
ra  doubly  swift  o'er    hill   and 


A  prince  of  si 


IX. 


The  monarch's  form  wns  middle  size 
For  feut  of  strength,  or  exercise. 

Shaped  in  |>ro portion  fair; 
And  hazel  was  his  eaglo  eye, 
And  auburn  iif  the  dnrbest  dye. 

His  short  curl'd  bcurd  and  hair. 
Licht  was  his  footstep  in  the  dance. 

And  firm  bis  stirrup  in  the  lists; 
And.  oh  I  be  hnd  thnt  merry  glance. 

That  seldom  lady's  heart  resists. 
Lii;htly  from  fair  to  fair  hi  " 
And   loved    to  plcnil,    la: 


'   Hugh   the    Hero 
sway; 


Suit   lightly  won,    and    short-liv.'d 

Fur  iiionarchs  seldom  sigh  in  vnin. 
I  said  he  joy'd  in  banquet  bower; 


To  Scotland's  Court  she  came, 
To  be  ft  hostage  for  her  lord, 
Who  Cesaford's    e''""it    heart  had 

And  with  tb"  King  to  make  accord, 

Had  SL<nt  bis  lovely  dame. 
Nor  to  timt  billy  free  alone 
Did  the  Rav  King  allegiance  own; 

For  (he  f:iir  Queen  of  France 
Sent  him  atur<iuoisringandgloTo. 
And  cbargf-'d  Iiim,  as  ber  kni^t  and 

For  her  to  break  a  lance; 
And  strike  three  strokes  with  Scot- 
tish brand. 
And  march  three  miles  on  Southron 

limil. 
And  bid  the  banners  of  his  band 

In  Ent^lish  breezes  d^mce. 
.\ndtliaH.  for  France's  Queen  he  drest 
1 1  is  mnnly  limbs  in  mailed  vest; 
.Vnd  thus  ailiuitted  English  fair 
Ilia  inmost  counsels  still  to  shars; 
And  thus  for  both,  be  madly  plann'd 
The  tuin  of  himself  and  landf 


MARMION, 
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And  yet,  the  sootb  to  tell, 

NorKngland'sfair,  norFranoe'sQaeen, 

Were  worth  one  pearl  drop,  bright 

and  sheen. 

From  Margaret's  eyes  that  fell, — 

His  own  Qaeen  Margaret,  who,  in 

Lithgow's  bower, 
All  lonely  sat,  and  wept  the  weary  hour. 

XL 

The  Qaeen  sits  lone  in  Lithgow  pile, 

And  weeps  the  weary  day. 
The  war  against  her  native  soil. 
Her  Monarch's  risk  in  battle  broil: — 
And  in  gay  Holy-Bood,  the  while 
Dame  Heron  rises  with  a  smile 

Upon  the  harp  to  play. 
Fair  was  her  rounded  arm,  as  o*er 

The  strings  her  finders  flew; 
And  as  she  toach'd  and  tuned  them  all, 
Even  her  bosom's  rise  and  fall 

Was  plainer  piven  to  view; 
For,  all  for  heat,  was  laid  aside 
Her  wimple,  and  her  hood  untied. 
And  first  she  pitched  hervoice  to  sins^, 
Then  glanced  her  dark  eye  on  the 

Kmg, 
And  then  around  the  silent  ring; 
And  laugh'd,  and  blush'd,  and  oft  did 

say, 
Her  pretty  oath,  by  Tea,  and  Nay, 
She  could  not,  would  not,  durst  not 

play! 
At  length,  upon  the  harp,  with  glee, 
Mingled  with  arch  simpucity, 
A  soft,  Yet  lively  air  she  rung, 
While  thus  the  wily  lady  sung: — 

xn. 

LocmNYAB. 
Lady  Heron's  Song. 

O,  young  Lochinvar  is  come  out  of 

the  west, 
Through  all  the  wide  Border  his  steed 

was  the  best; 
And  save  his  good  broadsword   he 

weapons  hod  none. 
He  rode  all  unarmM,  and  he  rode  all 

alone. 
So  faithful  in  love,  and  so  dauntless  in 

war, 


There  never  was  knight  like  the  young 
Lochinvar. 

He  staid  not  for  brake,  and  he  stopp*d 

not  for  stone. 
He  swam  the  Elske  river  where  ford 

there  was  none; 
But  ere  he  alighted  at  Netherby  gate. 
The  bride  had  consented,  the  gaBant 

came  late; 
For  a  laggard  in  love,  and  a  dastard 

in  war, 
Was  to  wed  the  fair  Ellen  of  brave 

Lochinvar. 

So  boldly  he  en  ter'd  the  Netherby  Hall, 
Among  bride's-men,   and   kinsmen, 

and  brothers,  and  all: 
Then  spoke  the  bride's  father,  his 

hand  on  his  sword, 
(For  the  poor  craven  bridegroom  said 

never  a  word,) 
•*0  come  ye  in  peace  here,  or  come 

ye  in  war, 
Or  to  dance    at  our  bridal,   young 

Lord  Lochinvar?"-  - 

"I  long  woo'd  your^ daughter,   my 

suit  you  denied; — 
Love  Rwt^lls  liko  the  Solway,  but  ebbs 

like  its  tide — 
And  now  am  I  come,  with  this  lost 

love  of  mine, 
To  load  but  one  measure,  drink  one 

cup  of  wine. 
There  are  maidens  in  Scotland  more 

lovely  by  fur, 
That  would  gladly  he   bride  to  the 

young  Lochinvar. 

The  bride  kiRs'«l  the  goblet:  the 
knight  took  it  up, 

He  qua^M  off  the  wine,  and  he 
threw  down  the  cup. 

She  look'd  down  to  blush,  and  she 
look'd  up  to  sigh, 

With  ft  smile  on  her  lips,  and  a  tear 
in  her  eye. 

He  took  her  soft  hand,  ere  her  mo- 
ther could  bar.  — 

"Now  tread  we  a  measure  I"  said 
yunng  Lochinvar. 

So  stiitelv  his  form,  and  so  lovely 
her  uu:e, 
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That  never  a  ball  snch  a  galliard  did 

UMiile  her  mother  (lid  fret,  and  hor 

father  did  fame. 
And  tlie  btiilegmom  stood  itnngling 

his  boDnetandplamc; 

And   the  bri de-maidens  whiMperM, 

"Twere  better  by  far, 
To  havo  match'il  our  fair  consia  witli 

young  Lochisvur." 
One   tonch  to    her  hand,   and  one 

word  in  hor  ear, 
When  tbeyrciicli'd  tho  hall-door,  and 

the  charyLT  alood  near; 
•So  li^bt  to  the  cronpe  the  fair  Indy 

ho  swung, 
Ko  light  to  the  saddle  before  her  be 

sprung  I 
■■Sbe  is  -w-onl  we   are   gone,    over 

bank,  bnsh,  and  Bcanr; 
They'll  have flpetRlwIflhiitfiiilow," 

quoth  yoimg  Loehinvur. 
There  was  mounting  'iiionj  Gr.iimoB 

of  the  Netberliy  cli:!; 
FoiBters,  Fenwioks,  nu.t  ilusgraves, 

they  roJa  and Ibiy  ran: 
There  was  racing  an  1   uhnaing.  on 

Cannobiu  Lee, 
Dut  the  lost  bride  ofNotberhy  ne'er 

did  thej  see. 
So  daring  m  love,  and  so  dauntless 


Ha 


■e  ye  e'er  heard   ol  g.dl 
young  Lochinvar? 
XIU. 


t  Uko 


Tho  Monarch  o'er  tbo 
\:i  1  bout  the  meOKUre 

IIo  wbisper'ifpniiiips  in  hur  car. 
In  loud  apjilaitse  tbe  couriicra  vied; 
An  1  Wiiea  wink'd,  ami  K;,obo  aside. 
The   witching  dame  to    Slormion 

A  glance,  where  EecT.i'd  to  reign 
The  pride  that  claims  applaosea 

An<1  of  ber  royal  con(inest  too, 
A  real  or  Iei;;u'd  diRcloia: 
Familiar  was  the  look,  and  tnld, 
Uaimiou  and  she  were  I'rienduofold. 


The  King   obeerred  tb«ir   meetitig 

With  something  like  displensed  nu- 

For  monarcbB  ill  can  rivals  brook, 
Even  in  a  wonl,  or  smile,  or  look. 
Straight  took  he  forth  the  parchment 

Which  Marmion's  high  commission 

show'd: 
"  Our   Bor<lers   saok'd    by   many  a 

raid. 
Our  peaceful  liege-men  robb'd,"  ha 

"  On  day  of  tmce  our  Warden  slain. 

Stout  Barloukili'd,  his  voaaals  ts'en — 
Unworthy  were  we  here  to  reign. 
Should  these  for  vengeanoe  cry  in 

Our  full  ileSance.  hate,  and  scorn, 
Our  herald  has  to  Henry  borne." 

XIV. 
He  paused,   and  led  vhero  Douglas 
And  with    stern    eye    the    pageant 

1  mean  (hnt  Douglas,  sixth  of  yore, 

^Vho  coronet  of  Angus  bore, 

And,  vhen  bis  blood  and  heart  wera 

bigb, 
Did  the  third  Jamea  in  camp  defy, 
And  all  bis  luinions  led  to  die 

On  Lauder's  ilrcary  flat; 
Trinces  und    favourites   long  grer 

And  trembled  at  the  homely  name 
Of  Archibald  Bell-the-Cat; 

The  same  who  left  tbo  dusky  vale 

Uf  Hermitage  in  Liddisilale, 
Its  dungeons,  and  its  towers. 

Where  Dothwell's  turrets  brave  tbo 

And  l]olhwe1tbank  is  blooming  fair. 

To  ££  hilt  princely  bowers. 
Though  now,  iui^,  he  had  laiddovm 
Iliu  utmour  for  the  peaceful  gown 

And  for  a  staff  hia  brand, 
Yet  often  would  flush  forth  the  fire, 
Tbnt  eoald,  in  youth,  a  monarch's  it* 

And  minion's  pride  withstand; 
And  even  that  day,  at  ooonoU  board. 


TTtiapt    to    soothe  Iiia  BOTereigD'H 

Agsitut  the  WAT  hod  Angns  Rtood, 
And  chaTert  bJR  loyal  lord. 


llage-lioDGil,  and  tnH,  oad  grim,  Bod 
gannt, 

Seem'do'ertheBaadjscenoto  lower: 
His  locks  &nd  beard  ia  silver  grew; 
Hia  eyebrows  kept  their  Babla  hne. 
Near  Ihinglas  when  tboMonnrch  stood 
His  bitter  speech  be  tbua  pursued: 
"Lord  Uann  joD,EiDcethcse]c(teni  say 
That  iutbeNortbyoiiueedsiuust  stay, 

While  Elightettt  hopes  of  peace  ro- 

TTncourtcciaij  speech  it  were,  and  stem. 
To  saj;— Relum  to  Liadisfamo, 

Until  ray  herald  come  aynin.— 
Then  rent  joa  in  Tiintallon  Hold; 
Tonr  host  sbnll  ba  the  Douglas  bold,  — 
A  chief  unlike  his  Bire.4  of  old. 
He  wears  their  motto  on  hia  blade, 
Theirblazon  o'erhis  towers  liisplnyM; 
¥el  lovL-s  his  Eovereign  to  oppose, 
Uore  than  to  fai'O  hia  countiy'a  foes. 
And,  I  bethink  me,  by  St.  Stephen, 

lint  e'en  this  mom  to  me  was  given 
A  priie,  the  first  fmitB  of  the  war, 
To  en  by  a,  gnlley  from  Dunbar, 

A  bevy  of  the  maids  of  Heaven. 
Uo<1er  your  guard,  these  holy  maids 
&bpdl  Edfo  return  to  cloister  fboiles. 
And,  while  they  at  Tantallon  slay. 
Requiem  forCocbmn's  soni  may  say,'' 
Anil,  with  the  slaughtec'd  favooriteH 

Across  the  Monarch's  brow  there  caiue 
A  clond  of  ire,  remorse  and  sboiae. 

XVL 
In  answer  nought  could  Angus  speak; 
Hia  proud  heart  swell'd  well  nigh  to 

He  tum'd  aside,  and  down  his  cheek 

A  bomicg  tear  there  stole. 
Bis  hand  the  Monarch  smlden  look, 
That  sight  his  kind  heart  conld  not 


"Now,  by  the  Bruee's  soul, 
AnguB,  my  h.-isty  speech  foiBlvoI 
I'or  sura  aa  doth  hn  spirit  live. 
As  be  said  of  the  Douglas  old, 

I  well  may  say  of  yoo, — 
That  never  king  diet  subject  hold, 

Bfree,inwarmoTebol[l, 


-e  tender  and  n 


Kingh  it;  ban  d  di  d  atroi  n, 
The  old  man's  tear«  fell  down  like  rain. 
To  seize  the  moment  Mormion  tried, 
And  whisper'd  to  the  King  aside: 

"Oht  letsuch  tears  unwonted  plead 
For  respite  short  from  dubious  deed  I 
A  cliild  will  weep  a  bramble'a  smart, 
A  maid  to  see  her  sparrow  part, 
A  stripling  for  a  woman's  lienrt: 


Butw 


aits  a  c< 


of  beuriled  men. 
Then,ohl  whutomon.  dorkand  high. 
When  Douglas  wets  his  matily  eye!" 

XVII. 
Displca.'ied  was  James,  that  stranger 

Andtampct'dwitbliia  chonffing  moo.l , 
"Laugh  those  that  can,  weep  thoso 

that  may," 
Thus  did  the  fiery  Monarch  say, 
"  Soulbwani  I  march  by  break  of  dny ; 
And  if  within  TuntuUnn  ttrong. 
The  gooil  J^ord  Jlnrmion  tirrit'S  long, 
Percbiinca  onr  meeting  nixt  may  fall 
At  Tamworth,  in  his  caBti>:-haIl.''_ 
The  baugbty  Klarmion  lult  the  taunt. 
And  answer  d,  grave,  tiie  royid  vaunt: 
"Slueb   honour'd  were  my  humblo 

I  r  in  iU  halls  King  James  should  com  ti; 
IJQt  Nottingliam  boa  archen,  good. 
And  Yorkshiremen  are  stern  of  mood; 
liorthumbrianjirifikcrB  wild  and rudo. 
On  Derby  Hills  the  patlis  are  steep; 
la  OutiO  nnd  Tyne  the  fonls are  deep; 
And  many  a  banner  will  bo  torn, 
And  many  a  knight  to  earth  bo  home, 
And  many  a  slicnf  of  arrowH  spent, 
Ere  Scotland's  King  shall  cross  the 

Trent, 
Yet  iiuune,  bruvo  Prince,  while  ye* 
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The  Monarch  lightly  tum'd  away. 
And  to  his  nobles  toud  did  call,— 
"  Lords,   to  the    dance,     a  ball !   a 

hall  !■■• 
Himselfhis  cloak  and  sword  flung  by, 
And  led  Dame  Heron  gallantly  ; 
And  minstrels,  at  the  royal  order. 
Bang  out   "lllae   Bonnets  o'er  the 

XVIU. 
Leave  we  these  revels  now,  to  tell 
What  to  St.  Hilda's  maidd  befell. 
Whose  i^ley,  as  they  saii'd  again 
To  Whitbv,  by  a  Scot  was  ta'cn. 
Now  at  Don-^diu  did  they  bide, 
TillJnmcsHbonld  of  their  fate  decide: 

And  soon,  by  his  command. 
Were  gently  summon 'd  to  prepare 


3ife,  and  faii, 
Ajjain  to  Knglisb  lanii. 
The  Abbess  tfld  her  chaplet  o'er. 
Nor  knew  wbicb  saint   Ehe   should 

implore  ; 
For,  when  aho  thcagbt  of  Constance, 

Sbe  fear'd  Lord  JIarmion's  mood. 
And  judge  what  Clara  mustbavefi'ltl 
The  sword,  that  bung   in  Uarmion's 
belt, 

Had  drunk  De  ^Villon's  blood. 
Unwittingly,  King  James  biul  given. 

As  guard  to  Whitby'u  shades, 
The  uinu  most  dreaded  nnilerjlcavcn 

liy  tliese  defonccletis  maids  : 
Vet  what  pe'.iliun  eoi:ld  uviiil. 
Or  who  would  listen  to  the  InU- 


n'd  the  Cfanieh's 


That  much  o 

And  health  of  ninner's  soul. 
And,  with  deep  charge  of  secrecy. 

She  Dam'd  aptoee  to  meet, 
■Within  an  open  balcony. 
That  hongfroia  dizzy  pitch  and  high. 

Above  Uje  stately  street ; 
To  which,  as  common  to  each  home. 
At  night  tbey  might  in  secret  com e. 


XX. 


At  a 


Ofw 


L,  priso 


'Mid  liubtle  of  a  war  began  'I 
They  deem'd  it  boiieless  to  avoid 
The  convoy  of  their  dangerooN  guide. 

XIX. 

Their  lodging,  so  the  King  assigu'd. 

To  Marmion's,   as    their    guardian, 


i<\ 


I'll; 


And  thus  it  fill,  that,  pa.ssing  nigh. 
The  I'almcr  ciin^ht  the  Abbeiis'  eye, 
•      Who  wam'd  him  by  a  scroll, 
Shu  hail  a  secret  to  icvc-l. 


the  holy  Dame. 
The  moon  among  the  clouds  rosebigh. 
And  all  the  city  ham  waa  by. 
ITpon  the  street,  where  lata  before 
Did  din  of  war  and  warriors  roar, 

Youmight  have  heard  apebblefidl, 
A  beetle  ham,  a  cricket  sing. 
An  owlet  fl::p  his  bodioK  wing 

On  Giles's  steeple  tall 
The    antique    buildings,    climbing 

high, 
IMiose  Gothic   frontlets   songht  the 

Were  here  wrapt  de«p  in  shade  ; 
There  on    their   brows  the    moon- 
beam broke. 
Through  the  faint  wreaths  of  silvery 

And  on  the  casements  plsy'd. 
And  other  light  was  none  to  see. 

Save  torches  gliding  far. 

Before  Kome  chieftain  of  degree. 

Who  left  the  royal  revelry 

To  bowno  him  for  the  war.— 

A  solemn  scene  the  Abbess  chose  ; 

A  solemn  hour,  her  secret  to  disclose. 

XXL 
"O,  holy  PnlmerT'  she  began, — 
■■  Tor  sure  he  must  be  sainted  man. 
Whose    blettscd  feet  have  trod  the 

ground 
Uliere    the     Redeemer's    tomb    is 


Clare  de  Clare,  of  Gloster's  blood 
(IdleitwereofWhilby'a  dame, 
To  say  of  that  same  blood  1  came: 
And  once,  when  jealous   rnge   « 

Zjord  Mormion  said  deapUeoiiHlj', 
Wilton  wuH  traitor  in  his  heart, 
And  had  made  lei^ne  with  Martin 

Swart, 
When  be  came  here  on  SimncVa  part; 
And  only  cowardice  did  reftlrnin 
His  rebel  aid  on  StokcHeld'a  plain, — 
And  down  ho  threw  hiu  glove:— the 

Wastrird,  hb  wont,  before  the  King; 
Where  frankly  did  Du  Wilton  own. 
That    Swart    in    Gueldroa    lie   had 

known; 
And   that  between  them  then  tbeie 

Some  scroll  of  conrteoas  compliment. 
For  this  he  to  hiit  caatlcaunt; 
But  when  his  mossenger  retum'd. 
Jnd(;o  how  De  Wilton's  fury  bnm'd ! 
For  in  Lis  packet  thero  wcro  laid 
Letters  that  claim'd  disloyal  aid, 
And  proved  King  Henry  a  cause  be- 

Hia  fame,  thna  blighted,  in  the  field 
Ho    Htrovo    to    clear,   by  i>pear  and 

To  clear  his  fame  in  vain  he  strove, 
For  wondrous  arc  His  waya  above  I 
Perchance    some    fomi    was    unob- 
served; 
Perthance   in    prayer,    or  faith,  be 

swerved ; 
Else  how  could  guiltless  champion 

Or  bow  the  blessed  ordeal  fail? 

SXII. 
"His  squire,  who  now  De  Wilton 

As  recreant  doom'd  to  SDQer  law, 

Eepentiint,  owa'd  in  vain. 
That,  while  he  had  the  scrolls  in  care, 
A  stranger  maiden,  pasning  fair. 
Had  dreach'd  him  witli  a  bevernijo 
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Who,  rather  than  ved  Marmion, 
Did  to  (Saint  Hilda's  shrine  repair, 
To  sive  our  house  her  livings  fair 
And  die  a  vestal  vofresn  there. 
The    impulse    from    t?<e   earth   was 

Bat  bent  her  to  the  paths  of  heaven. 
A  purer  heart,  a  lovelier  maid. 
Ne'er  Khplter-dhcrin  Whitby's  Bhaile. 
Ko.  not  since  Saxon  Edelfled; 
Only  one  trace  of  earthly  strain. 

That  for  her  lover's  loss 
She  cherishes  a  sorrow  vain. 

And  murmurs  at  the  cross.— 
And  then  her  heritage: — >t  goes 

Along  the  bank  of  Tame; 
Deep    flelda   of  grain    the  reaper 

In  mejidows  rich  the  heifer  Iowa. 

The  falconer  and  huntsman  knows 
Ita  woodlands  for  the  game. 
Shame  were  it  to  Saint  Hilda  dear, 
And  I,  her  huiidile  vot'reas  here. 

Should  do  a  deadly  sin, 
Her  tempio  itjioird  before  mine  eycK. 
If  this  false  Marmion  snch  a  pri/o 

By  my  consent  sliould  win; 
Yet    hath  our    boisterous    monarch 

That  Clare  shall  from  ourhoase  be 

And  grievous  eause  have  I  to  fear 
Such  mandate   doth  Lord  Marmion 

XXHI. 


niy'd 


,   helpless,   and  be- 


To  evil  power,  I  claim  thine  aid. 

By  every  sto)>  th;it  thou  "bust  trod 
To  holy  lihrino  and  grotto  dizn, 
By  eviTy  martyr's  tortured  limb. 
By  angel,  saint,  and  seraphim. 
And  by  the  Church  of  (iod  1 
For  mark :— when  Wilton  was    bo- 

And    with  his  sqaire  forged  letters 

laid. 
She  was,  alan  1  that  sinful  maid. 

By  whom  the  deed  was  done, — 
0 1  shama  and  horror  to  ba  said  I 

She  was  a  peijuied  uonl 
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No  clerk  in  tl\  the  Lmd,  like  her. 
Traced  quaint  and  varyiug  chuacter. 
Perchance  j-ou  may  a  marvel  deem, 

That  Mann  ion's  paiamonc 
(For  snch  vile  thing  she  was)  should 
eoheme 

Her  lover's  nnptial  honr; 
But  o'er  him  thus  she  hoped  to  gain, 
Asprivy  to  hix  honour's  stain, 

niimilsble  power: 
For  this  she  secretly  retain'd 

Each  proof  that  might  tlie  plot  re- 

Instractiona   with   his   huid  and 

And  thus  Saint  Hilda  deigu'd. 

Through  sinner's  perfidy  impure. 

Her  house's  glory  to  secnre. 
And  Clare's  immortal  weal. 

SSIV. 
"  Twere  long,   and  needless,  here  to 

ttU, 
How  to  my  hand  these  papere  fell ; 

With  mo  they  must  cot  stay. 
Saint  Uilila  keep  hpr  Abbess  trac ! 
Who  knows  wlist  oalm{;Q  be  miglit  do 

While  jonmpyinjj  by  the  way  ? — 
O,  blessed  Saint,  if  c'crityain 
I  venturoaa  lenve  thy  calm  domain. 
To  travel  or  by  land  or  main. 

Deep  penance  may  I  pay  I — 
N'ow.saintly  Palmer.mark  my  prayer; 
I  give  this  pocket  to  thy  care. 
For  thee  to  etop  ther  will  not  dare  ; 

Anrl  O !  with  cauilona  speed, 
To  \Vu1scy'B  huDd  the  )iapers  bnng, 
That  be  may  showtbcm  to  tbe  King: 

And,  for  thy  well-enrn'd  meed, 
Thoo  holy  man,  at  Whitby's  shrine 
A  weekly  mass  sball  still  be  Ibine, 

While  priests  can  sing  anil  read, — 
Whnt  ails't  thou  ?-  Speak  !*'  for  as  he 

The  chaise,  a  strong  emotion  shook 
Hi3  fnime  ;  and,  ere  reply. 


That  on  the  breeze  did  die  , 
Andlood  the  Abbess  shrieb'd  in  fear, 
"Saint  Withold,  save  osl"  What  is 
here? 


Look  at  Ton  City  Cross  1 
.  !B  on  its  battled  tower  appear 
Phantoms,  that  scntoheona  seam  to 

And  hlazon'd  banners  tosfl  V 
XXV. 
Dnn-Edin's  Cross,  a  pillar'd  stone, 
Bose  on  a  turret  octagon  ; 
(Uut  now  is  razed  that  montunBnt, 

Whence  royal  edict  rang, 
And  voice  of  Scotland's  law  was  sent 

In  glorious  tmrnpet-clang, 
O I  be  his  tomb  as  lead  to  lead. 
Upon  its  dull  destroyer's  headl 
A  miDBtTFrs  malison,*  ia  said.) 
Then  on  its  battlements  they  saw 
A  vision,  passing  nature's  law. 

Strange,  wild,  and  dimly  seen  ; 
Figures  that  seem'd  to  rise  and  dle^ 
Gibber  and  sign,  advance  and  fly. 
While  nought  confiim'd  could  ear  or 


As  fancy  forms  of  miifiiight  cload. 
When  flinga    the    moon    upon  her 

A  wavering  tinge  of  flame  ; 
It  flits,  expands,  and  shilts,  till  lend. 
From  miilmost  of  the  spectre  crowd. 

This  awful  sommona  came :    — 

SXVI. 

■'  Prince,    prelate,     potentate,    and 

Whose  names  Inow  shall  call, 
Scottish  or  foreigner,  give  ear ; 
{Subjects  of  him  who  sent  ue  here. 
At  his  tribunal  to  appear, 

I  summon  one  and  all : 
I  cile  you  by  each  deadly  sin. 
That   e'CT    hath    soil'd  your  heatte 

within ; 
I  cite  you  by  each  brutal  lust. 
That  e'er  dolii'd  yonr  earthly  dust,— 

liy  wrath,  by  pride,  by  fear. 


MARMION. 
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By  each  o'er-mastering  passion's  tone, 
By  the  dark  grave,  and  dying  groan  ! 
When  forty  days  are  pass  d  and  gone, 
t  cite  you,  at  your  Mooarch's  throne, 

To  answer  and  appear." 
Then  thunder M  forth  a  roll  of  names : 
The  first  was  thine,  unhappy  James ! 

Then  all  thy  nohles  came  ; 
Crawford^  Glencaim,  Montrose,  Ar- 
gyll. 
Ross,    Bothwell,     Forhes,    Lennox, 

Lyle,— 
Why  should   I   tell  their  separate 
style? 

Each  chief  of  birth  and  fame. 
Of  Lowland,  Highland,  Border,  Isle, 
Fore-doom'd    to    Flodden*s  carnage 
pile, 

Was  cited  there  by  name  ; 
And  Marmion,  Lord  of  Fontenaye, 
Of  Lutterward,  and  Scrivelbaye  ; 
De  Wilton,  erst  of  Aberley, 
The  self-same  thundering  voice  did 
say.— 

But  then  another  spoke  : 
"Thy  fatal  summons  I  deny, 
And  thine  infernal  Lord  defy. 
Appealing  me  to  Him  on  High, 

Who  burst  the  siuner's  yoke." 
At  that  dread  accent,  with  a  scream. 
Parted  the  pageant  like  a  dream, 

The  summoner  was  gone. 
Prone  on  her  face  the  Abbess  fell, 
And  fast,  and  fast,  her  beads  did  tell; 
Her  nuns  came,  startled  by  the  yell, 

And  found  her  there  alone. 
She  mark'd  not,  at  the  scene  aghast. 
What  time,  or  how,  the  Palmer  pass'd. 

xxvn. 

Shift  we  the  scene.— The  camp  doth 
move, 

Dun-Edin's  streets  are  empty  now, 
Save  when,  for  weal  of  those  tney  love, 

To  pray  the  prater,  and  vow  the  vow, 
The  tottering  child,  the  anxious  fair, 
The  grey-hair'd  sire,  with  pious  care. 
To  chapels  and  to  shrines  repair — 
Where  is  the  Palmer  now  ?  and  where 
The  Abbess,  Marmion,  nnd  Clare? — 
Bold  Douglas !  to  Tnntallon  fair 

They  journey  in  thy  charge : 


Lord  Mnrmion    rode    on   his   right 

hand. 
The  Palmer  still  was  with  the  band; 
Angus,  like  Lindesay,  did  command. 

That  none  should  roam  at  large. 
But  in  that  Palmer's  altered  mien, 
Awondrous  change  might  nowbe  seen, 

Freely  he  spoke  of  war, 
Of  marvels  wrought  by  single  hand, 
"NVhcn  lifted  for  a  native  land; 
And  still  lookVl  high,  as  if  heplann'd 

Some  desperate  deed  afar. 
His  courser  would  he  feed  and  stroke, 
And,  tucking  up  his  sable  frocko, 
Would  first  his  mettle  bold  provoke, 

Then  soothe  or  guell  his  pride. 
Old  Hubert  said,  tnat  never  one 
He  saw,  except  Lord  Maimion, 

A  steed  so  fairly  ride. 

xxvin. 

Some  nalf-hour*s  march  behind,  there 
came, 
By  Eustace  ^ovem'd  fair, 
A  troop  escorting  Hilda's  Dame, 
With  all  her  nuns,  and  C'lare. 
No    audience    had    Lord    Marmion 
sought; 
Ever  he  fear'd  to  aggravate 
Clara  de  Clare's  suspicious  hate; 
And  safer  'twas,  he  thought, 
To  wait  till,  from  the  nuns  removed. 
The  influence  of  kinsmen  loved, 
And  suit  by  Henry's  self  approved, 
Her  slow  conseut  had  wrought. 
His  was  no  flickering  flame,  that  dies 
Unless  when  fann'd  by  looks  and 

sighs. 
And  lighted  oft  at  lady's  eyes; 
Ho  long'd  to  stretch  his  wide  com- 
mand 
O'er  luckless  Clara's  ample  land; 
Besides,  when  Wilton  with  hira  vied, 
Although  the  pangof  humbled  pride 
The  place  of  jealousy  supplied, 
Yet  conquest  by  that  meanness  won 
Ho  almost  loath'd  to  think  upon, 
Led  him,  at  times,  to  hate  the  ca..se, 
Which  made  him  burst  through  hon- 
our's laws. 
If  e'er  ho  loved,  'twas  her  alone. 
Who  died  within  that  vault  of  stone. 


{ 


SCOTT'S  POETICAL  WORSH. 


TtTTY. 

And  now,  when  close  ftt  hand  they  saw 
North  iierwick's  town,  and  loftylAW, 
Fitz-Enstacebadethem  pause  awhile. 
Before  a  venerable  pile," 

■ftTioKeturreta  \iew'd,  afar, 
The  lofty  JSnss.  the  Lainbie  Isle, 

The  ocean's  peace  ot  war. 
At  tolling  of  a  lell,  forth  came 
The  conrenl's  vcneroLlo  D.ime, 
And  prayM  S,imt  Hikla'a  Abbess  rest 
Withher,  nluvedaniilionoar'il  guest. 
Till  Douglas  ahoijd  a  b.irk  prepare 
To  n;ift  hor  hack  to  ^nilby  fair. 
Glad  was  the  Abhoss,  you  muy  6ti**Bi 
And  thantd  the  Scottish  I'rioress; 
And  tedious  were  to  tfll,  I  ween. 
The  courteous  speech  that  pasE'd  be- 

O'trjojM  the  nuns  their  palfreys 

liut  vLcn  fair  Clara  did  intend. 
Liketbem,  from  horseback  to  deHceni 

Fitz-Eustneo  baid,— "I  grieve. 
Fair  lady,  gnevo  e'en  from  my  heart, 
Kuch  gentle  company  to  part; — 

Think  not  discourtesj, 
Bntlords'eonuiinndsniustheobey'd; 
And  Marmion  and  tlio  Doiiglns  said. 

That  you  uwvX  wend  with  me. 
Lord  Marmion  hath  a  letter  broad, 
Which  to  the  Scottish  Enrl  hebhon'd. 
Commaniliug  thnt,  beneath  hiu  cure, 
Without  dclav,  you  Khnll  iep.iir 
To  your  gooU  kinsman,  Lord  Fitz- 
Clare.^' 

XXX. 
The  startled  AhheHs  loud  eiclaim'd; 
Hut  she,  atwhomthe  blow  was  aim'd, 
Grew    pale    as    death,    and  cold  as 

She  deem'd  she  heard  hrr  death- 
doom  road. 

"Cheer  tbce,  my  child!"  the  Ab- 
bem  Riiid, 

"  They  dare  not  tear  thee  from  my 

To  nde  idone  with  armed  baud.'' 
"  Xuy,  holy  mother,  nay," 


•AronriTitofCl 
thBEulurHhuil: 


a,  rounded  b;r 


Fitz-Enxtaca  said,   "the  lovely  dan 
Will  be  in  Lady  Angus'  care, 

In  Kent  land  while  we  slay; 
And,  when  we  move,  an  easy  ride 
Will  bring  -at  to  the  English  side, 
Feroale  attendance  to  provide 

befitting  GloHter's  heir: 
Northinka  nor  dreams  mynoble  lord, 
By  Blightcet  look,  or  act,  or  word, 

To  haruKS  Lady  Clare. 
Her  faithful  coardian  he  will  be. 
Nor  Kuo  for  BlighteBt  courtesy 

That  e'en  to  stranger  tails. 
Till  he  shall  place  her,  safe  and  free. 

Within  her  kiuBman's  halls. " 
Be  Bpoke,  and  bluah'il  with  eameet 

is  Atith  was  painted  on  his  face, 
And    Clare's  worst  fear  relieved. 
The  Lady  Ahhoss  loud  eidaim'd 
On  Henry,  and  the  Douglas  blamed. 

Entreated,  threaten'rl,  grieved; 
To  martyr,  Baint,  and  prophet  pray 'd. 
Against  Loril  Marmion  inveieh'd. 
And  eall'd  the  Prioress  to  aicY, 
To  curae  with  candle,  bell,  and  book. 
Her  head  ths  grave  Cistertian  shook: 
"  The  Douglas,  and  the  King,''  she 


maiden  in  Tantallon  hall." 

XXXI. 

The  Abbess,  seeing  strife  was  vain. 

Assumed  her  wonted  btate  again, — 

For  muth  of  state  she  had, — 
CouipoBcd   her  veil,  and  raised  her 


rhy  master,  bold  and  bad. 
The  records  of  his  house  turn  o'er, 
And,  when  he  shall  there  written 


Bid  Lim  his  fate  eiplor 


OodjndRa'twiit  Miinnion  and  n 
He  isaCbiof  of  high  degroe. 

And  I  n  poor  rerlaite: 
Yat  ofl,  in  holy  writ,  we  <toe 
Even  snch  weak  minister  BS  iiie 

Mo;  the  oppreiisor  bniLsc: 
For  thns,  innpireil,  dirl  Jadith  aby 

The  mii-bty  in  hin  Hin, 
And  Jaelthns,  anil  Dtbomh."  — 
Here  hasty  Itloiint  broke  in: 

"  Fitz-Enstace,  wo  must  march  oar 

St.  Anton'  Bra  theo !  wilt  thon  ntand 
All  duy,  with  bonnet  in  thy  hand. 

To  hear  the  Indy  preach  r 
By  thia  gooit  ligbt  I  if  thus  we  stay, 
Iiord  Uarmion,  for  our  fond  delay. 

Will  Bbarper  Bcrmon  teach. 
Come,  don  thy  cap,  nod  uoont  thy 

The  Ihune  miuit  patiiinca  Uike  por- 

XXXII. 

"Submit  we    then  to    force,"   said 

"  But  let  thia  barlmroun  lord  deapair 

HiH  pnTuoHt'd  uiiii  to  win: 
Let  him  tiwe  livin;i.  Ijiud,  and  life: 
But  to  bo  Marution'x  wi'ddud  wife 

In  mo  were  dc;idly  ain: 
And  if  it  Lu  tlio  Kiii^'ii  decreo 
That  I  uiiiHb  tiii'l  no  annotuary. 
In  tliat  invioLibln  dome, 
Where  even  a  liomicido  might  come, 

And  aafely  rost  his  head, 
Thougli  at  iis  u;)t.-n  portals  stood, 
ThiTBtiiig  tti   pour    forth  blood  for 

The  kinameii  of  the  dead; 
Yet  one  aaylnm  in  my  own 

Aguinst  tbo  dnindi^d  hour; 
A  low,  aaileiit,  and  alono. 

Where  kiiif;*  l""'"  I'"!"  power. 
One  victim  is  Iwforo  mo  there.— 
Mother,  yoorblcKninn,  nndinprayi 


\Veeping  imd  wuUiugfuad  arose. 


Bound  patient  dare,  the  damoTouB 

01  every  aimple  nun. 
Hia  eyes  the  gentle  Enatace  dried. 
And  Bcoroe  mdu  Blonnt  the   aight 
coold  bide. 

Then  took  tho  nqniro  her  rein. 
And  gently  led  uway  ber  ateed. 
And,   by  each   courteous  word  anil 

To  cheer  her  strove  in  TBJn. 
SXXUL 
But  scant  three  miles  tha  band  had 

When  o'er  a  height  they  pnHS'd, 
And,   sudden,     close    before    tham 
show'd 
Hia  lowers,  Tantallon  vast ; 
Broad,  massive,  high,  and  stretching 

far, 
And  held  impregnable  In  war. 
On  a  projecting  rock  lliey  rose. 
And    ronnd   three  sideii  the    ocean 

flows, 
Tho  fiinrth  did  battled  walls  enclose. 

And  double  luonnd  and  foase. 
By    narrow    drawbridge,    outworkii 

Through  studded  gates,  an  eatrancu 
long, 

To  the  main  court  they  cross. 
It  was  a  wirle  and  stately  scinaru: 
Around  were  lodginj^o,  fit  aad  fair, 

And  towers  of  viirioua  form, 
Which  on  tLe  court  projected  far. 
And  broke  it.4  liuoii  i|an.dningalar. 
Here  wa.i  equaro  kut^]),  there  tumit 

high. 
Or  pinnacle  tunt  nought  tbo  sky. 
Whence  oft  the  warder  could  descry 

Tha  gathering  oooan  storm, 
XXXIT. 

ere  did  they  rest, — the  princelycare 
0(  Douglas,  why  sbonlill  declare, 
Or  say  tbt-y  met  reception  fair? 

Or  why  tho  tidings  aay, 
Which,  varying,  to  rantallnu  came. 
By  hurrying  posts  or  fleeti-r  fume. 

With  every  varying  day? 
And,  &rat  they  beard  Sing  7amea  had 


scorrs  poetical  wonss. 


ElBlI,   and  Wack,  and  Ford;  and 

Hut  Nocham   Caatle  strong  waa 
ta'en. 
At  that  Bora  marreU'd  Harmion;— 
And  Douglas  hoped   hia  Monarch's 

17on1d  soon  EnbdoeNorthnniberland: 

But  whinper'd  news  there  came, 
That,  vhilehia  boBtlnactiTe  hi;. 
And  melted  bj  degrees  awar, 
Kitig  Juinea  vos  didlyingoSthe  dajr 

With  Heron's  wilj  dame.— 
Such  acta  U>  chronittea  I  jield; 

Oo  BGbk  them  there,  and  aee: 
Mine  ia  a  tale  of  Ftodden  Field, 

And  not  a  history. — 
At  length  they  heara  the  Scottish  host 
On  that  high  ridge  hod  made  their 
post. 

T\1iith  frowns  o'er Hiliaold  Plain; 
And  tbiit  brase  Surrey  many  a  band 
Had  gnther'd  in  the  Sonthern  land. 
And  luarch'd  into  Korthumberland, 

And  camp  at  Wooler  ta'en. 
Marmion,  liko  charger  in  the  statl. 
That  huarx,  Tiithoat,  the  tram  pet-call, 

Begun  to  chnfe,  and  swear: — 
"A  Borry  thing  to  hids  mj  head 
In  castle,  like  a  fearful  maid, 

When  anch  a  fitid  is  near ! 
Needs  mUBt  I  ace  this  battlsMlay: 
Death  ti>  my  fame  if  anch  a  fray 
Were  funght,  and  Marmion  away ! 
Tho  Douglas,  too,  I  wot  not  why, 
Hiith  'baled  of  hia  conrteay: 
No  longer  in  hia  b"lla  I'll  stay." 
Then  bade  hia  band  they  shonld  array 
loT  march  against  tho  dawning  day. 


TO  RICHARD  HEUER,  ESQ. 
Jfcrtoun-iTwisf,  Chriitmas. 
Huf  on  more   wood  1— the  wind 

chill ; 
Bntltt  it  whistle  M  it  will, 
'Wo'll  keep  oar  Chriatmas  morry  still. 
Each  age  has  deem'd  the "• — 


The  fittest  time  fur  festal  cheer : 


Even,  heathen  yet.  the  savage  Dane, 
At  Xol  mora   deep  the  mead  did 

High  on  the  be«oh  bis  galleys  drew, 
And  feasted  all  bis  pirate  crew  ; 
Then  in  his  low  and  pine-built  hall. 
Where  shields  and  axes  deck'd  the 

They  gorged  npon  the  half  dreas'd 

steer  ; 
Caronsed  in  seas  of  sable  beer  ; 
While  round,   in   bmtal  Jeet,   were 

thrown 
The  balf-gnaw'd  rib    and  marrow- 

Or  listen'd  sU,  in  giim  delight. 
While  Scalds  yell'd  ont  the  joys  of 

fight. 
Then  forth,in  frenzy,  wonld  tbevhie. 
While,  wildlydoose  their  red  locks  fly. 
And  dancing  round  the  blazing  pile. 
They  make  anch  barbaroos  mirtn  the 

As  beat  might  to  the  mind  recall 
The  boisterous  joya  of  Odin's  hall. 

And  well  our  Christian  sires  of  old 
Lovad  when  the  year  its  comao  had 

roll'd. 
And  brought  blithe  Christmas  back 

again. 
With  all  hia  hospitable  tnun. 
Domestic  and  religious  rite 
Oave  honour  to  the  holy  night ; 
On  Chriiitmaa^ve  the  bells  were  rung; 
On  Christmas-evo  the  m^isa  was  sung: 
That  only  night  in  nil  the  year, 
Saw  the  stoled  priest  the  chalice  rear. 
The  damsel  donn'd  ber  kirtle  sheen; 
The  hall  was  dross'd  with  holy  green; 
Forth  to  the  wood  did  meny-men  go, 
To  gather  in  the  mistletoe. 
Then  open'd  wide  the  Baron's  hoU 
To  vassal,  teoont,  serf,  and  idl; 
Power  laid  his  rod  of  rule  aside. 
And  Cer<;mony  doCE'd  his  pride. 
The  heir,  with  roses  in  his  ahoss. 
That   night   might    village    partner 

choose ; 
The  lord,  underogating.  share 
The  vulgar  game  of  "  post  and  pair."* 


■  jLd  oM  same  at  e» 


MAmnoy, 
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JOlludrd,  with  TinoontroUM  delight. 
And  genexBl  Toice»  the  happy  night» 
That  to  the  cottage,  as  the  crown, 
Bxonght  tidings  of  salTation  down. 

The  lire,  with  well-dried  logs  sup- 
plied. 
Went  roaring  np  the  chimney  wide ; 
The  huge  bou-table's  oaken  face, 
ScTubVd  till  it  shone,   the  day  to 

grace. 
Bore  then  npon  its  mosRiyo  board 
No  mark  to  part  the  squire  and  lord. 
Then  was  brought  in  the  lusty  bruwu, 
By  old  bine-coated  serving-man  ; 
Then  the  grim  boar's  head  frown  M 

on  hif^h. 
Crested  with  bays  and  roHcinary. 
Well  can  the  green-garb*d  rang«r  tell, 
How,  when,  and  where,  the  iiionstcr 

fell; 
What  docs  before  his  dentli  he  toro, 
And  all  Uie  baiting  of  tho  boar. 
The  wassel  round,   in  good  brown 

bowls. 
Garnished      with   ribbons,    blitbdy 

trowls. 
There  the  huge  sirloin  rook'd :  hard  1  > y 
Flam-porridge  stood^  and  Christmas 

pie; 
Nor  lail'd  old  Scotland  to  produce, 
At  such  high-tide,  her  savoury  ^ooso. 
Then  camo  the  merry  maKki:rs  in. 
And  carols  roar'd   with  blithesome 

din ; 
If  unmelodious  was  the  son^, 
It  was  a  hearty  note,  and  strong. 
'Who  lists  may  in  their  mumming 

see 
Traces  of  ancient  mystery  ; 
White  shirtssunplicdtlio  masqnoridc, 
And  smutted  cheeks  tiit;  visors  made; 
But,  01  what  mtiskers,  richly  di|.rht, 
Can  boast  of  bosoms  half  H«»'li}^dit ! 
England  was  mv'rry  Eu^dand,  when 
Old  Christmas  brought  his    spurts 

again. 
*Twas  Christmas  b roach M  the  might- 
iest ale; 
'Twas  Christmas  t<»ld   tho  morricst 

tale ; 
A  Christmas  i;amb(.>l  %.\i  could  chucr 


The  poor  nxin^s  heart  through  half 
the  year. 

Still  linger,  in  onr  northern  clime. 
Some  ren.nants  (»f  the  ^^ood  (dd  time; 
And  still,  within  our  valh'j-s  liere. 
Wo  hfdd  thrt  kindred  tith;  d<ar, 
Kvcn  when,  perchance,  its  far-fetch'd 

claim 
To  Situtliron  ear  sounds  eiuj'ty  name; 
Tor  course  of   blood,    our  proverbs 

deem, 
Is  waiiiiiT  than  t  lu*  monntain-st  ream.  • 
Ami  thus,  niy  Christmas  still  I  hcdd 
Wlmrc  my  great  ^'raiiilsiri:  camo  of 

oil, 
With  uiiibf'r  beard,  and  llaxi^n  hair, 
And  r  veri  n<l  aposti.!:*'  air 
Thij  I'e.tst  and  lioly-ti-li-  to  share, 
An-l  mix  sniirietv  ^vith  wine, 
And  honest  njirtli  uith  thoughts  di- 

^  ine: 
Small  thoui^ht  wis  his,  in  altt.r  time 
K'er  to  be  hit<di'd  into  a  rliyme. 
Tho  Kim}»le.  silt'  could  only  boast, 
1'hat  he  \va-»  loyal  to  his  cost; 
Tho  banish*«l  race  of  hin^s  rever«;d, 
An«l    lost    his    Liuil, — liut    kept  his 

beard. 

In  these  dear  halls,  whore  welcome 

kind 
Is  with  lair  liberty  combined; 
Where   conlial   fri«)ndsliip  gives  tho 

hand, 
And  ili'S  Cfinstrjunt  tho  ma^ie.  waind 
of  tlio  fiir  dame  tliat  rules  tlio  land. 
Little  we  lieir.l  the  tenijast  drear, 
Whilo  musie,  mirtli,  and  soeijd  cheer. 
Speed  on  tlieir  wings    tlio  passing 

yc'.'ir. 
And    Mertoun's    halls   are   fair  e'en 

now, 
When  not  a  1»  af  is  on  the  bough. 
Tweed  h>ves  tliem   well,  and  turns 

ni^'ain, 
As  loath  to  leave  tho  sweet  domain, 
And  holds  liis  mirror  to  her  face. 
And  clij'S  lur  with  a  closo  embrace:— 
(iladly  us  he,  we  K"ek  tho  dome, 
And  as  riductant  turn  us  home. 

- ft 

*  ' '  liluoU  iw  ^\  uiiuer  tUuu  wutor." 
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How  jnat  that,  at  this  time  of  gle«. 
My  thoughts  Bhoold,  Heber,  tnm  to 

theel 


Cease,  tben,  vij  friend  I  a  moment 

AatHeavethesoclaadctoiDeainpeacel 

Of  Roman  anilof  Grecian  lore, 
bnra  mortal  brain  can  holil  no  more. 
Thesa  ancients,  aa  Noll  liluff  might 

"Were  pretty  fellows  in  their  day;" 
Hut  time  aad  tide  o'er  all  prevail- 
On  ChriBtnias  eve  a  Christmas  tale — 
Of  vonilcr  ami  ot  war— "  Profane  i 
^^'hBt1  leave  the  lofty  Latian  strain, 
Het  stately  prose,  hi-r  verse's  chanuB, 
To  hear  the  clash  of  maty  anne: 
la  Fairy  Lanil  or  Limbo  liist, 
To  joBtlo  coajnrerand  ghost, 
Gohlin   anil    witch  l"—JIay,    Heber 

Before  yon  tonch  my  charter,  hear: 
Though  Leyden  aiJa,  alas  1  no  more, 
My  c.iURO  with  niauy-hingnaged  lore, 
This  may  I  Buy:— in  rialmn  of  death 
UlysK.  a  meets  Aluidea'  vr-iUh ; 
iincas,  upon  Thracin's  ehore, 
The  ghost  of  mnrderd  Polydore; 
For  omens,  we  in  Livy  en-sa, 
At  every  mrn,  Inenlus  Son, 
As  gnive  and  duly  speaks  that  ox. 
As  if  he  told  the  price  of  Rtockn ; 


All  nations  have  their  omens  drei 
Their  leneade  wild  of  woe  and  feai 
To  Ciunbrin  look-  the  peasant  see, 
liethink  him  of  Glendowenly, 
AuJ     ehan     "the    epiril's   Blasted 

Tree."' 
The  Highlander,  whose  rcil  claymore 
The  battle  tum'd  on  Maida's  shore. 
Will,  ena  Friday  mora,  look  pale. 
If  ask'd  to  lell  a  fairy  tale: 


wiki  voiuwulLilta  a  boilini' v«k. 


Ha  feara  the  vengeful  Elfin  King. 
"Wlo  leaves  that  day  his  grassy  ring! 
Invisible  to  homan  ken. 
He  walks  among  the  sons  of  mea. 

Didst  e'er,  dear  Heber,  pass  along 
Beneath  the  towers  of  FranchemoiU, 
Which,  like  an  eagle's  nest  in  air. 
Hang  o'er  the  stream  and  hamlet  fur  f 
Deep  in  their  vaults,  the  nca^nta  say, 
A  mighty  treasure  buriea  lay, 
Ama^iS  d  through  rapine  and  through 

By  the  last  Lord  of  Frajichi'mont, 
The  iron  chest  is  bolted  hard, 
A  huntsman  silH,  its  constant  goardi 
Around  his  neck  his  horn  is  hung. 
His  hanRtr  in  his  belt  is  Klung; 
Before  his  feet  Lis  blood-hounds  lie. 
And  'twere  not  for  his  gloomy  eye. 
Whose  withering  glance  no  heart  can 

As  true  a  huntsman  doth  he  look. 
As  bugle  eVr  in  bmkf  dirl  sound, 
Or  ever  holloo'd  to  n  hound. 
To  chase  the  fii'nd,  and  win  the  prize 
In  that  same  dungeon  ever  tries 
An  aged  necromantic  priest; 
It  ia  uu  hundred  years  at  least, 
Since  'twist  them  fiist  the  strife  I>«- 

And  neither  yet  ha*  lost  nor  won. 
And   oft  the  Coiyurer's   words  will 

The  stubbon  Demon  gronn  and  quake; 
And  oft  the  lnuiils  of  iron  break. 
Orbnrstsonuloek,  that  still  amain. 
Fast  as  'tia  o|ien'd.  shuts  again. 
That  magic  strifo  within  the  tomb 
May  la-st  until  the  day  of  doom, 
UnJcas  the  adept  ehau  learn  to  tell 
The  vcn"  wonl  that  clcnoh'd  the  spell. 
When  Frandi'mont  lock'd  the  treas- 


nd  scarce  three  letters  has  he  won. 

Such  general  supemtition  may 
EicUFC  for  old  Pitocottie  say; 
WhoHS  gossip  history  has  given 
My  song  the  nieasenger  fromHeavai^ 


Hut  vam'd,  in  Lithgow,  Scotlanil'a 

King. 
Nor  leas  tha  infernal  Hammoning ; 
Usjpauiithe  Monk  of  I>nrtiaia'u  tiile, 
WlioM  demon  fuaght  intiotliii:  luivil; 
Hay  paiJon  ple^  for  I'onlun  grave. 
Who  told  of  Gifford's  Goblin-Cuve. 
But  wbj  such  instances  to  you, 
Who,  ia  BQ  iUBtant,  can  rcnow 
YourtreoHnroil  hoAnlHof  vitriomilorc. 
And  fomixli  twenty  thoUHnni)  moiv: 
HoaidB,  not  liko  thciis  who^u  vol- 


Li^  troasur^H  in   the  Franch'j 

While  gripplo  owner 
To  others  what  the; 
Give  tlicm  Uiu  prieHt's  wholu  ei^ntnry, 
They  BbiUl  not tipell you  Ictt.rH  tliruL-; 
Their  pleaflura  in  tbu  ti<M>ki(  tbo  sumo 
Tha  niKgiiio  tukc^s  ia  pilfor'd  gum. 
Thy  vuloiDOit,  open  na  tby  hi'iirt, 
Deuftht.  aiuOBcment,  HI''  ~         ~* 


Tot 


fery< 


Yet  ■who  of  all  who  thus  employ  tbniii. 
Can    bke    the    owuec'ij   wtf   enjoy 

them  7— 
Bnt,  hark  I  I  hear  tbo  (listaut  dram  I 
The  day  of  FlodJeu  Tield  in  com.*.— 
Adien,  dear  Heher  1  hlo  nnd  health. 
And  store  of  literary  wuiillb. 

CANTO  SIXTH. 

The  Bailie. 

1. 

Whilb  grest  events  were  on  the  fjnle, 

And  each  hiiar  brought  a  viiryinu  t.ilo, 

And  tha  demeanour,   cbuu;^eil   aud 

Of  Douglas,  fretted  ^iDrmioii  bold. 
And,  like  tho  impatient  Bleed  of  wai. 
Ho  snuff*!!  tho  buttle  from  afiir ; 
^dhopeswi-re  none,  that  iNU'knmun 
Herald  sboubl  come  from  Tiroiienne, 
Where  En^lnod'H  Kinn  in  lent-iier  loy. 
Before  dcciHivu  buttli^diiy; 
Whilst  Ibeso  things  wen.',  tho  uioum- 

ful  Clare 
Did  ID  tho  Dame's  devotions  shnro: 
For  thT  good    ConntisH   ecaHeless 

p««y'd 


To  Heaven  and  SointB,  her  sons  to  aid. 
And,  with  short  interval,  did  pass 
from  prayer  to  book,  from  book  to 


Yet  as  Lord  Marmion  notbiag  press'd 
Upon  ht:r  inliTVftls  of  rfint, 
Dejected  Ckru  well  coiilil  bear 
The   foniiHl    utute,    tho    leugthcaM 

rriiycr, 
ThooKh  .I.NirPHt  to  her  wounded  heart 
'nie  hoiirH  that  nbc  might Kpeud  apart. 

II. 
I  Knid.  Tantallon's  dizzy  stce]) 
Hun^  o'l  r  (he  maivin  of  the  deep. 
Manv  i>  nidti  lower  and  mnipart  tliere 
I{ei>.-ll'd  the  inxult  of  tho  nir, 
Wliieh,  when  the  tempoHt  vei'd  the 

Hnlf  breeze,  half  Kpray,  camo  wbis- 

tlin!!  by. 
Above  till!  rest,  n  turrol  square 
Did  o'l-r  its  Gothic  i-utruni-c  bear, 
US  Kcidpturu  rude,  a  blony  tjliivhl; 
Tho  lUoody  Il<^nrt  xtm  in  Ibc  Field, 
And  ia  the  L-liIef  I'uree  iiiulli-tH  stood, 
I'tio  rogiiizHUiti  of  Diiui>]us  blood. 
Tho  tuiri;t  held  a  narrow  stair, 
Which,   nionatcd,  gavu  you   occesa 

A  paripct's  cmbatUail  row 
Did  Keuwonl  ninnd  the  castle  go. 
Sometimes  in  dizzy  KtffiH  ileseending. 
I>omi't  iiuoH  in  iinrniwcin'nit  bending 

Uomotimes  in  jiliilfurm  l>roiid  citcad- 

Its  vnrving  cirrle  diil  i^uubine 
Uiilwafk,  nn<]  hiirtiz.tn,  nnd  lino, 
And   bastion,    Inwtr,   aud   vantoge- 

.U)Ove  me  Lonniiac  ocean  leant 

Tba  for-proji'clin^'  nattlument; 

Tho  LilliiwK  burst,  in  cetixelesH  flow, 

ITiion  tho  preeiiiice  below. 
^  AV'tierc'cr  TantiUlon  faced  tho  land, 
'  (Sate-works,  atiil  wolb*,  were  strongly 

Ko  Doeil  njiOD  the  seagirt  side ; 
The  stecpy  rock,  nnd  Irnntio  tide, 

I  Approach  of  human  stop  doniodi 
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And  thoB  these  lines  uid  ramparts  : 
Were  left  in  deepest  solitode. 

m. 

And,  (or  the;  were  so  lonely,  due 
Woi^d  to  these  battlements  Tepoir, 
And  muse  upon  her  soirovs  there, 

And  list  the  sea-bird's  cxj; 
Or  slow,  hke  noontide  ghost,  wonid 

glldo 
Along  the  dark-grey  bulwarks'  aide. 
And  ever  on  the  heaving  tide 

Look  down  with  weary  eye. 
Oa  did  the  cliff  and  Bwellino  main, 
BecaU  the  thonghtaof  Whitby's  fane, 
A  home  aho  ne'er  miuht  see  again; 

For  she  had  Uid  adown, 
So  Bougbs  ba>le,  the  hood  aud  veil, 
And  frontlet  of  the  cloiater  pole, 

And  lieuedictine  gown: 
It  were  nnsoemly  eight,  be  twill, 
A  novice  onC  of  convent  uhado. — 
Now  ber  bright   locks,    with  SDnny 

glow, 
Again  ttdont'd  her  brow  of  anow ; 
Her   mantle    rich,    whose   borilurs, 

A  deep  and  fretted  broidery  bonnd. 
In  golden  foldings  BO ogbt  the  ground ; 
Of  holy  ornament,  alone 
Rcmoin'd  a  cross  with  mby  stone; 

And  often  did  she  look 
On    that   which   in   bet   hand  she 

With  velvet  bonnd,  and  broidsr'do'er. 

Her  breviary  book. 
In  Each  a  plaice,  so  lone,  so  grim. 
At  dawning  pale,  or  tiriligbt  dim. 

It  fearfal  wonld  have  been 
To  meet  a  form  BO  richly  dress'd, 
With  book  in  band,   aud  cross  on 
breast. 

And  such  a  woeful  mien. 
Fitz-Eutitoce,  loitering  with  his  bow. 
To  practise  on  the  gull  nnd  crow, 
Saw  ber,  at  distance,  gliding  slow. 

And  did  by  Mary  swear,— 
Some  love-tum  Fay  she  might  have 


rv. 

Onoe  walking  thns,  at  evening  tide, 
It  cbanoed  a  gliding  sail  she  spied. 
And,   Bighing,   thought — "  The   Ab- 
bess, there, 
Perchance,  does  to  her  home  repair; 
Her  peaccfnl  role,  where  J>nty.  free, 
Walks  hand  in  hand  with  Charity; 
Where  oft  Devotion's  tranced  glow 
Can  each aglimpae of bearen bestow, 
That  the  enraptured  siaters  see 
High  vision  and  deep  myslary; 
The  very  form  of  Hilda  fnir, 
Hoverinn  npon  tho  annny  air. 
And  Bniiling  on  her  votaries'  prayer. 
O  !  wherefore,  to  my  dnller  eye. 
Did  still  the  Saint  her  form  deny  1 
Was  it,  that,  seor'd  by  sinfnl  scorn. 
My  heart  could  neither  melt  nor  barn? 
Or  he  my  worm  affections  low, 
With  him,  that  taught  them  first  to 

glow? 
Tet.  gentle  Abbess,  well  I  knew. 
To  pay  thy  kindness  grateful  dae, 
And  well  ooold  brook  the  mild  corn- 
That  ruled  thy  simple  maiden  band. 
How  different  now!  cnndemn'd  to  hide 
My  doom  from   this   dark   tyrant's 

Bat  Uarmion  has  to  learn,  ere  long, 
That   constant   mind,    and  hate  of 

Descend^  t«  a  feeble  girl. 

From  Bed  Du  Clare,  stout  Gloater's 

Borl; 
Of  anch  a  stem,  a  sapling  weak. 
Ms  ne'er  shall   bend,   although    he 

V. 
"But  seel  what  makes  this  armoor 
here  ?  "— 
For  in  her  path  there  lay 
Targe,    ootslct,     helm ;— she    view'd 

them  near.— 
"The     breast-plate      pierced! — Ay, 

mach  I  fear. 
Weak  fence  wert  thou  'gainst   foa> 


^uit  hath  mode  fatal  entranca  bera, 
A*  these  daik  blood-gonta  say.^ 
Thna  Wiltonl— Oh  1  not  corslet's  ward, 
Nottmth,  aBdUmonilpnreandharil, 
Conld  be  th^  manly  bosom's  guard, 

On  jon  disaetnjtis  Any  I "-  - 
She  Taised  her   eyes    in    moamful 

Wn/rox  himself  before  her  stood  ! 
It  might  hare  seem'd   his  paetiing 

ghost. 
For  CTcry  yoattiful  grace  was  los 
And  joy  noTODted,  and  surprise, 
OsTO  taeir  etranga  wildness  to  his 

eyea.— 
Expect  not,  noble  dames  und  lords, 
lliat  I  can  tell  snoh  hccdo  in  woods: 
"niiat  skilful  limner  e'er  would  choose 
To  paint  the  rainliow's  varjiuij  hues, 
Uufess  to  mortal  it  wore  given 
To  dip  his  brush  in  dyes  of  heiiven  ? 
Far  less  can  my  weak  line  declare 

Each  changing  passion'ri  shade: 
Brightening  to  mpturo  from  duspwr. 
Sorrow,  surprise,  and  pity  there. 
And  joy,  with  her  angelio  air. 
And  nope,  that  points  the  future  fair. 

Their  varying  hues  diHplny'<l: 
Each  o'er  ita  rival's  F;rouDil  extending, 
Alternate  conquering,  h Lifting, btfnd- 

TiU  i^' fatigued,  the  conflict  j;ie!d. 
And  mighty  Love  retains  the  ticlil. 
Shortly  I  tell  what  then  he  said, 
By  many  a  tcnd.'r  word  deluy'.l. 
And  modest  blnsh,  and  burHtin);  aigb. 
And  question  kiud,  and  fond  reply:— 
TL 
JH  WiUon'a  llulory. 
''  Forget  wo  that  disaatrons  day, 
When  senselecs  in  tbe  liiits  I  lay. 
Thence  drag^'d,— but  how  I  can- 

For  Henso  and  recollection  fled,— 
I  fonnd  mo  on  a  pallot  low, 

AVithia  my  ancient  headsman's 

Austin,— remember'st    tlioa,     my 
Clare, 
How  thoQ  didst  blosh,  when  the  old 


pair?- 
Meniars,antl  friends.nnd  kinsmen  fled 
From  tlio  degraded  traitor's  bed,— 
Ho  only  held  my  burning  head. 
And  tended  ma  for  many  n  day, 
While  wounds  and  fever  held  their 

But  far  more  needful  was  his  care. 

WhenRenscreturn'd  to  wake  despair; 
For  I  did  tear  the  closini^  wound, 
And  dash  niefranticon  the  L'round, 

If  e'er  I  heard  the  name  of  Clare. 

At  length,  to  calmer  reason  brought. 

Much      bv     his     kind     attendani'e 
wrought. 


-  .--     -„ ---  ...of blood. 

Or  wild  ia.i  1  Bo'ieiiicH  upryar'd. 
My  friend  ntlvn^thfcU  sick,  and  said, 

(iod  Would  remove  him  soon: 
And,  wliilo  ujKin  his  dying  bed, 
lie  liegg'd  of  mo  a  boon — 
e'er  my  deadlieiit  enemy 
Beneatli  my  brand  should  conqner'd 


vn. 

"  still  rostless  as  a  second  Cain, 

To  Scotbind  next  my  route  waa  ta'en, 

Fnll  wfll  the  paths  I  know, 
tameot  jiiy  fate  made  various  sound. 
That  death  in  iijlgriia.iij.i  I  Icund, 
'that  I  ba.l  i^eri^li'd  of  my  wound. 

None  cured  which  tale  was  true; 
And  living  eye  could  never  guei>a 
Du  Wilton  in  his  Palmer's  dretis; 
For  now  that  sable  alough  is  shod. 
And  trimm'd  my  sbag;^  bcaid  and 

I  scarcely  know  mc  in  the  glass. 

A  cbanou  moitt  wondroos  did  provide 
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That  I  Hhonlil  bathatBaion'sgnide- 

I  will  not  niune  his  tuuae  I— 
Vengeance  to  Ood  alone  belongs; 
Bnt.  when  I  tliink  on  all  my  vrongs. 

My  bloo.1  iH  liquid  fi.ime  I 
And  ne'pr  the  time  ehnll  1  fo^et, 
IVlien,  in  a  Scottifh  hostel  sef 

Dark  looks  ve  did  cichange: 
TVhat  wpre  his  thouebts  loannotteQ; 
But  in  m;  bosom  mvsteT'd  Uell 

Ita  plaDU  of  dark  revenge. 
VUL 

"A  wonl  of  vtJgaranffOty, 
That  broke  from  me,  I  scarce  knew 

Bron^ht  oa  a  village  tale; 
'Whii'h    wrongbt   upon    his    moody 

And  wnt  him  nrroed  forth  by  night. 

I  borrow'd  steed  iin<l  mail, 
Aniweopons,  from hissleeping band; 

And,  passinK  from  s  iKistem  iloor, 
Wa     mot,    and   'counti^r'il    hand   to 

He  fell  on  Giffonl  moor. 
For  the  death  .stnikii  my  brand  I  drew, 
(O  then  my  helmed  liwid  ho  knew, 

The  Pnlmer'a  cowl  wai  gone. ) 
Then  lind  tbri'e  inoliM  of  my  blade 
Tholiwivy  debt  otvcriijeanco  paid,— 
My  li.m  I  the  thoiiglitof  Austin  staid, 

IloahimtheranloQe.— 

0  coo  I  old  mnn  I  evt-n  from  the  grave 
Thy  F[>irit  could  tliy  muster  save: 

If  I  had  slain  my  fooman.  ne"er 
Hn.l  Whitby's  AhhonH.  in  hor  fear, 
Given  to  my  hnnd  this  patket  dear, 
Of  power  to  clear  my  injnred  fame. 
And  vindicate  De  Wilton's  name.— 
Pr^rcliance  you  heard  the  Abbess  tell 

01  llio  stmnya  ii^Seintry  of  Hell, 
That  broke  our  Hecret  6|iecch — 

It  rose  from  the  infernal  shade, 
Or  f.'utly  was  some  jugglo  play'd, 

A  tnio  of jxTice  to  teach. 
Appcnl  to  Hinven  I  judged  was  best, 
When  my 


To  whom   my  tiouM  i 


The  tide  of  fi^t  on  Otterbnms, 
And  Harry  Hotspur  forc^  to  yield. 
When    the  Dead    Douglas  won  the 

field.- 
These  Angus  gave— his   armonrer'a 


The  rest  were  all  In  Twiecl  glen.t 
d  now  I  watch  my  umonr  here, 
law  of  arms,  till  midnight's  nenri 
Then,  once  again  a  belted  knight, 
Seek  Surrey's  cainp  with  dawn    of 
light. 

"There    soon   again    we  meet,  my 

Clare  I 
Thisltaron  means  to  guide  thee  there. 
Douglas  reveres  his  King's  t'ommond. 
EIhs  would  he  take  thee  from  his 


le  among  the  rest. 


IX. 


Now  meeter  far  for  martial  broil. 
Firmer  my  hmbs,  and  strung  by  toQ, 
Once  more  "— "O  Wilton  1  mnst  wa 

th^n 
lUsk  new-found  happiness  agun. 

Trust  fate  of  arms  once  more? 
And  is  there  not  nn  humble  glen, 

Where  we,  content  and  poor, 
flight  build  a  cottage  in  the  shade, 
A  shepherd  thou,  and  I  to  aid 

Thy  task  on  dalu  and  moor!— 
That  reddening   brow  l  -too  wall  I 

Not  even  thy  Clare  can  peace  bestow, 
TVhile  falsehood  stains  thy  name; 

I      •  Sec  the  billail  of  Otlertxrame.    in  the 
"BonJer  Mineirpli.i."  vqI.  t.  p.  M5. 
I  When  JsmH  eooaiDpn]  before  taUag 
IpoHuuFlDdileD. 


Go  then  tu  fight  I  Chile  biila  Ihce  ro  ! '  Wliitb  vant  nf  vi-n-,  in  Imttle  fmv. 
CUr«  cAU  a  warrior's  feelings  know,      Uin  fo.-uuin'H  iiujli^  In  shrpil  iiway, 

And  werp  n  wairior'B  Kbame;              As    wiuHl-knif.^     Ini^     the    Baiilinu 
f<in  n^fi  Vo*!  f~i-i>i>Ak4-j  b^:-;*.  f.,..i ^  lb 


jj  ,      MiniL-  Kiui'l  I  '"HHIuh  may  !«■  foiunl 

Th.1  aight,  upon  the  rocks  und  Imy.  '  «.,  ,,»\Vhi ''!'., ■.'■'.' KoTnj;^-  his  limb. 
The  midaight  niiWD-lieaiii  Hlnmbcr-   _i^,  ,|[|i  i.;^  .y.„_   i  :^  i    ,1.        ,jjm 

XaA  puur'il  its  siivor  liyht.  iind  jmri',  -^''• 

Throngh  hmp-holi;,  anil  tbron<!li  I'ln-    'I'h'-n  ^it  Hi''  iitl^r  Witton  t-iiii'lK, 

Lrazurv,  Aii'l  I'Liri^  tliv  h[iiii~  luiiiml  ou  liin 

Vpoa  Tiintollon  tower  lund  b^ill;  l,.i  Is: 

BiitchiisCwhereiircbu<lwiml<.w»wiiI<^,  AnJ  tliiiili  ubiit  ij<  U  ti.-  iuukI  Imve 
ainmiiiato  tliu  chaiivl'M  iiriilu,  tVll. 

The  w>bcr  (-Inin-es  fali:  At  1.ri,l,lin-  ^.f  (li..  f;il,bii.ii  b,lt  r 

^ncliwAfl  their  need;  tlion^jlr  sciiui'il .      A]>  I  jn-h^-  lii.tr  i  l^ir:!  i-liHUi^t-a  Lit 

with  Hcorti.  Iiii'-. 

Two  vettruna  of  the  DiniHliis'  v.ar^.      .  Wliilr  fiisi.iiiii:^'  l->  h<  1  |..vit's  si.lu 

Thungh    two    grey   jiriostH    iivtu    A  tiiiii.l,  wljiili.   iliniiyli  in  <iiiu{;ir 

Asil  each  a  blazint{  lurch  bulil  Li^)),  '      1[<'  I'liii-  hiiil  I'miiiil  iinlrtii.'  1 

Yon  conJd  not  by  tbcir  blrii-^- .l.rs.Tv      'Ih.  n   r'..ii^rln„  strii.'li  liim  wilh  his 

The  chaptl'a  carvinH  fuit-  bhiil.-: 

Ami.l  that  iliuMiuU  Hiiioky  linht,  ■'■St.  ^tuli;ul  un.i  St.  Amlritw  ni.l, 
Cbeqneriot'   the    Mlver   luiHju-sbinr' i      I  iliili  ibv  kuiuht, 

bright..  ,  Ari-.  Sir  K.ili.li.  Ih-  -Will-in's  ]»-ir! 

A  bixTjop  by  the  ultar  st.nvi.*  ■  V..r,  Kin-.  I..ri'l,iii-.'h,  (or  Lu.ly  fair, 

A  nObl<;  lonl  of  DoUJllllS  blor.a.  I       Si|.  lll:!i  lllou  lli^lil."    - 

With  mitr-  u  .e<u.  iiuJ  roo.jii.  t  wiiit,;.  '  Ami  Hi-iboi-Cawiim.  n»  In:  roNO, 
Yet  show 'd  bia  m>.-i:k  iui<l  thoagbtful   Siii<i     "Witton!   ijriuvo   not  for  thy 

But  httle  piitle  ot  prolnov;  I     Dis^viuV,  nn<1  tmnbh': 

Morepltnwil  thiit,  in  11  iJrlMrous  hl'c.  '  Fi.r  II",  who  boninir  b.  st  beKtows, 
Ho  gavB  rmliiSi'otluii.l  Vii.;il.-!  ii:fo,  ■      Jbiv  Ki\»  Ib.iMlonUi'.'' 
Than tluit  bineath  )iis iiil.'  Iio  huM      ;  !>••  W'ili.^u K.>b1>'rl,  for  t..-i.  lio  ntusl— 
Thtt biKboi-ricor fidr  I>iink.l.i.  '  "  Wh.-iV.  r  I  mi-,  t  a ]io,ii;l,s,  trust 

Iteaicle  hitii  nud-nt  An^iis  sti«.,l,         !     Tlmt  i'^.n-^h'A  U  mv  biotli.r  !'■ 
Dofi'ahitfarrMBown.nn.lHiibl.'hooil:    ■■N":iy.iMiy.".ii,lAtiniisKiii.l,  ■not  bo; 
O'er  his  huge  furiii  uii'l  vi-.ii^'i'  ]i!iK',      'l'<>  Snrr  y':4  <i^iiii[i  llmu  iiow  tiiuKl  go. 
He  wore  a  eaii  iiU'l  abirt  of  in.iil;  I      Tbv  WMiiiiH  im  hill);i'r  Hiiintbir. 

Ana  itiinM  his  hiiije  iiU'l   wrinU".)    T  huv.- Iwdk^im  juyouilcrfidd, 

hand  '  And,   if  thou   lUL^t'st   them    unilot 
Upon  the  hngo  nnil  .'iw.'ijiiLiL,'  briiiil  nhii'M, 
— ■ ■     I'lion  Ihi'in  bravclv- -ihi  thy  worst; 

Earl  ..r  An  'n-!"  W.-vZ  .'.'il'Is.e  .'■■V-'.''.iMi-i;  .  XIII, 

«i'«^'Jr(i"iL'i>'IcL'r''^. .''i'''i!.','i"M!.rii"' "iwi'?d    ^'"'  '''"'  '"Iviincoil  was  moming  day, 
natntlbiiiiKnuilutlaiuva  tlicuiitrf,  .  W'htn  UarmioU  <lid  h in  troop  array 


lis 
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To  Snrrej'H  camp  ta  ride  ; 
He  bail  aaTe  conduct  for  hia  band, 
Ueneath  the  royal  seal  and  hand. 

And  Donglfta  cave  a  gnide  : 
The  ancient  EhtT,  with  atately  grace. 
Would  Clnra  on  her  palfrey  place. 
And  vhiaper'd  in  an  under  tone, 
"Let  the  hawk  Btoop,  his  prey   is 

The  train  from  oat  the  coatle  drew, 
Bnt  Marmion  stopp'd  to  bid  adieu  ■.— 

"Though     something      I     might 
plain,    he  said, 
"Of  cold  reepect  to  Htrangcr  gaeat, 
Sent  hither  by  ;oni  King'u  behest. 

Whik  in  Tantallon'stowersletaid: 
Part   ve    in    friendship  from    your 

And,  noble  Earl,  receive  my  bind,"— 
But  Donglns  round  him    drew    his 

Folded hisaiTOH.aDd  thoahe  spoke:— 
"My  manors,  hall-i,  and  bowers,  shall 

still 
Be  open,  at  my  Sovereign's  will. 
To  each  one  whom  he  lists,  howe'er 
Unmset  to  bo  the  owner's  peer.  ' 

My  custles  aro  my  King's  alone. 
From  turret  to  foundation-stone — 
The  hand  of  Douglas  i»  his  own  ; 
And  never  sttall  in  friendly  grasp 
The  band  of  such  as  Marmion  clasp." — 

XIV. 
Bont'd    Hamtion's   swarthy   cheek 

like  fire, 
And  rthook  his  very  frame  for  ire, 
And — "This  to  ma  V  he  said. — 
"  An  'twere  not  for  thy  hoary  beard, 
Such   hand  as   Majmion's  had   not 

spared 
To  cleave  the  Donglas'  head  I 
And.  first,  I  tell  thee,  haughty  Peer, 
He,   who    douB    EngUmd'a  inesaage 

Although  the  meanest  in  her  state. 
May  well,  proud  Angus,  be  thy  mate  : 
And,  Douglas,  more  I  (ell  thee  here, 

Even  in  thy  pilL-L  of  pride, 
Here  in  thy  hold,  thy  vbssbIb  near, 
(Nay,  never  look  upon  your  lord. 
And  lay  your  baudiopon  f oar  sword, ) 


I  tell  thee,  thon'rt  defied  I 
And  if  Ihon  said'atl  am  not  peer 
To  any  lord  in  Scotland  here, 
Lowlsiid  or  Highland,  tax  or  near. 

Lord  Anous,  thou  hast  lied  I" 
On  the  Earl's  cheek  the  flash  of  rage 
O'ercame  the  ashen  hue  of  age  : 
Fierce  he  broke  forth,— "And  darest 

thou,  then, 
To  beard  the  lion  in  his  den. 

The  Douglas  in  his  ball  ? 
And  Lopest  thou  hence  onacathed  to 

go?- 
No,  by  Siunt  Bride  of  BothweU,  no ! 
Up  drawbri(^e,  grooms — What,  War- 
der, ho  ! 

Let  the  portcullis  fall." 
Lord  Marmion  tum'd, — well  was  his 

And  dash'd  the  rowels  in  hia  steed. 
Like  arrow   through   the    archway 

sprang. 
The   ponderous    grate   behind    him 

rung ; 
To  pHAs  there  was  such  scanty  room. 
The   bars,     deseending,    razed   bis 


plui 
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The  steed  along  the  drawbridge  flies, 
Jnst  as  it  trembled  on  the  rise  ; 
Nor  lighter  does  the  swallow  skim 
Along  the  smooth  lake's  level  brim : 
And  when  Lord  Uarmion  reach'd  his 

He  halts,  and  turns  with   clenched 

And  shout  of  loud  defiance  pours. 
And  bhook  his  gauntlet  at  the  towers. 
"Horse!  horse!"  the  Douglas  cried. 

"and  chose !" 
But  soon  he  rein'dhisfnry'a  pace  ; 
"A  royal  messenger  ho  came, 
Though    most    unworthy     of     the 

A  letter  foiled  !  Saint  Jnde  to  speedl 
Did  ever  knight  so  foul  a  deed  I 
At  first  in  heart  it  liked  me  ill, 
^V'heu  Ihe  Xing  praised  his  clerUj 

Thanks  to  Saint  Bothan,  son  of  mina 
Save  Gawain.  ne'er  conld  pen  ».  lin<^ 


8o  Bwore  I,  and  I  svear  it  etill. 
Let  my  boy-bisbop  fret  hia  fill.^ 
Saint  Mary  mead  my  fiery  mocdl 
Old  age  ne'er  cools  the  Douglas  blood, 
I  thought  to  Rlay  bim  where  he  stood. 
Tia  pity  of  him  too,"  ho  cried: 
"Bold  oan  he  Bpeak,  aod  fairly  ride, 
I  waiTADt  him  a  warrior  tried. 
With  this  his  mandate  he  recalls, 
And  slowly  seeks  his  castle  halls. 

XVL 
The  day  in  Uannion's  jonmey  wore; 


Histroopm  ore  closely  there  he  scEmn'd, 
And    missed   the  f'almer  from   the 

■  'Palm  er  ornot, "  vonng  Blouu  t  d  idsaj, 
"He  parted  at  the  peep  of  day; 
Good  Booth,  it  was  in  strange  array.'' — 
"  In  what  array  ?"  rniid  Miirni  ion ,  quick. 
"My  lord,  I  ill  can  spell  the  trick; 
But  idlnightlong,  willnliiik  anil  hang. 
Close  to  my  couch  did  hamnicrH  obng; 
At  dawn  the  falliug  drawbridge  rang. 
And  from  a  loop-hole  nliilo  I  peep. 
Old  Bell-the  Cat  came  from  tho  Keep, 
Wrapped  in  a  gown  of  sables  fair. 
As  feultl  of  the  morniug  air; 
Beneath,  when  that  van  blown  aside, 
A  rusty  ehirt  of  mail  I  spied. 
By  Archibald  won  in  liloody  work. 
Against  the  Knracen  ncd  Turk: 
Last  night  it  hung  nc^eiu  the  hall; 
I  thouglit  some  marvel  would  btfoll. 
And  next  1  naw  them  saddltd  leail 
01dCheTiotforLh,tboEarr»boBtKtced; 
A  matchless  borije,  tbou^b  i^omething 

old. 
Prompt  in  his  pares,  cnol  and  bold. 
I  heard  the  Sheriff  ShoUo  say, 
The  Eoil  did  mtlcb  the  Master*  pray 
To  use  him  on  the  batUe-day; 
But  hepreferr'd — ""Nay ,  Hpnry,  cense! 
Than  sworn  horse-courser,  bold  thy 

Eustace,  thou  bear'at  a  hrain— I  pray 
What  didBIountseeat  brook  of  day?" — 

*  Ell  «ldM(  ws,  tlw  Uwtar  oT  Aagoi. 


xvn. 

"In  brief,  my  lord,  we  both  desoried 

(For  then  I  Ktood  by  Henry's  side) 
The  Palmer  mouat,ancloutwBrdSTide, 

Upon  tho  Earl's  ownfavonri  to  steed: 
All  sheathed  be  was  in  armour  bright, 
ADdmuchrcBombledthat  some  knight. 
Subdued  liy  you  ia  Cotuwold  fight: 

Lord  Angus  wisbed  biai  Speed."— 
The  instant  that  Fitz-EuMtace  spoke, 
A  sudden  light  on  Marmion  broke; — 
"  Abl  dastard  fool,  to  ronton  lost!" 
Hemutter'd;  "Twasnot  fay  aor  ghost 
I  met  upon  the  moonlight  wold, 
But  living  man  of  earthly  mould. — 

O  diitu){e  blind  and  gross  I 
Had  I  but  foui;ht  aa  wont,  one  thrust 
Had  laiJ  De  Wilton  in  the  dust. 

My  path  no  more  to  cross. — 
How  stand  wo  now?— ho  told  his  tale 
To  Dongbis;  and  with  some  avail; 

'Twos  iherefuro  gloom 'd  bis  rugged 


Small  risk  of  that,  I  trow. 
Yet  Clare's  sharp   questions  must  I 

Must  separate  Constance  from  the 

O,  what  n  tangled  web  we  weave, 
When  first  we  practise  to  deceive! 
A  Pnliiirr  tool — no  wonder  why 
I  felt  robnked  beneath  his  eye: 
I  luigbt  have  known  there  was  but 

Whose  look  coald  qnell  Lord  Marmi- 

svm. 

stung  with  theso  thoughts,  he  u^ed 

to  speed 
His  troop,  and  rcacb'd,  at  eve,  the 

Tweed. 
Where  Lenucl's  convent  closed  their 

march; 
(TlKre  now  is  left  but  one  frail  arch; 

Yet  mourn  thou  not  its  cells; 
Our  ^me  a  fair  exchange  has  made; 
Hard  by,  in  hoHi>itable  shade, 
A  reverend  pilgrim  dwells, 
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Well  worth  ths  vhole  Benkurdini 

Thftt  e'erwore  BBtidKl,  frock,  otbood.) 
Yet  did  Saint  Bemard'H  Abbot  there 
Oiva  Marmion  entertaimnent  f&ir. 
And  lodging  for  his  trajn  and  Clare. 
Next    mom  the  Baron  climb'd  the 

w  obi  the  Scottish  power, 
unp'd  on  Flodden  edge: 
The  white  pavilions  made  a  ahow, 
Like  remnants  of  the  winter  anow. 

Along  the  dusky  ridge. 
Long  Marmion  look'd:— at  length  his 

Dnatiual  movement  might  descry 

Amid  the  ehifting  linee: 
The  Scottish  host  drawn  oat  appeara. 
For,  flaxhing  on  the  hedge  of  spears 

Tha  eBBUrn  simheiun  shines. 
Their  front  now  deepening,  now  ei- 

tending; 
"Hieir  dank  inclining,  wheeling.  bend- 
Now    drawing  back,   and    now   de- 

Goending, 
The  skilful  mrmion  well  conldknow, 
They   watch'd  the  motions  of  some 

Who  Iraverscd  on  the  plain  below. 

TCTTC 

Even  BO  it  was.     From  Flodden  ridge 

The  Scots  beheld  the  Engliali  host 

Leave  Barmore-wood.  their  evening 

post. 
And  heedful  watch'd  them  as  they 

The  Till  bv  Twisel  Bridge. 

High  sight  it  is,  and  haughty,  while 

They  clive  into  the  deep  deflle; 

Beneath  tbe  cavern 'd  cliff  they  fall. 

Beneath  the  castle'sairj'  wiill. 
Bj  rook,  by  oak,  by  hawlhom-troc, 

Troop  after  troop  are  disappearing ; 

Troop  after    troop   their  Wnneta 
rearing, 
Upon  the  eastern  bank  yoo  see. 
Still  pouring  down  tbe  rockv  deo. 

Where  flows  the  snllen  'lill, 
And  rising  from  the  dim-wood  glen. 
Standards  on  standards,  men  on  men. 


In  slow  enocession  still. 
And,  sweeping  o'er  the  Ciothio  arch. 
And  pressing  on,  in  ceaseless  march. 

To  gain  the  opposing  hill. 
That  mom.  to  many  a  trumpet  clang, 
Twisel !  thy  rock's  deep  echo  rang  ; 
And  many  a  chief  of  birth  and  rank, 
Saint  Helen  t  at  thy  fountain  drank. 
Thy  hnwthomglade,  which  now  we  see 
In  spring-time  bloom  so  laviahly. 
Had  then  from  many  an  aie  its  doom. 
To  give  the  marching  columns  room. 

XX. 
And  why  stands  Scotland  idly  now, 
Dark  Flodden  !  on  thy  airy  brow. 
Since   England  gains  the   pass   the 

And  struggles  through  the  deep  d»> 

file? 
What  checks  the  fiery  soul  of  James? 
Why  sits  that  champion  of  the  damea 

Inactive  on  his  steed, 
And  sees,  between  him  and  his  land. 
Between  him  and  Tweed's  southern 

His  host  Iiord  Sarrey  lead  7 
What   vails  the  vain  knight-errant'i 
brand? 
O,  Douglas,  for  thy  leading  wand  1 
Fierce  llandolph.  for  thy  speed  I 
0  for  one  hour  of  Wallace  wight, 
Ot  vell-skiU'd  Brace,  to  mle  the  fight, 
And  cry — "Saint  Andrew  and  onr 

right !  " 
Another  sight  had  seen  that  morn. 
From  Fate  s  dork  book  a  leaf  been 

And  Flodden   had   been    Bannock- 
bourne  1— 
The  |>recious  hour  has  pass'd  in  vain. 
And  Euj^land's  host  had  gain'd  the 

Wheeling  their  march,  and  circlii^ 

still. 
Around  the  hose  of  Flodden  hilL 

XXI. 
Ere  yet  the  bands  met  Marmion's  eye, 
Fi  tz-Eustoce  shouteil  loud  and  high, 
"Hark I  hark!  my  lord,  an  English 

And  see  ascendii^  squadron*  ocaan 


Lord  Surrey's  o' . 
Tot  mora  1  yet  more  !— liow  far  array'd 
They  file  fcoax    oat   the   hawthorn 

And  Bweep  so  gallant  b; : 
With  all  their  banners  bravely  spread, 

Anil  all  tbeir  armour  floahmg  liigh, 
St-'GeoTge  inigb  t  wake  n  Trom  the  <l  ead . 

To  see  fair  England's   BtandardD 
fly."— 
"Stint  in  thy  prole,"  qnoth  Blonnt, 

"thon'dBtbe«t, 
And  listen  to  our  lnrd'4  behest.'' — 
With  kindling  brow  Lord  Marmion 

"Thie  instant  be  onr  band  array'd  ; 
Tho  river  niUBt  be  quickly  croaK'd, 
That  wa  may  join  Iiord  Surrey's  host. 
If  fight  King  JameH.— as  well  I  tmst. 
That  fight    ba   wiU,   and  fight    ho 

The  laAj  Clare  beliind  our  linea 
Shall  tany,  while  the  battle  joins." 

xxn. 
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And,  though  far  downward  dziTett 

The  southern  bank  they  gain  ; 
Behind    thciu  Btragifling,    came    to 

As  best  they  mislit,  the  train  : 
£ach  o'er  his  heail  hia  yew-bow  bore. 

Deep  need  thnt  day  that  every  Btring, 
Uy  wet  unharm'd.  should  sharply  ring. 
A  moment  then  Lord  Marmion  staid, 
And  broathed  bia   steed,   hia    men 

Then  forwanl  niov'd  bia  biind, 
Until,  Lord  Surrey's  rt-ar-guiird  won. 
Ho  halted  bj;  a  Cross  o(  Stone. 
That,  on  a  hillock  Htonding  lone. 

Did  oil  the  litld  eouimand. 
XXIII. 
Henue  might  they  sei'the  full  array 
or  either  host,  for  deadly  fray  ; 
Their  maraholl'd  lines  atrctcn'd  east 

And  fronted  north  and  aoutb, 
And  ditttnnt  X'dututiuii  posH'd 

From  tbu  lend  eanuon  month ; 

lot  in  the  close  succeKsive  rattle. 

That  breatbcrt  the   voieu  of  modem 

bnltle. 

Jut  sliiw  and  far  between,  — 

Tlie    hillock  goiu'd,  Lord   Marmion 


HimBfllfhe  swift  on  horse-back  threw. 
Scarce  to  the  Abbot  bode  adieu  ; 
Fax  less  would  listen  Co  bis  prayer. 
To  leave  behind  tho  helpli'ss  Clure.  bihiu  : 

Down  to  the  Tweed  hia  baud  he  drew,  I  "Here,   by  tliiH   Croiis."   he   gently 
And  mutter'd  as  the  flood  they  view,  .         said, 

"The  pheoaant  in  the  falcon's  ckw,  "  Yon  well  may  view  Oio.  seene. 

He  scarce  will  yield  to  pleiLso  a  daw.     Here  shalt  tnon  tarry,  lotily  Claro  : 
Lord  Angus  may  the  Abbot  awe,  0 1  think  of  Mum  1  ion  in  thv  I'i'iiver!  - 

SoClareshollbide  with  me."  I'lliouwilt  not?-woll,-uo   less  niv 

Then   on   that    dangerous  ford,  and  ! 


Vhere  to  th«  Tweed  Leafs  eddiea 

He  veutnreil  desperately  : 
And  not  amoment  will  ba  bide. 
Till  st(iiire,or  groom,  before  him  ride; 
HeadmoHt  of  all  he  stems  the  tide; 

And  steiiiH  it  gallantly. 
Enstncc  held  ('lore  upon  her  honic, 

Old  Hubert  led  bcr  rein, 
Stontly    they   biaved  the  current's 


Shall,    watchful,   for  thy  weal  pre- 
Vou.   lltonnt   and  Eustace,  arc    her 

"With  ti'u    pick'd   aribera  of    my 
train  ; 
With  England  if  the  dav  ifo  bard. 

To  Iterwiek  a[Hied  iiinaih.— 
liut  if  H'u  ronquer,  cruel  maid. 
My  HpoilH  shall  at  your  feet  be  tald. 

When  ber«  we  meet  agiiin." 
He  waited  not  for  answer  there. 
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Anil  vonld  not  mark  the  nuLid's  de- 

Nor  heed  the  diacontentod  Ittok 
Fiom    either   squire  ;   but    aptirr'd 

And  dasbing  through  the  battle  plain. 
Hie  way  to  Surrey  took. 
XXIV. 

■' The   good  Lord  Marmion,  bj 

my  life! 
■Weltonie  to  danger'a  hoar  I— 
Short  BTP'^ting    uerres    ia    titna    of 

Thus  have  I  lanjjed  ray  power  :— 
Myself  will  rale  this  cenual  boat, 

Kloat  Stanley  fronts  their  right, 
My  Hons  commluid  the  vaward  post. 

With   Biiaii    TnustaH,     Btninleaa 
knight, 

Xiord  DocTe,   with    bis  horsemen 
lifiht, 

Bhall  ba  in  rear-wnrd  of  the  fight, 
And  Kucconr  those  thntneed  it  moBt. 

Xow.gslhkiitMiirmion,  Weill  know, 

Woold  glarlly  to  the  Tjmgnard  go  ; 
Ediiinnd,  the  Admiral,  Tunstall  there, 
With  thee  their  chnrgu  will  blithely 

Th^re  tij^ht  thine  own  relainers  too, 
Bpncath  De  Bnrg.  thy  steward  true." 

"ThiLnkH.  noble  Sarrey!  "  Marmion 

Nor  farther  greeting  there  he  paid, 
Bat,  jinrtinf;  like  a  thanderbolj. 
Fitvt  in  the  vangnard  made  a  halt, 

Mliere  anch  a  Rhont  there  roue 
Of  ■■  Unrmion !  Marmion  ! "  that  the 

tTpFlodden  mountain  shriUiog  high, 
Ktartli^d  thii  Scottish  foea. 
XXV, 
Blonnt  and  FitE-Eualacc  rested  still 
With  Lady  CUrc  upon  tlio  hill ! 
<)n  which  (for  li\t  the  day  was  sptnt] 
The  westt-rn   Hnnbeauii    now    were 

The  cry  they    heard,   its  meaning 

Conld  [ilain  their  distant  comrades 

Badly  to  Blount  did  Enataoe  Bay, 


No  hope  oi  . . 

Bat  seel  looknp-oo  Floddeii  bent 

The  Scoltieh  foe  has  fired  his  t«nt." 

And  sadden,  as  be  apoke, 
From  the  aharp  ridgea  of  the  hill. 
All  downward  to  the  bnnkK  of  Till, 

yiim  wreathed  in  Rnble  amoke. 
Volained  and  fast,  and  rolling  far. 
The  cload  enveloped  Scotland's  war, 

Ab  down  Ibe  hill  Ihey  broke; 
Kor  mwUnl  shont,  nor  minatml  lone, 
Aanonnced  their  march ;  their  tread 

At  times  one  warning  tmmpet  blown, 

At  tinteN  a  atilled  hnm. 
Told  England,   from  hia  monatain- 
throne 

King  Jamea  did  rushing  come,— 
Scarce  coold  they  hear,  or  aca  their 

Dntil  at  weapon-point  they  close.  — 
They  close,  in  clonds  of  smoke  and 

With  Bword-Bway,  and  with  lance'a 

And  saeh  a  yell  was  there. 
Of  sudden  and  portentOTU  Inrtb, 
As  if  men  fonght  upon  the  earth, 
And  fiends  in  upper  air; 
O  life  and  death  were  in  the  Bbout, 
llccoil  and  rally,  charge  and  root, 

And  trinmph  and  despair. 
Long  look'd  the   anxious    aqnirea; 

their  eye 
Could  in  the  darkneaa  nought  descry. 

XXVI. 
At  length  the  freshening    western 

blast 
Aaido  the  shroud  of  battle  cast; 
.\nd,  first,  the  ridge  of  mingled  apeajH 
Abovethe  brightening  cloud  appears; 
And  in  the  amoke  the  pennons  flew. 
As  in  the  storm  the  white  sea-mew. 
Then  mark'd   they,  dashing   hroad 

and  far. 
The  broken  billows  i.f  the  war. 
And    plumed    crests    of    chioftaina 


Fell  Gogland'M  arrow-flight  like  min ; 
CieetB  rose,  and  atoop'd,   and  roue 

IMdftnd  dwordflcly. 
Amid  the  scene  of  tnniult,  high 
They  saw  Ixird  Kannion'H  falcon  fly: 
And    BtoiiUess     Tonstall's     banner 

And  Edmund  F' -ard's  Hon  bright, 
BtiU  bear  tl-r^  bnivcly  iu  the  light: 

Althor^n  nguiiiRt  them  come, 
Of  gfHaai  GoidoiiB  many  a  one, 
>':.d  many  a  stubborn  Highlnndmon, 
And  numy  a  ragged  Border  clnn, 

With  Uimtly,  and  with  Home. 

xxvu. 

Fhr  on  ths  left,  nnseenthe  wbilo, 
Stanley  brobo  Lonnui  and  Arg\'lc; 
Thongh  there  the  western  mouutain- 

Bnah'd  with  bare  boHoni  ontheHpoor, 
And  flnng  tbe  feeble  (o^'e  n^iidc. 
And  with  both  hands  the  broudi 

TwaB  vain:— But  Fortune,   oi 

right, 
With  fickle  smile,  cheer'd  Scotland's 

Th«n  fell  that  BjiotlcBB  banner  wbitp. 

The  Howard'B  lion  fell; 
Tet  still  Lord  Mnrmion'x  falcon  Sew 
With  wavering  flight,  while  fiercer 
grew 

Aronnd  the  batlle-yc!l. 
The  Border  slagnn  riDt  tbe  sky  I 
A  Home  I  u  Gordou  I  won  the  cry: 

Lond  were  the  clanRingblowti; 
Advanced, — forced  Lack,— now  low, 
now  high, 

Tbe  pennon  sank  and  rose; 
Aa  benda  the  bark's  uinfit  in  the  gale. 
When  rent  ore  rigging,  shrouds,  and 


Mioy.  lai 

I      I  will  not  see  it  lost ! 
Fitz-Eustace,  you  with  I^idj-  Clare 
May    bid    your  beads,    and   pattw 
prayer.— 
I  gallop  to  the  host. " 
And  to  tbe  frny  be  rode  aToain. 
Folio wM  by  oil  the  archer  train. 
The   iiory   youth,     with    despeista 


chi.ri,  . 
Marie,  for  a  si>aco,an  opening  large,— 

I!ut  darkly  ciiwca  the  war  aronml. 
Like    pine-trea,     rooted    from    the 
ground. 
It  Kunk  among  tbe  foes. 
Then  Eustace    mounted    too  :~yet 

As  loth  to  leave  the  helploBS  moid. 

When,  fast  as  shaft  can  fly, 
Ulood-shot  hiB    eycR,     bis    nostrils 


ad. 


Heaven,  and  bU  its  e 


Tbe  loose  rein   dangling  from  bis 

ninising  and  saddle  bloody  red, 
Lor.lll:.rmion'a steed  rusb'dby; 

Ainmustace,  maddening  ut  tbe  sight, 
I     A  look  and  siyn  to  Cliirn  cast 
I      To  murk  bo  would  return  in  hoHte, 

Then  plunged  info  the  figbt. 

xxvin. 

Ask  mo  not  what  tbe  maiden  feela. 
Left  in  that  dreadful  bonr  alone : 

Perchance  her  runsnu  stoops,  orreel>t; 
rerclionrc  a  courage,  not  ber  own, 
ISraces    her    mind    to     desiwrate 

Tho     scattor'd      van      of    England 
wheels  :— 
She  only  said,  as  lond  in  air 
Tbe  tumult  roar'd,    "  la   Wilton 

therer'  - 
They  dj,  or,  madden'd  by  despair, 
Figbt    bat  to    die, — "Is    Wilton 
there?" 
Witli  tliat,  straight  up  the  bill  there 

Two  borBcmen  drencb'd  witb  gore, 
.   Andin  their  arms,  a  belplesa  load, 

A  wounded  knight  they  bore. 
;   His  hand  still  strain'd  tbe  broken 
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His  arms  were  Kmeai'd   vith  blood 
and  sand. 

Dra'.'g'dlroin  among  thehoTMs'  teet. 
With  dinted  shield,  and  helmet  beat, 
The  falcon-creet  and  plnmnge  gone. 
Con  that  be  baa^ht;  Monnion  !. . . 
Toiuig  Blount  h  18  armour  did  a&lace, 
And,  D&zing  on  his  ghostly  face, 

Eaid— ' '  B;  Saint  Oeorge,he'8  gone  I 
That  Bpeor-woDnd   biw    our  moBtei 

And  see  the  doep  cut  on  bis  head ! 

Oood-nigbt  to  Marniion."— 
"  Unnnrtnred  Blount  Lthy  brawling  ' 

ceoae. 
He  opea  his  eyes,"  said   Eiutoce  ; 

TtTTY 

When,  dolTd  hie  casque,  he  felt  free 

Around      'gnn       Marmion      wildly 

"Wh'jre'B  Harry  Blount?  Fitz-EuBtaee 

where  ? 
Linger  ja  hero,  ye  hearts  of  hare  I 
Bcdeem  my  jienuon,— charge  o^jiiin  1 
Cry — 'Mnnuion    to    the     rescue!' — 

Lost  of  my  race,  on  battle- plain 
That   shout    sliiill   ne'er   he    heard 

YetmyiaHtthonehtiaEnehmd's— fly. 
To  Docre  bear  my  hifinot-ring: 
Tell    him    hia  squadronii     up    to 

Hti-Enstace,  to  Lord  Sarrov  hie  ; 
I'unitoll  liPH  dead  upon  the  field, 
His  life-blood  staina  the   Hpotless 

Edmund  is  down  :— my  lite  is  reft  ; 

The  Admiral  alone  is  left. 

Let  Stanley  chaise  with   spot   of 

fire,— 
With  ('bcster  charge,  and  Lanca- 

FuU  upon  Soolland'a  centml  boat. 
Or  Victory  and  Englanda  lost. — 
MuKt  I  bid  twice?— hence,  varlcls  I 

fly! 
Leave  JIannion  here  alone  -  lo  die." 
They  parted,  and  alone  he  lay  ; 


Clare  drew   ber   bom  the   aight 

away, 
Till  pain  wrung  forth  a  lowly  moan. 
And  half  be  mnrmur'd,— "U  there 


Of  all  mj  halls  have  norst, 
Pi^o,  aquue,  or  groom,   one  cnp  (o 

Of  blessed  water  from  the  spring. 
To  slake  my  dying  thirst  ]" 
XXX. 
0,  Woman  !  in  oar  honra  of  ease. 
Uncertain,  coy,  and  bard  to  please. 
And  lariahle  as  the  shade 
lly  the  light  quivering  aspen  made ; 
Vnien  pain  and  anguish  wrii^  the 

A  ministering  ongel  thou  !^ 
Scarce  were  the  piteous  accents  said, 
%Vhcn,  with  the  Baron's  casqne,  the 

To  the  nigh  streamlet  ran: 
Forgot  were  hatred,  wrongs, and  fears; 
'I'hu  plaintive  voice  alone  she  hears, 

Bet'S  but  the  dvinj;  man. 
She  stoi'p'd  her  by  thn  runnel's  side, 

But  in  abhorrence  backward  drew; 
For,  ciozing  from  the  mountain's  side, 
\Vhere  mged  the  war,  a  dork-red  tide 

Waaeuriilingintbo  stream  let  blue. 
TS'hcre  shall  she  turn?— behold  her 

A  little  fountain  cell. 
Where  water,  clour  as  diamond-epark. 

In  a  slonc  basin  fell. 
Above,  some  half-worn  letters  say, 
PriiiL  totaig.  pUgrim.  Iiimh.  anlt. 

prjg. 
jar.  Ibc.   hinli.  sanl.   of    |p|fbt{. 

!!Slbo.    built,    tbis.    trass,   antr. 

ShefiU'd  thebelm.  and  back  she  hied, 
And  with  surprise  and  joy  espied 
A   monk    supporting    Uormion's 
heoih 
.V  pious  man,  whom  duty  brought 


XXSI. 
Deep  dnnk  Lord  Harmion  of  the 

And,  M  the  Btoop'd  his  hrav  to  Iats — 
*'  Im  it  the  hand  of  Claie,"  ha  said, 
"Or  injnred  Cotutance,  bathes  mv 

Then,  as  remembrance  rose, — 
"Speak  not  to  me  of  shrift  or  prajer! 

I  must  redieas  ter  woes. 
Short  space,  few  words,  are  mine  to 

forgive  and  listeD,  gentle  Clare  I"  — 

"AlaBr'ahesaid,  "the  while, — 
0,  think  of  jonr  immortal  weal ' 


nfor 


a^ns 


eronnd, 
Aa  light  as  if  b 


a  light  as  if  he  felt  no  wotmd; 
Thongb  in  the  action  burst  the  tide, 
la  torrents,  from  his  wounded  side. 
"Thenitwns  tmth,"— he  said— "  I 

That  the  darkprcsagemustbetrae. — 
I  would  the  Fiend,  to  whom  belongs 
The  Tenceance  dae  to  all  her  wrongs, 

Woald  space  me  but  a  day  ! 
For  wasting  fire,  and  dyin^;  groan. 
And  prisKts  slain  on  the  altar-stone, 

Might  bribe  him  for  delay. 
It  may  not  be !— this  diz/y  trance — 
Cnrso  on  yon  bane  loaratldur's  lanco. 
And  donbly  cursed  my  failing  brand! 
A  sinful  heart  makps  fpcble  band." 
Then,   fainting,   down  on  earth  he 

Supported  by  Uie  trembling  Monk. 

xsxn. 

With  fruitless  labour,  Clara  bound. 
And  strove  to  staonch  the  gushing 

wound : 
Tii6  Monk,  with  unavailing  caros. 
Exhausted  all  the  Cburcb'K  prayers. 
Ever,  ho  said,  that,  close  and  near, 
A  lady'ii  voice  was  in  his  enr, 
And  that  the  priest  he  c^uld  notbeor. 

For  that  nbe  ever  snng, 
"in  lilt  lofl  batik,  b<ime  diiten  bi)  Oif. 
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There  m'lTujlei  war's  rattle  leilh  groans 

of  (/«  ilyiii'j  !  " 
So  the  notes  rung; — 
Avoid    thee,    Fiend  1 — with    cruel 

Shake  not  the  dying  sinner's  siindr— 
O,  look,  my  son,  apon  yon  sign 
Of  the  Redeemer's  grace  divine; 

O,  think  on  faith  and  bliss  1- 
By  many  a  death-bed  I  have  been, 
And  many  a  sinner's  parting  seen. 

But  never  aaj-bt  like  thia."— 
The  war,  that  for  a  space  did  toil. 
Now  trebly  thundering  swell'd  the 
?ale, 

d-  SliNLEl!  was  the  cry; 
A  light  on  JMariiiion's  visage  Kprcad, 

ilnd  fired  his  glazing  eyo; 
With  dying  hanil,  al>ovo  liiti  head. 
He  shook  the  fragment  of  Lis  blade. 

And  shouted  "Victory!^ 
Charge,  Chester,  charge  I    On,  Stan- 
Were  tlio  lost  words  of  Murmion. 

xxxm. 

By  this,   though   deep   the  evening 

Still  rose  the  battle's  deaiUy  swell. 
I'or  still theSocits,  around tbeir King, 
Unbroken,  fought  in  desperate  ring. 
Where's    now    their    victor    vaward 

Wheco  iluntly,  and  whore  Home?— 
O,  tor  a  blast  of  that  di'c^ad  horn, 
On  Fontanliiiin  tebocH  borne, 


Such  blast  might  w 

To  quit  the  plunder  of  the  sluin. 
And  turn  the  doubtful  day  again, 

While  yot  on  [lodden  side. 
Afar,  the  BovalBtiiiidard  flies. 
Androun<littoJls,iindblL-ods,anddie& 

Our  Caledonian  pnde  1 
In  vain  the  wish— for  far  away,_ 
While  spoil  anit  havoc  mark  theirwoy, 
Near   Sybil's  Cross  the   plnntletera 
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"O,  Lady,"  cried  the  Monk,  "nwayl" 
Anil  placed  her  on  ber  steed. 

And  led  lier  to  tlia  chapel  fair, 
or  Tillmonth  npoa  'Iweed. 

There  oil  tha  night  the;  spent  in  pr»;- 


llat  na  thcj  left  the  dark'niag  heath, 
More  desperate  grew    tlte  strife  of 

The  English  shafts  in  volleys  hoil'd, 


To  hreak  the  Scottish  circle  deep. 
That  fonght  nioaud  their  King. 
But  yet,  thongh  thick  the  BhoJls  as 

Thonah  charging  knights  like  whirl- 

^■inda  go. 
Thonuh  liill-men  ply  the  ghastly  blow. 

Unbroken  was  the  ring; 
The  Btubborn  spear-men  still  made 

Their  dark  impenetrable  wood, 
E^h  stepping  where  hia    comrade 

The  in:-tant  that  he  fell. 
Ko  th.m^'bt  was  there  of  dastard  flight . 
Linb'il  ill  the  serried  phalanx  tight. 
Groom  fuiiglit  like  noble,  squire  like 
kniglit, 

As  fearlessly  and  well; 
Till  utter  darkness  dosed  her  wing 
D'ertheirthin  host  and  wonndcdKing. 
Then  skilfiil  Surrey's  ssGe  commanda 
Led  bock  from   strife  his  shatter'd 

b:ind»; 
And  from  the  charge  they  drev. 
As    mo  nil  tain- wave  a,     uom    wasted 

Sweep  back  to  ocean  bine. 
Then  did  their  losa  Lis  foeinenknow; 
Their  King,  their  Lords,  their  might- 

They  luelted  from  the  field  as  snow, 
When  streams  are  anoln  and  soath 
winds  blow, 
DifisoUes  in  ulent  dew. 


Tweed's  echoes  heard  the  ceaaelen 

While  many  a  broken  band. 
Disorder'd.    through     her    cnrrents 
dash. 

To  gain  the  Scottish  land; 
To  town  and  tower,  to  down  and  dale. 
To  tell  red  Flod.len's  dismal  tale, 
And  raise  the  nniversal  wail. 
Tradition,  It^end,  time,  and  song. 
Shall  many  an  age  that  wail  prolong! 
Still  from  the  aire  the  eon  shall  hear 
Uf  the  stem  strife,  and  carnage  drear. 

Of  Flodden's  fetal  field. 
Where  shiver'd  was  feir  Scotland's 
spear. 

And  broken  was  her  shield  I 
XXXV. 
Day  dawnsDpou  the  monntain'sside : — 
There,  Scotland!  lay  thy  bravest  pride. 
Chiefs,  koightH  ,aii  d  nob  1  es,  many  aoue : 
The  sad  survivors  all  are  gone. — 
View  not  that  corpse  mistmstfnllj  — 
Defaei'd  and  mangled  though  it  be; 
Nor  to  yon  Border  Castle  high. 
Look  northward  with  upbraiding  eye; 

Nor  cherish  hope  in  vain. 
That.joQmeyingfHr  on  foreign  strand 
The  Koyal  Hlgnm  to  his  land 

May  yet  return  again. 
He   saw    the   wreck    hia    rashness 

wrong  ht; 
Reckless  of  life,  he  desperate  toogbt. 

And  fell  on  Ilodden  plain ; 
And  well  in  death  his  trusty  brand. 
Firm  clench'd  within  his  nu^y  hand, 

Bescem'd  the  monarch  alfiin. 
But,  01  how  choi^jed  since  yon  blitlM 

Gladly  I  turn  me  from  the  dgbt. 
Unto  my  tale  again. 
XXXVL 
Short  is  my  tale:— Pitz-Eostaoe*  care 
K  pierced  and  mangled  body  bare 
To  moated  Lichfield's  lofty  pile; 
And    there,    beneath    the    sonttiean 

A  tomb,  with  Gothic  soolptow  fiur. 


TwBB  lersU'd  when  faniitic  Dronk 
The    bir    cathedral    stonuM      &ui1 

took; 
Bat,  thankx  to  Heaven  nnd  good  Saint 

Chad. 
A  Rncrdon  meet,  the  npuilpr  Lnd !) 
There    er.it    was    martiul    Marmion 

fonnd. 


And  all  around,  on  B(^ut(liLi>n  liuh, 
And  tablet  Ciirved,  and  fretted  niche. 

Ilia  arms  and  feats  vera  hlazed. 
And  yet,  though   all  waa  carved  no 

And  priestfor  Marminn  breathed  the 

prayer, 
TheWt  Lord  Mamiina  lay  not  there. 
From  Etlrick  woods  a  peasant  awain 
FoUow'd  his  lord  to  Flodden  plain,— 
One  of  those  flowers,  whom  plaintive 

In  Scotland  monms  as  "wedoaway;'' 
Bore  wounded,  SybilaCrosH  beapiBd, 
And  dragg'd  him   to  its   foot,   and 

died. 
Close  by  the  noble  Mnnuion's  side. 
The  Kpoilors  stripp'd  and  gnah'd  the 

And  tbns  their  corpses  were   mis- 

ta'en; 
Anil  thus,  in  the  prond  ISaroa's  tomb, 
The  lowly  woodsman  took  the  room. 

xxxvu. 


low. 
The»  dng  his  grave  e'en  where  he 

But  every  mark  is  gone; 

Time's  wasting;  handhns  done  away 

The  Dimple  Cross  of  Sybil  Grey, 
And  broko  hut  font  of  stono. 
8at  yet  from  out  the  little  hill 
Oozes  the  Blender  lijiriii^let  Htitl. 

Oft  b:ilts  thu  Btnuiger  there. 
For  thence  miiy  best  nis  curions  eye 
'Iho  iiieiitorable  fiiM  deaciy; 

And  shephoni  lioys  repair 
To  seek  the  wntcr'thig  and  msh. 
And  rent  tbem  by  tLo  hazel  bnsh. 


And  plnii  their  garlands  &ir; 
ytoT  drciim  they  sit  Upon  ■' 
I'hnt  hoUla  the  bones  c 


If  every  devious  step,  thus  trod, 
tttill  led  thes  farther  from  the  road; 
Dread  thon  to  speak  presmnptiooB 

On  noble  Marmion's  lowly  tomb; 
lint  say,  "  He  died  a  gallant  knight, 
'With  sword  in  hand,  for  England's 

sxxvm. 

I  do  not  rhyme  to  that  dall  elf, 
^Vhn  cannot  imaue  to  himself. 
That  all  throagh   Floddeu's  dismal 

ni^ht, 
^V  ilton  w.ia  foremost  in  the  Gght; 
That,  ■when  hrava  Surrey'.s  stopd  waa 

'Twas  ^Vilton  monnted  him  agun; 
'Twos  Wilton's  brand   that  deepest 

Amid  the  spearmen's  stabbom  wood; 
Unnamed  by  Hollinshed  or  Hall, 
lie  was  the  living  soul  of  all: 
That,  afterli){ht,  his  faith  modoplain. 


With  bearings  won  on  Flodden  fleliL 
Nor  aing  I  to  that  simple  uiaid. 
To  whom  it  unist  in  teruis  lie  said. 
That  King  and  kiusman  did  a)^ee. 
To  bless  fair  Chira'n  constancy; 
Who  caiuiot,  tinleaa  I  relate, 
Pnint  to  her  mind  tbo  bridal  stale; 
That    WoIsey'H   voice    the   blosaing 

More,  Sands,  and  Denny,  pasa'd  the 

That  bluir  King  Bal  the  curtain  drew. 
And  Catherine's  hand  the  stocking 

And  afterwards,  for  many  a  day. 
That  it  was  held  enough  to  say, 
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la  bleBsing  to  a  wedded  pair, 
"Lots    thej   like   WiUon  uu 
Ouzel" 

L'Sivoy. 


Wbi  then  a  final  note  prolong, 
Or  lengthen  uut  a  closing  song. 
Unless  to  bid  the  Rentier  speed. 
Who  long  have  listed  to  my  rede?* 
TofitateemenBravQ,  ifsnchmay  deign 
To  reoil  the  SlinBtrel's  idle  strain, 
Soond  head,  clean  hand,  and  piercing 

And  patriotic  heart — as  Put  I 


A  garland  for  the  hero's  exert. 

And  twined  by  her  he  lores  the  beat; 
To  every  lovefy  lady  hrioht, 
What  can  I  wish  but  (aiUifiil  knight? 
To  every  faithfnl  lover  too. 
What  can  1  wiah  bnt  lady  tme? 
And  knowledge  to  the  stndiona  sage; 
And  pillow  to  the  head  of  age. 
To  thee,  dear  achool-boy,  whom  my 

lay 
Has  cheated  of  thy  hour  of  play. 
Light  task,  and  merry  holiday  I 

To  all.  to  each,  a  fair  good  night. 
And  pleasing  dreams,  and  Blnmbera 
hghll 
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CAKTO  FIE8T. 

The  Chase. 
Hixp  of  the  North !  that  moolderiug 
lona  hast  hung 
On  the     witch-elm     that   shades 
Saint  Fillun's  spring, 
And  down  tlio  fitful  breeze  thy  nnm- 
bera  Unng, 
Till  envious   ivy  did  aronnd  thea 

Muffling  with  venlant  ringlet  every 

Btring,- 
O  miuKlrcl  llarp,  still  must  thine 

accents  Bleep 'f 
Mid  rustling    leaven  and   fount^ne 

tnurmuring. 
Still   must    thy     sweeter   sonnda 

tlieir  si  Ionise  keop, 
Nur  bid  a  W]trrior  emile,  nor  teach  a 

moid  to  weep? 


■ftTicn  lay  of  hopeleiia  love,  or  glory 


AiooBed  the  feartol,  or  sabdaed  the 

At  each  according  panae,  was  heard 

Thine  aideut  aymphony  BDhlima 
and  high  1 
Fair  dames  and  crested  ohisfs  atten- 
tion bow'd ; 


Was  Knighthood's 


^or  still  the  burden  of  thy  minstrelaj 

lighthood's  danntleas  deed, 

lleauty's  matchless  eye. 

0  wake  once  more  1  how  rade  soe'er 

the  band 

That  ventures  o'er  thy  magic  maze 

O  wake  once  more !  though  scarce 
my  skill  command 
Qme    feeble     echoing   of    thine 
earlier  lay: 
Though  harsh  and  faint,  and  Boon 
to  die  away. 
And  all  unworthy  of  thy  nobler 


The  wizard   note   has    not   been 
tonch'd  ii 
Then  silent  be  n 
reas,  wakeagaini 
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And  deep   his   laiduight    lair   bad 

In  lone  Glcnartnej's  hazel  shade ; 
Bnt,  when  the  imn  Liu  beacon  led 
Hail  kinilled  on  lionvoirliob'H  bead,* 
The      deop-uiouth'J      bloodhonnd's 
beaTj- bay 

'    '  ■      XHe 

farthGr    dlBtanca 


Were  hoard   t 


waU," 


I  clanging  hoof  and 


I   the 


The  antler'd  monarch  of  the  wiuite 
Spmng  from  hia  heathery  couch  in 

Bnt,  ere  his  fleet  career  he  look, 
The  dt!W-dropH  from   his   flanks  ho 

Iiikc  created  leader  jiroud  and  hich, 
TosB'd  his  beam'd  fronthit  to  the  tiky; 
A  moment  gazed  ailuwn  (lio  dole, 
AmomentHnnCT'd  the  (iiinted  gale, 
A  moment  listi-u'd  lo  tlio  cry, 
That  thickiiti'd  as  I  hi'  chnso  ilrew  nigh ; 
Then,  aa  tUo  headmostfoos  aiipear'd, 
With  ono  brave  bound  tho  copaa  ho 

cicar'il, 
And,  stretching  fuTwurd  free  and  far, 
Sought  the  wild  hunthH  of  Uuin-Vur. 

m. 

Tell'd  on  tho  view  the  opening  pack; 
Bock,    glen,  and  c:ivem,  jmid  them 

To  many  a  mingled  Kiiund  at  ouco 
The   awakoii'd    monnI.uu   gave    to- 

sponse. 
A.    hundred    dogs    bay'd    deep  and 

rUitter'd  a  hundred  hI&'iIh  idong, 
Iheir  peal  tho  laerrj'  lionis 


'  A  hnndred  voices  join'd  the  obont; 
With  harkatid  whoop  and  wild  halloo, 
No  rest  Beavoirlicli's  echoes  knew. 
Far  from  tho  tumult  fled  the  roe, 
Closo  in  her  covert  oower'd  the  doe. 
The  falcon,  from  bee  cairn  on  high. 
Cast  on  the  rout  n  wondering  eye, 
Till  far  beyond  her  piercing  ken 
The  hurricane  had  Hwept  the  glen. 
Faint  and  mora  faint,  ita  failing  din 
Itetum'd  from  eavi'm.  ells',  and  linn. 
An<l  Nilcnce  ncttleit.  wide  and  stiil. 
On  the  lone  wood  and  mighty  hiU. 
IV. 


And  roused  the  cavern,  where  'tis  told, 
A  giant  made  his  den  of  old; 
For  ere  that  sti'pp  ascent  was  won. 
High  in  hiH  pathway  hung  the  sun, 
And  many  a  gallant.  KtavM  perforce, 
Wan  tainto  breathe  his  faltering  borsB, 
-Vnd  of  the  tnickers  of  (lie  deer, 
Scarce  half  the  lessening  pack   was 


U  Uh  hewt  of  ILo  Vajivjufili 


V. 

The  noblo  slag  was  pausing  now, 
Upon  the  luouatains  nouthera  brow, 
Where  broail  eitendM.  far  beneath, 
The  v.iricd  realms  of  fair  Menteith. 
With  auiioos  eye  be  wander'd  o'er 
Moiinlnin    and   mcodon',   moss  and 

And  jiondcr'il  rt'fng"  from  his  toil, 
Hy  fir  Loi'hard  or  Aberfoylc. 
IJut  nean-r  w;w  the  oipsewood  gri'y, 
That  waved  and  wcpt<inl^wh-.\cliray, 
Andudni-hil  with  tho  pine-trees  bine 
On  the  Ijold  cliffs  of  IVuvunue, 
Fresh  vij^nr  witli  tho  hope  rtlumM, 
With  llyinK  foot  the  lieathbe  Hiinni'<i, 
Held  westward  wilh  unwearied  race. 
And  left  behind  the  panting  ohaao, 

"Fwero  long  to  fell  what  steeds  gaya 
Aa  swept  the  hunt  throng  Cambns- 
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What  reins  were  tisliteii'd  in  despnir, 
When  rose  BenledPs  ridge  in  air;* 
Who  flitsg'il  npou  Bocfaiwtle's  heath, 
Who  ehnn'd   to    stem    the    flooded 

Teith,t— 
For  Ivice  that  day,  from  shore  to 

The  gallant  stag  siram  atontl  j  o'er. 
Few  were  the  stragglers,  following  fur, 
Thnt  rencli'd  the  Take  of  Venacbar; 
And  when  the  lir^gt  of  Tark  van  won, 
The  headmost  horseman  rode  alone. 

vn. 

Alone,  lint  with  tinbated  zeal. 

That  horseman  plied  the  scourge  and 

steel; 
For  jaded  now,  end  spent  with  toil, 
Emboss'd  with  foam,  and  dark  with 

While  every  gasp  with  sobs  he  drew. 
The   labonring  stag  strain'd  fnll  in 

Two  dogs  of  black   Saint  Hnbert's 

TTnmateh'd  for  conmge.  lireatb,  and 

Fast  on  his  flying  traces  came 

And  all  hut  won  that  desperate  game; 

For,  scarce  a  spear's  length  from  hia 

haondi, 
Yindictive  toil'd   the   bloodhounds 

itaonch; 
Nor  nearer  might  the  dogs  attain. 
Nor  farther  might  the  quonr  strain. 
Thus  np  the  margin  of  tbo  lake, 
Between  the  precipice  and  broke, 
O'ei  stock  and  rock  their  nee  they 

take. 

Tin. 

The  Hooter  mark'd  that  moontoin 

high, 
The  lone  lake's  western  boundary, 
Anddcemd  tlie  slag  must  tnm  to  bay. 

Where  that  huge  rampart  bart'd  the 


Already  glorying  in  the  prize. 
I  Ueaanred  his  antlars  with  his  eyes; 
Forthe  death-wonndand  destb-halloo, 
Unater'd  his  breath,   his  whinyard 

Bnt  thundering  as  he  come  prepared. 
With  ready  arm  and  weapon  bared. 
The  wily  quarry  shnnn'd  the  shock. 
I  And  tam'd  h'tn  from  the  opposing 

Then,  dashing downadarksome glen. 
Soon  lo«t  to  hound  and  hunter's  ken. 
In  the  deep  Trosach's  wildest  nook 
Hia  Bolitoiy  refuge  took. 
There,  while  cloae  couch'd.  the  thicket 

Cold   dews   and  wild-flowers  on  hia 

He  heard  the  baffled  dogs  in  vain 
Save  through  the  hollow  pass  amain. 
Chiding  the  rocks  that  yell'd  again. 

IX. 
Close  on  thehonnds  the  hunter  came. 
To  cheer  them  on  the  Tanish'Jgame; 
But,  stumbling  in  the  rugged  dell. 
The  gallant  horse  exhausted  felL 

The  impat 

To  rouBo  h 


Then,  tonch'd  with  pity  and  remorse, 
Ho  eorrow'd  o'er  the  eipiriog  horse. 
"  I  little  thought,  when  flrst  thy  rein 
I  slack  d  upon  the  banks  of  Seine, 
I'hat  Highliu4  eagle  e'er  should  feed 
On  thyfleetlimba,my  matchless  steed! 
Woe  worth  the  chase,  woe  worth  the 

That  costs  thy  life,  my  gallant  grey !' 


Then  through  the  dell  his  horn  re- 

Boands, 
From  vain  pomiit  to  call  the  honnds. 
liacklimp'd,  with  alow  and  crippled 

The  bulky  leaders  of  the  chase; 
Close  to  th  eir  master's  sidetheypress'd. 
With  droopinR  tail  and  bumbledcreBt; 
But  still  the  dingle'a  hollow  thioat 
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The  eagles  uisivered  wi  th  tb  ei  r  Bcr«am , 
Bound  and  around  tbe  sounds  were 

Till  echo  Beem'd  an  answering  blast; 
And  on  tbe  hnnler  hied  his  vay, 
To  join  some  comrades  of  the  day; 
Yet  often  paused,  so  strange  the  rood, 
So  Tondrons  vetethescenesit  show'd , 

XL 
The  WBstern  waves  of  ebbing  day 
Boll'd  o'er  the  gl^n  their  level  way; 
Each  purple  peak,  enoh  flinty  spire, 
Waa  bathed  in  floods  of  living  flte. 
But  not  a  setting  beam  could  glow 
■Within  the  dark  ravines  below, 
Where  twined  Uie  path  in  shadow  bid. 
Bound  many  a  rocky  pyramid, 
Shooting  abmptly  from  the  dell 
Its  tbunder-Hplinter'd  pinnacle; 
Botmd  many  on  insulated  maas, 
The  native  bulwarks  of  the  pass. 
Hogs  as  the  tower*  which  builders 

Preaum  ntnoo  spiled  on  Shinar's  plain. 
The  rocky  aummita,  split  and  ront, 
Form'd  turret,  diime,  or  battlement, 
Or  seem'd  tan tasti colly  set 
With  cupola  or  miimret, 
Wild  oceBts  aspagod  ever  deck'd. 
Or  mosqae  of  Eastern  architect. 
Nor  were  these    earth-bom    castles 


phiy'd, 

Fiu-  o'er  the  unfathomable  glade, 
All    twinkling    with    the    dewdrops 

The  brier-roHo  fell  in  streamers  green. 
And  creeping  shrubs,   of  thousand 

dyes, 
Waved  in  the  west-wind's  summer 

sighs. 

sn. 

Boon  nature  scatter'd,  free  and  wild. 

Each  plant  or  flowor,  the  mountain's 

child,  I 

•  Tbs  Town  it  B«b«L— Gen**]*  iL  1— U.      | 


Here  eglantine  embalm'd  the  air, 
Hawthorn  and  hazel  mingled  there; 
The  primrose  pale  and  violet  flower. 
Found  in  each  cliff  a  narrow  bower; 
Foi:-glovs  and  night-shade,   side  by 

Emblems  of  punishment  and  pride, 
Gronp'd  their  dark  hues  with  every 

The  weather-beaten  crags  retain. 
With    bows    that   quaked    at  every 

breath. 
Grey  birch  and  aspen  wept  beneath; 
Aloft,  the  ash  and  warrior  oak 
Cast  anchor  in  theritteil  rock; 
And,  higher  jet,  the  pine-tree  hnng 
His   sbatter'd  trunk,    and  freijnent 

flung. 
Where  seem'd  the   clifis  to  meet  on 

high. 
His  bows  athwart  the  narrow'd  sky. 
Highest  of   all,   where   white  peaks 

glanced, 
Where   glist'ning    streamers    waved 

and  danced. 
The  wanderer's  eye  could  barely  view 
The  summer  heaven's  delicious  bine; 

londrous  wild,  the  whole  might 


The  scenery  of  a  fairy  dream. 

xm. 

Onward,  amid  the  copae  'gan  peep 

.rrow  inlet,  still  and  deep. 
Affording    scarce    such    breadth    of 

erved  the  wild  duck's  brood  to 

Lost   for  a  space,    through  thickets 

veering, 
lint  broader  when  again  appearing. 
Tall  rocks  and  tufted   knolhi    their 

Could  on  the  dark-blue  mirror  trace: 
And  farther  ns  the  hunter  stray'd, 
Still   broader   sweeps    its   channels 

The  sliaggy  mounds  no  longt^r  stood 
Emerging  from  entangled  wood. 
But,  wavc-cn circled,  hcem'il  to  float 
Like  cofitle  girdled  with  its  moat; 
Yet  broader  floods  extending  still 
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Divide  them  from  their  parent  hill, 
I'll!  each,  retirino.  clain^  to  be 
An  ialet  in  on  inland  sea. 
XIV. 

And  now.  to  iesue  from  the  glen, 
No  pathvaj  meets  the  Tanderer's 

Unless  he  climb,  with  footing  nice, 

A  fair  projectii^  precipice. 

The  broom's  (oi^h  roots  bis  ladder 

Tbe  hazel  saplings  lent  their  aid; 
And  thus  an  airy  point  he  won. 
Where,   gleaming    with    tbe   setting 

One  bumish'd  sheet  of  living  gold. 
Loch  Katrine  lay  beneath  him  roll'd. 
In  all  her  length  far  winding  la;, 
With  promontory,  creek,  onil  bay, 
.And  islands  that,  cmiiurpleil  bright, 
Floated  amid  (he  hvelicr  light. 
And    aoontainti,    that    like   giants 

To  sentinel  enchanted  land. 
High  on  the  south,  hnga  Benvenne 
Voim  on  the  take  in  mosses  threw 
Crags,  knolls  and  monndx,  confosed- 

ly  bnrl'd, 
The  fon^nients  of  an  earlier  world ; 
A  '^Idering  forest  feather'd  o'er 
His  min'il  sides  and  sammit  hooi, 
While  on  the  north,  through  middle 

Ben-an    heaved   high   his    forehead 


From  the  steej)  promontory  gazed 
The  atmnj-er.  raptured  an  J  liiniized. 
And,  "Wiiat  ascono  were  here,"  he 

"For  priiii'ily  pomp,  or  churchman 'k 

On  tliiit'  iKi'ld  brow,  a  lordly  tower;       ' 
In  tliat  Etit't  vole,  ii  huly's  bower; 
Un  youdor  mvaduw,  fur  away. 
The  torretaof  a  cloister  pri'v; 
How  blithely  might  the  btigl'i'-hom 
"■  = '         -    the    lake,    tbe  linjjaring 


Ohime,   when    the  grores  were  sUll 

and  mate  \ 
And,  when  the  midnight  moon  should 

Her  forehead  in  the  silver  wave, 
How  solemn  on  the  ear  woald  come 
Tbe  holy  matins'  distant  hum, 
While  the  deep  peal's  commanding 

Should  wake,  in  yonder  islet  lone, 
A  sainted  hermit  from  his  cell, 
To  drop  a  bead  with  every  kndl — 
And  btigle.  late,  and  bell,  and  oU, 
Should  each  bewilder'd  stranger  call 
To  friendly  feast,  and  lighted  ball, 
XVI. 


nl 


1,  the  lover's  lute 


Like  that  same  hermit's,   Ihin   and 

The  copse  must  give  my   evening 

Some  mossy  bank  my  conch  mnst  be. 
Some  mstling  oak  my  canopy. 
Yet  pass  we  that  ;  tbe  war  and  chase 
Give  little  choice  of  resting-place  ; — 
A  snmmer  night,  in  greenwood  spent, 
Were  but  to-morrow's  merriment : 
lint  busts  may  in  these  wilds  abound. 
Such  OS  are  better  miss'd  than  found  ; 
To  meet  with  Highland  ptundarers 

Were  worse  than  loss  of  steed   o> 

I  am  alone  ;  —my  bogle  strain 
May  call  some  stiaggLer  of  tbe  troio  ; 
Or,  toll  tbe  woree  that  may  beUde, 
Ere    now    this     falchion     has    been 

XTIL 
But  scarce  again  his  horn  he  wound. 

When  lo  I  Ibrib  starting  at  the  sound, 
From  imdemeutb  an  a^ml  oak, 
That  slimted  from  the  lalet  rock, 
A  damsi-l  gnider  of  its  way, 
A  litUo  sliiff  shr)t  to  the  bay, 
Tiiat  round  the  promontory  steep 
Led  its  cicrp  line  in  pucefal  sweep. 
Eddying  in  almost  vienless  wave. 
The  weeping  willow-twin  to  lave. 
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t»l 


And  kiss,  with  vbisperii^  soniid  and 

The  b«ach  of  pebbles  bright  as  snow. 
The  boot    had    tooch'd    this  silver 

Jaat  as  tlto  Hunter  left  bia  stand, 
And  stood  conceul'd  amid  Uie  brake, 
To  Tiew  this  Lad/  of  tUe  La^e. 
The  maiden  paased,  as  if  again 
She  thooght  to    catch    tlio    diatant 

With  head  np-miscd,  nnd  look  intent, 
And  e;e  and  ear  ittt>tntiTe  bent, 
And  locks  flui^  back,  and  lips  apart, 
Like  monnment  of  Orei-iaa  art. 
In  listening  mood,  she   eeeui'd   to 

Tbt  guardian  Naiad  of  the  strand. 

XVIII. 
And  ne'er  did  Grecian  chisel  trace 
A  Nrmph,  a  Naiad,  or  aGrace, 
Of  &ier  form,  or  lovelier  tac;  I 
What  though  the  snn,  with  ardent 

Had  slightly  tinged  her  cheek  with 

The  sportiTB  toil,  which,   abort  and 

liBht, 
Had  dved  her  gloirini;  hn'^  tui  bright, 
tjerre^j  too  in  lumtitr  hwelj  Uj  ahow 
bboH  glimpwa  ot  a  br*ajit  of  amv  : 
'n'bat  though  no  rni--. ',{  onrtlv  gnu^u 
To  mownred  luood  IiaiI  tra:n'<l  her 

pMse,— 
A  f-xit  tarn*:  lii^ht.  a  ht^p  more  true. 
Ne'er  fmm  tb^   L^fctii-do^'-r  'l«*ii''I 

lL«dw: 
E'en  the  ■light  Lsr^b^U   v^iv^ 

fa>»d. 
Elastic  frim  Ler  hLrr  ;;^^1 : 
What  iLrjngii  nfjCi  w-i  ^p*^:':ii  tii- 

hnng 

The  acottt* '.-f  iL-  ii.'-'iil*;:.  v^rjir 

TbnM  riluT  t/r.:. .:.  v.  v^\   »/,  •i-. 

Tb*  lisunM-r  i<«.  \  u.--  ■,-■-»•  -.  '■. ;.« 

XIX- 


Het  golden  brooch,  snob  birth  be- 

tmy'd. 
And  seldom  was  a  anood  amid 
Hnuh  wild  luxuriant  ringletH  hid, 
Whose  glossy  black  to  ahaiuu  luigbt 

The  plniua^e  iif  the  niTen's  wing  ; 
And  Hcldom  ii'ur  a  briuutt  so  fair, 
Mnntloil  a  pliiid  with  inodcat  cant. 
And  ni;ror  brooch  the   folds   com- 

Abovo  a  heart  more  good  and  kind. 
Her  kindneHH  and  her  worth  to  Npy, 
Vuu  need  but  gaze  on  Ellen's  i^yii ; 
Not  Katrine,  in  b(T  iiiirrur  bluii, 
(Jives  back  the  abuggy  banks  more 

Than  every  frcc-bom    glunno    con- 

Tbe    guil'dcss     moveiueutH   of   liiir 

Whether  joy  danccil  in  her  dark  hjh. 

Or  woo  or  |ilty  cUJm'd  a  siub, 

in  filial  lovi  was  giowinu  tberd, 

l;r  iii<?(:i£  devfrtinn  |fiur'<Ia  [>nyer. 

Or  liiiii  of  injury  calJ'il  forth 

Tho  iiidignaiit  spirit  of  the  North. 

(>lia  only  paHniou  uiirennl''!. 

With  tiiaidvn  prid*;  t>i<i  loaid  iim- 

T<:t  n'A  le':a  partly  f'rlt  the  ffum, ; 

XX. 
Inii<Bti'ri>t  of  tb<-  hil'^nt  k-/m. 
No  viu  til's  gall;  \tt!  -J'l.-A:  wju  tj'fme . 
I  "J»ttier:'m,e';n'.'J  U.-.  r-^Jix  hi;'.i.-l 

\v}l.','-.  ^r.'r  fj«!)»wt  I.'t-Ji-.llrf'l!!.'- 
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She  niaBed,and  od  the  stranger  gazed. 
Not  his  tbs  form,  nor  his  the  eye, 
That  jonthfol  maidens  nont  to  tlj. 

XXL 
On  Ms  bold  visage  middle  age 
Had  elightlf  pniHs'd  its  signet  sage 
Yet  had  not  qaench'il  the  open  tenth 
Anil  fiery  velieraence  of  youth; 
Fonrard  and  frolic  glee  vaa  there, 
The  will  to  do,  the  soal  to  dare. 
The  sparkling  gltmce,  soon  blown  to 


or  hasty  love. 
His  limbs  were  cast  in  uiaoly  mould, 
For  hardy  sports  or  cunlest  bold: 
And  though  in  peaceful  garb  array' d. 
And  wcniionlfss,  cicqithia  blade. 
His  stnlely  mien  as  well  implied 
A  hi);h-bont  heart,  a  martial  pride, 
As  it  a  BaroD'a  crest  he  wore. 
And  sheathed  in  armour  troda  the 

Slighting  the  petty  need  he  show'd. 

He  told  of  hia  benighted  rood ; 

His  ready  speech  flow'd  fair  and  free, 

In  phrase  of  gentlest  conrtesy; 

Yet  seem'd  that  tone,  and  gesture 

bland, 
Iiess  used  to  sQe  than  to  command. 

XXIL 
A  while  the  maid  the  stranger  eyed. 
And,  reassured,  at  length  replied, 
Thiit  Highland  halls  were  open  still 
To  wildcr'd  wanderers  of  the  hill. 
"Nor  think  j-ou  unexpected  com o 
To  joa  lone  isle,  our  flesert  home; 
r>cfore  the  heath  had  lost  the  dew, 
Thisjnom,  a  couch  was  pull  d  for  you; 
On  yonder  mountain's  i>urple  head 
Have  ptarmigan  and  heath-cock  bled. 
And  our  broad  nets  have  swept  the 

To      furnish    forth    your     evening 


The  welcome  of  exp«oted  guest. 
A  wanderer,  here  by  fortune  tost, 
Hy  way,  my  friends,  my  oourser  lost, 
I  ne'er  before,  believe  me,  fair, 
Have  ever  drawn  your  mountain  air. 
Till  on  this  lake's  romantic  strand, 
I  found  a  fay  in  fairy  land  [''— 


side,- 

"  I  well  believe,  Ihat  ne'er  before 
Your  foot  has  trod   Loch  Katrine's 

But  yet,  as  far  as  yesternight, 
Old  Allon-baaeforutoldyour  plight, — 
A  gray-hair'd  sire,  whose  eye  intent 
Was  on  the  vision'd  future  bent. 
He  saw  your  steed,  a  dappled  grey. 
Lie  dead  beneath  the  birchen  way; 
Fninted  eiact  your  form  and  mien. 
Your  bunting  suit  of  Lincoln  gieen. 
That  tasaell'd  horn  so  gaily  gilt. 
That  falchion's  crooked  blade  and  hilt. 
That  cap  with  heron  plumage  trim. 
And  yon  two  hounds  so  dark  and  grim. 
Ue  bade  that  all  should  ready  be. 
To  |;nice  a  guest  of  fair  degree  ; 
Uut  light  I  held  his  prophecy. 
And  deem'd  it  was  my  father's  horn. 
Whose  echoes    o'er  the   lake   were 

xsrv. 

The    stranger    smiled :—"  Since   to 

youi  home 
A  destined  errant-knight  I  come, 

Doom'd,  doubt 


Permit  me,  first,  the  task  to  guide 
Your  fairj-  frigate  o'er  the  tide." 
The  maid,  with  smile  suppress' d  and 

sly. 
The  toil  unwonted  saw  him  try  ; 
I'or  seldom  sure,  if  e'er  before. 
His  noble  hand  had  grasp'd  an  oar: 
Yet  with  main  strongth  his  strokes 

be  drew, 
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Ando'nQMlkketbeBhBUnpflev;     i  Where  EIItu'H  bani]   had  tanglit  tu 
Ttth^MOi  er«ct,   KD.A   wbuDpering '         twiou 

etj,  I  Tho  ivy  anrl  Mn'nn  vinp, 

ThahoiiiidBbeliindtlieirpaMaReplj.  !  The diiniiliK.  tli"  rav.iiir',1  Howi-r 
5oi  tnanent    does   the  tingtit   oar   Whiih   iHiuhtx  tlit-  unuu'   of  vii^in- 

break  liowor. 

The  daiViunR  mirroT  of  the  Iftke,  An<l  pvtv  hnr<1y  pliinl  innM  h-ar 

Cntil  the  lockjiale  they  reach,  {  Loi-b  Kutrim'H  k.-i'ii  uinl  >«.'»rc-hiii|> 

And  moor  theii  aJiAllop  on  the  beach,  i         air. 

XXV.  1  An  inWnnt  '"  »''■«  l'"rHi  Kb.-  Mtaiil. 

The»trM»gMTiew'dthe«horoaroQii(l.  ;^nl,T''\.-'',',''ri"'rl\~''''i %'''''   u 
'Twaa  ^  BO   close  with  copsewood    .  "',"  "7'"'"  ""*'  ""  ",'>''"'>,'■.';"■ 

bound,  I ^''  ""'•■'^ ""^  .■ii'l.^inlu^l  Imll . 

Mor   tiack  nor   pathway  might  de-  X\Mt. 

clare  "M.v  liopi-,   my   h.^vn,    mj-  tnwt 

That  hnnuuk  foot  freqneoted  therp.      {         must  lir. 

Until  tba  monntain-maidcn  shnw'd     .  My  n.iitl,-  (■iiiilr.  in  fnlloa  itv;  tli..'." 
A  clambering  nnHospecteil  ruml.  Wv  iriMn'iI  thi'thnslKiliI    :iu<l  n  cliiut! 

Thai  winded    through  tbe   tangled    ( 


lid  br.<w 

Wli>-n  on  t)ii'  ll'"i 


"With   their  ]ong   fibres    swept    tho  i  DroiipM  fnmi  liiv  Hhuiith,  ll 

gionnd.  I        VsH  iliiiiK 

Here,  for  retreat  in  dongerouK  hour,   ,  Tpon  it  bIiih'k  hiif"-'  iintliTs  m\ 
Some  chiefhad  framed  a  mntic  bower.    I uriill  iinmiid,  thi'  viiHh  Ii>  g 
XS^X  HiinKlr'iiibicKdf  thi'  fighl  lii 

But  strange  of  Btructnre  imd  cIcticb  ;    .     .  |,r.„„|„„,,.,|     i,„;„  ' 1 

The  workman's  hand  bad  "'^l'''*'^  '  witii  11  I'tii  ItM  tn- 1  H  m  f[l 
found.  I  II       ..riiw  til.,  uiilil.ii  «l...ii  I 

Lopp'd  off  their  bongbw,  their  boar  'i^^^  |l,..Ai  tl.i  "iM-<^iIh  I 
trunks  bared,  ,'     '  i||,i,. 

And  by  the  hnt<'hfit  mdi'Iv  winiirod,    1  t-,,  ,,■,.',  ,1  ,    i  ,\       11,     t  ,„ 

To   giye  tbe   WftllM    tb.-ir    dtslined.  '''''',','''' '.'V,.    '; 'f  ",  I'™ 


The  starly  oak  nnd  iish  unite  ; 
While  muss  and  cliiy  and  li'nvcH  1 

To  fence  each  crevice  from  tbe  w 


iiiM, 
"   Tljal  1.1,1.  !i.ri 


.Viid  .1.  ( 

whit 

■ .  \Vi(b  (111, 


■.)iitb  liiin-'rtry  nil. 
,  Tu  giiruiHh  liirtli  llii;  Bylv:in  bull. 
XXMII. 


And  wither'd  henth  and  niHlies  dry    ' 

Supplied  a  raeset  vnnDpy. 

Due  wsHtward.  fri)Ltiilu  to  tbe  grue  . 

A  mral  portico  was  men,  '  Tlio  wondi'ring  Ktriingpr  round  hil 

Aloft  on  native  pillarn  bnmc,  '         \i'v/.f\. 

'"- '-■-  "-    vith  burk  uuslioni,   \  -Uid  iioxt  the  fallen  weapon  nueod>- 
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Few  were  the   srmB  vhoM  amew^ 

strength 
Sufficed  to  stretch  it  forth  st  length, 
And   as   the   bnnd    he  poised  and 

"  I  never  kiiew  lint  one,"  he  said, 
"  Whose  stalwart  ann  might  brook  to 

Tield 
A  blade  lihe  thia  in  balUe-fleld. 
She  aigh'd,  then  smiled  and  took  the 

"Ton  Bee  the  gaardian  champion's 

As  light  it  trembles  in  his  hand. 

As  in  uiy  grasp  a  hazet  wand ; 

II;  sire's  tall  form  might  grace  the 

port 
Of  Ferragna  or  Ascabart; 
Bntia  the  absent  giant's  hold 
Axe  women  now,  and  menials  old." 

SXIX 
The  mistress  of  the  mansion  came, 
Hatnre  of  age,  a  graceful  dome; 
Whose  eusj  step  and  stately  port 
Had  well  bncoiuc  a  princely  court. 
!Eo  whom,  though  more  than  kindred 

Tonng  Ellen  gave  a  mother's  dne. 
Ueet  welcome  to  her  guest  she  ma<le. 
And  every  courteous  rite  was  paid. 
That  tioBpitnlity  could  claim, 
Thoagh   all    nnask'd  his  birth  and 

Such  then  the  reverence  to  a  gueet, 
That  fellest  foe  might  join  the  feast, 
And  from  his  deadliost  fuemon's  door 
Unqnestion'd  torn,  the  banquet  o'er. 
At    length    his    rank    the    stranger 

"The  Knight  of   Suowdoan.   James 

Fitz-Jiuues; 
Lord  nf  a  barren  heritage, 
'Which  his  brave  aires,  from  age  vj 

age. 
By  their  good  swords  had  held  with 

toil; 
His  tiiro  hod  fallen  in  sncb  turmoil, 
And  he,  Godwot,  was  forced  to  stand 
Oft  for  his  right  with  blade  in  band. 
This  morning,   with  Xioid  Moray's 


Be  chased  a  stalwart  stag  in  vain, 
Ontatripp'd  his  comrades,  miss'd  the 

Lost  his  good  steed,  and  wander'd 

Pain  would  the  knight  in  tarn  require 
The  name  and  state  of  Ellen's  sire. 
Well  Bhow'il  the  elder  lady's  mien. 
That  courts  and  cities  Khe  had  seen; 
Ellen,  though    more    ber  looks  dis- 

The  simple  grace  of  sylvnn  moid. 
In  spercn  and  gesture,  form  and  face. 
Show'd  she  was  cozue  of  gentle  race. 
Twere  strange,  in  ruder  rank  to  finil. 
Bnch  looks,  such  manners,  and  such 

Each  hint  the  Knight  of  Snowdoun 


gave. 
Dame  Margaret   heard  with 

grave; 

Or  Ellen,  innocently  Gay, 
Tnm'd  all  inquiry  li^t  away: — 
"  Weird  women  we !    by    dale    and 

We  dwell,  afar  from  tower  and  town. 
We  stem  the  llo.>d,  we  ride  the  hla-!t, 
On  wandering  knighta  our  Bpells  we 

While  viewless  minatrelB  touch  the 

Tis  thus  our  charmed   rhymes   we 

sing." 
She  sni^,  and  still  a  harp  unseen 
Flll'd  up  the  symphony  between. 
XXXL 

"  Soldier,  rest  ]  thy  warfare  o'er. 

Sleep   the    sleep    that  knows  not 
breaking; 
Dream  of  bnttled  fields  no  more. 

Days  of  d:ingcr,  ni:;hts  of  waking. 
In  our  isle's  encbontixl  hnll. 

Hands  unseen  thy  couch  arc  strew- 
jug, 
Fairy  strains  of  mnsic  fall, 

Every  sense  in  slomljer  dewing. 
Soldier,  rest !  thy  warfare  o'er. 
Dream  of  %htii^  fields  no  more: 
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Morn  of  toi(  nor  night  of  wiJung. 

"  No  mdo  aonml  Hhall  reach  thine  ear. 
Ana  our 'b     clang,     or     wur-Bteed 
champing, 
Tmcop  nor  pibroch  amnmon  here 
MuBtering  lAaix,  or  ai^oadron  tmmp' 
ing, 
Yet  thu  lurk's  shrill  fife  mny  come 

At  Iho  doy-bieak  troui  the  fullow. 
Anil  the  bittern  souod  bis  dram, 

Booaiing  from  the  ^ed^  sUbIIciw. 
Kndcr coundH Hbnll  nonobo  nenr. 
GiiardH  nor  wurdere  Hhallonuo  here, 
Huro's   no    war-stoed'e    neigh    aJid 

chniuping, 
Shonting  claus,  or  BqamlronH  Rtamp- 
ing," 

xxxir. 

she  piiased  -then,  blnebing,  led  the 

Iny 
To  gnioe  the  Rtranger  of  the  djij. 
Hit  mellow  nott's  ovvbilo  prolong 
Thu  cudcnco  of  the  Quwing  song, 
Till  to  her  lips  in  muaflnrod  frame 
The  minatrel  verse  aponlaneonB  come. 

Simij  conlinuol. 
"  Hnntamun,  rent !  thy  chase  ia  done. 
While  our  alnmbroos  spells  assail 
je. 
Dreaia  not,  with  the  rising  ann, 

liugles  here  shall  sound  reieille. 
Sleep  !  the  deer  is  in  his  den; 

Sleeplthy  liouniht  are  by  theo  lying; 
Slcitp  fnor  dreaju  In  yonder  glen. 
How  thy  gallitnt  steed  biy  dying. 
•Huntsman,  ri-st '.  th^  chose  is  done. 
Think  not  of  tho  rising  sun, 

veille." 

sxxin. 

The  hall  was  clear'd— the  stranger's 

bed 
Was    there     of    monntain   heather 

Where  oft  a  hundred  gaesta  had  lain. 
And  dream'd  their  forest  sports  again. 
But  lainly  did  the  heath-tlover  abed 


Its  moorland  Iragranoe  round  his 

Not  Ellen's  spell  had  Inll'd  to  rest 
The  fever  of  Lis  troubled  breast. 
In  broken  dreams  the  image  rose 
Otvwied  perils,  pains,  and -woes: 
His  steed  now  flounders  in  the  brake. 
Now  sinks  hia  bai^e  upon  the  lake; 
Now  leader  oi  a  broken  host. 
His  standaril  foils,  bis  hononr's  loaL 
Then,  — from  my  couch  may  heavenly 

Chase   that   worst  phantom  of  th» 

ARoin  retum'd  the  scenes  of  youth, 


■6  long 


With  friends  whose  hearts  w 

esti-onged, 
Thoy  come,  in  dim  procnsKion  led, 
The  cold,  tho  foitbleiis,  and  the  dead; 
As  worm  ciLuh  hand,  each  brow  as  gay. 
As  if  they  partcil  yestenlay. 
And  doubt  distructa  bim  at  the  view. 
O  were  his  senses  false  or  tme  ! 
Dreom'd  he  of  death,  or  broken  vow. 
Or  is  it  all  a  vision  now  ? 

XXXIV. 
At  length,  with  Ellen  in  a  grove 
HeBeem'il  to  walk,  ond  spiak  of  love; 
She  listen 'd  with  a  blush  and  sigh. 
His  suit  was  worm,   his  hopes  vera 

high. 
He  sought  hor  yiuhled  hand  to  clasp. 
Anil  a  cold  gnunllot  mot  his  grasp: 
The  phantom's  sex  was  changed  and 

gone. 
Upon  ita  head  a  helmet  shone; 
Slowly  enlan;ed  to  giant  size. 
With  darken  d  cheek  and  threatening 

eyes, 
The  RTisly  visage,  stem  and  hoar, 
To  Ellen  aUU  a  likeness  bore.— 
Me  woke,  auil  punting  with  utTright, 
Becall'd  tbo  vision  ot  the  nij^^a, 
Tho  hearth's  decaying   brands  w,  ro 

red. 
And  deep  and  dusky  luatrc  shed. 
Half  showing,  half  concealing,  all 
The  uncouth  trophies  of  theholl. 
'Mid  those  the  stranger  fixed  his  eye^ 
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Where  that  huge   fiJchion  hnng  on 

Uigh, 
And  tboDctits  on  tbonghla,  a  oonnt- 

less  uiroug, 
Bnsh'd,  ohasii^  oooiiUms  tbooghts 

Until,  the  gtddj  whirl  to  cure, 

He  rose,  and  sought  the  mooiuhiDe 

The  wild-rose,  eal&ntine,  and  broom. 
Wasted  around  tlieir  rich  perfume: 
The  b  irch-trees  wept  in  fragrant  balm. 
The  anpeoM  slept  beneath  the  calm; 
Th  e  sil  ver  light,  with  qaiverin  g  t;lance, 
Flaf 'd  on  the  water's  still  eipanae,  — 
Wild  were  the  heait  whoxe  patnions' 

Could  rage  beneath  the  sober  ray ! 
He  felt  ita  calm,  that  warrior  (picst. 
While  thDH  Ue  commnned  with  his 

"  Why  is  it,  at  each  torn  I  trace 
tjoine  memory  of  that  exiled  race  ! 
Can  I  not  monntain -maiden  tijiy, 
Bat  she  milttt  bcur  the  Donijlax  eye? 
Can  I  not  view  a  Hitjl'l""d  brand. 
But  it  must  match  th,)Doiialaii  hand? 
Can  I  nut  frnme  a  fevcr'd  ilieiuu, 
BatstiU  the  Donylos  in  the  theme? 
I'll  ilreum  no  moie—by  manly  mind 
Kot  eten  in  sleep  is  wiU  lexign'd. 
My  midniyLt  orisons  said  o'er, 
1 11  turn  to  rest,  and  dream  no  more." 
Hia  miilniRht'orisonH  bo  told, 
A  prayer  with  every  beail  of  gold, 
Consign'd  to  heaven  hia  cares  and 

And  sunk  in  nudistnrb'd  repose; 
Until  the  heath-cock  shrilly  crow. 
And  morning  dawn'doo  Benvcnne. 

CANTO  SECOND. 
TUhland. 
L 
At  mom  the  black-cock  trims  his  jetty 
wing, 
'Tis  iiioming  prompts  (he  linnet's 
blithest  lav. 
All  Nature's  children  foci  the  matin 
xprinu 


Of  life  revivine,  with  reviving  day; 

And  while  yon  httlebarkgUdeadown 

the  bay. 

Wafting  the  stranger  on  his  wiiy 

^ain, 

Uom  s  genia]  inflncnoe  ronsed  a  min- 


tby  strain, 
Mix'd  with  the   sounding   harp,   O 
wbite-hur'd  Allan-Bane ! 


That  tracka  the  Bhallop'ii 
light, 

Melts  in  the  lake  away. 
Than  men  from  memory  erase 
The  bonelitB  of  former  ilnyu; 
Then,  stranger,  go  !  good  speed  the 

Nor  think  again  of  the  lonely  isle. 

"High  place  to  thee  in  royal  court. 

High  pluco  in  battle  line. 
Good  hawk  and  hound  for  sylvan 

sport. 
Where  beauty  sees  the  brave  resort, 

The  honouT'd  meed  be  thine  ! 
True  bothysworil,  tby  friend  sincere. 
Thy  lady  constant,  kind,  and  dear. 
And  loatin  loveaud  friendship's  snule 
Be  memory  of  the  lonely  isle. 
111. 

"  Bnt  if  beneath  jon  sonlhern  sky 

A  [ilaided  Btranyir  roam. 
Whoso  .iroopingcrest  and  Htifled  sigh. 
And  bvuiki-n  cheek  and  hoovy  aye, 

Viao  lor  his  Ilighliiud  home; 
Thtu,  wurrior,  tb.-u  be  thine  to  show 
The  cai'O  thut  suuthus  a  wanderer's 

fiemem1>er  then  thy  hop  ere  while, 
A  strougir  in  tho  lonely  isle. 
"  Or  if  on  life's  uncertain  main 

Uishiip  shall  mar  thy  sail; 
If  faithful,  wise,  and  biavc  in  vaii^ 
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Woe,  vant,  and  exile  thon  snaUin 

Btokaath  the  ficbla  gale; 
Waste  not  a  nigh  on  fortoue  changed, 
On  thankless  courts,  or  frlandu  cit- 

tranged. 
Bat  oomo  where  kindred  worth  shall 

To  greet  Uiee  in  the  louel;  isle." 

IV. 
As  died  the  sounds  npon  the  tide, 
The  shallop  reachM  the  munlAnd  aide, 
And  ere  his  onwanl  way  ha  took, 
The  etranger  cimt  a  lini^eriDg  look. 
Where  easily  his  eye  might  reach 
The  Hanier  on  tbo  islet  bi'och, 
Beclineu  against  a  blighted  tree, 
Aa  wasted,  grey,  and  worn  as  he. 
To  minatrel  meditation  f^^^'^ 
His  reverend  brow    was    raised    to 

heaven. 
As  from  the  Hning  stm  to  claim 
A  sparkle  of  ioNpiriug  flame. 
His  hand,  reclintd  ajion  the  wire, 
Seem'd  watching  the  uwakeniD),'  Are; 
So  BtiU  ho  sate,  as  those  who  w:ii( 
Till  jndgment  speak  the  doom    of 

So  atill,  aa  if  no  breeze  might  dara 
To  liFloDo  loukof  hoary  hair; 
So  still,  as  life  itnclf  were  flc^d. 
In  the  lost  sonnd  his  hoip  hod  sped. 


17pon  a  rock  with  lichens  wild. 
Betide  him  £llcu  snto  and  suiiled.- 
Rmiled  she  to  see  the  stately  drake 
Lead  forth  his  fleet  upon  the  lake. 
While  her  tez.'d  spaniel    from  the 

BajM  nt  the  prize  beyond  his  reach  ? 
Yet  tell  me,    thun,    tbo   maid  who 

Whydeepeii'donhcrcheekllierose?- 
Forgive,  forgive,  Fidelity  I 
Perchance  the  maiden  smiled  to  se 
Yon  parting  lingerer  wave  adieu, 
And  stop  iinil  turn  to  wave  uucw; 
And,  lovely  ladios.  ere  your  ire 
Condemn  tho  heroine  of  my  lyra, 
Show  me  the  fair  wonld  scorn  to  spj 
And  priza  each  conqnest  of  her  eye 


While  yet  he  loiter'd  on  the  spot. 

It  seem'd  ax  KUcq  tnnik'd  him  not; 
Bnt  when  be  tnra'd  him  to  tho  glade. 
One  eoiirteonspnrtiiiRsign  she  mads; 
And  sflpr,  oft  the  knight  would  say. 
That  not  when  prize  of  fental  day 
Was  dealt  him  by  the  brightest  fair, 
Who  e'tr  wore  jewel  in  her  hair. 
So  hi(;Iily  did  liis  hosom  swell. 
As  at  lli:it  simple  mute  farewell. 
Now  with  a  tmstj  mountnin-gnide, 
And  his  dork  sta[;-honnds  by  his  side. 
He  portR — the  maid,  unconscions still, 
Wati'h'd  him  wind  slowly  round  the 

hill; 
But  when  hiH  stately  form  was  hid. 
The  guurdian  in  her  boRom  chid — 
"Thy    Midi»)lm !    vain    and   selfish 


On  tlio  smooth  phrase  of  a 

Not  so  had  Malcolm  strain'd  Ma  eye, 
.\nuther  step  than  thine  to  spy- 
Woke,  Allan-Doue,"  aloud  she  cried. 
To  the  old  Minstrel  by  her  side,— 
"  AjouNe  thee  from  thy  moody  dreami 
I'll  give  thy  harp  heroic  theme. 
And  warm  thco  with  a  noble  name; 
I'o  ir  forth  tho  glory  of  the  Gnema!" 
^^arco  from  her  lip  the  word  bad 

When  deep  tho    conscious   maiden 

blnshd; 
For  of  hi^  clan,  in  hall  and  bower, 
Voang  Malcolm  Gnume  was  held  the 

vn. 

The  Minatrel  waked  his  harp— three 

Arose  the  well-known  martial  chimes, 
And  tiirioo  their  high  heroic  prido 
In  melancholy  murmurs  died. 
■'  Vainly  thou  bid'st,  O  noble  maid," 
Clasping  his  withpr'd  hands,  ho  said, 
"S'ainly  Uiou  bid'st 


I  wake  the 


Though  all  nnwont  to  bid  in  tUd. 
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AlasI  than  mine  a  mightiar  hand 
Has  tuned  my  Iiaip,  my  atrings  hi 

Bpann'dl 
I  touch  the  chords  of  joy.  but  low 
And  mournful  answer 
the  pm 

Sinlcs  in  the  wailing  for  the  dead. 
O  well  for  me.  il  mme  alone 
That  dirge's  deep  prophetic  tone  1 
If,  aa  mytunc'ful  father  said. 
This  haip,  which  erst  ^int  Uodan 

awa/cl. 
Can  thuH  ita  master's  fate  foretell, 
Then  welcome  be  the  miUBtrel's  knell! 

VIU. 
"But  ah  1  dear  lady,  thus  it  sigh'd 
The  eve  thy  sainted  mother  died; 
And  such  the  Hounds  which,  while  I 

To  wait'  a  lay  of  war  or  lovp, 
Cauie  luarriug  all  thti  f<-stul  mirth. 
Appalling  me  who  gave  them  birUt, 
And.  disot)edi<!nt  to  my  call, 
WallM  loud  t!irough  Uothwell's  bau- 

DCT'd  hall, 
Ere  DonplaMeB,  to  ruin  driven, 
Were  eiiled  from  their  native  heav- 

Oh  I  if  3~i;t  worse  miahap  and  woe, 
My  mobtcr'a  honite  must  undergo. 
Or  au^ht  but  weal  to  LUun  fair, 
Bnioii  iu  these  oci.'ontii  of  despair, 
No  future  lutrl,  sal  Uarp  !  s'loll  fling 
Triumph  orr.iptore  from  thy  string; 
One  Khort,  one  final  strain  (L:dl  flow. 
Fraught  with  unnttemble  woo, 
Then  Hhiver'd  shall  thyfr^mentslie, 
Thy  master  cast  him  down  and  die  1" 

IX. 
S<>otbingHhounRwcr'dhim."AbSDaj;c, 
Uijiu  hoQonr'd  friend. the  foars  of  age; 
All  melodies  ti>  I'liee  are  known. 
That  hari)  li as  rung. or  jiipe  has  blown, 
In  Iionland  vu'.o  or  ILghlond  (tlen, 
ftom  Tweed  lo  Spcy— what  marvel, 

then. 
At  times,  unbidden  notes  should  >^se, 
Confusedly  bound  in  memory's  ties, 
ISntnngling,  ah  they  rush  alono. 


The  war-march    with  the    fnnerol 

Small  ground  is  now  for  boding  fear; 
Obscare,  but  Safe,  we  rest  as  how. 
My  eire,  in  notive  virtue  great, 
And  the  proud  march,  which  victors   Resigning  lordship,  lands,  and  slate, 
Not  then  to  fortune  more  rcsign'd, 
Thanyonder  oak  might  give  the  wind; 
The    gracefW    folij^e    Btorma    may 

The  noble  stem  they  oannot  grieve. 
For  me.'' — she  stopp'd,  and,  looking 

PInck'd  a  bine  hare-bell  from  the 

ground. — 
"For  me,  whose  memory  scarce  oon- 

An  image  of  more  splendid  days. 
This  little  Qower,  that  loves  the  lea. 
May  well  my  simple  emblem  bo  ; 
It  drinks  heaven's  dew  as  blithe  as 

That  in  tlie  king's  own  garden  grows; 
And  when  I  place  it  in  my  hair, 
Allan,  a  bard  is  bound  to  Kwear 
Ho  ne'er  saw  coronet  so  fair." 
Then  playfuUj-  the  chaplet  wild 
She  wreath'd  in  her  a&rk  locks,  and 
smiled. 


Her  smile,  her  speech,  with  winning 

Wileil  the  old  harper's  raood  oway. 
With  such  a  look  aa  hermits  throw, 
When  angels   stoop  to    soothe  their 

He  gazed,  till  food  regret  and  pride 
Thnll'd  to  a  tear,  then  thns  replied; 
'■Loveliest    and    best!    thoa    little 

know'et 
The  rank.the  houoors.thou  hast  lost ! 
<)  might  I  live  to  see  tlieo  graiie. 
In  Scotland's  court,  thy  birth-right 

ly  favonnl 
„  tost  in  th< 
'Ihe  cause  of  every  gallant's  sigh. 
And  leading  star  of  every  eye. 
And  theme  of  eve^  minstrel's  art. 
The  Lody  of  the  Bleeding  Heart  !"•- 
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"Fair  dreams  are  these,"  the  maiden 

(Light  washerapcent,  yet  she  sigL'<l;l 
"  Yet  is  this  mossy  rock  ti>  lue 
Worth  splendid  chnir  nnd  Ciitmpy; 
Nor  womd  my  foubiteps  spring  more 

B»y 
In  courtly  dance  thnn  blithe  Btrotb- 

Bpcy, 
Kor  ball  no  ptonsod  mine  ear  incline 
To  niynl  roinstrers  lay 
And  then  for  suitors  pr 


dhigh. 
tilt 


Tbnt  grim  Sit  Eoilerick  owns  ilB  sway. 
The   Suxon    Kciinrj'p,     Clan-Alpine's 

The  terror  of  Loch  Lomond'H  eido. 
Wonld.at  my  xait,  thou  knotv'Kt,  delay 
A  Lennoi  foniy — for  a  day." — 

XIL 
The  nncient  bard  hiH  glee  repress'd: 
"  III  hn«t  tbou  cbnxcD  thenio  for  jest! 
For  who,    through   airthia  -weatem 

Named  Ilhcl;  Sir  Roderifk  e'er,  and 

smih'd  I 
In  Holy-Rood  a  knight  ho  slew; 
I  saw,  when  baek  the  dirk  lie  drew, 
CourCieTH  ^ivo  i>lace  bRforc  the  stride 
Uf  the  UTidaunti'd  homiuidc; 
And  Kinee,  though  outlaw'd,  hath  his 

hand 

■  kpijt  his  mountain  ] 

n  the 

Tlint  I  KHch  hated  trnth  shonld  nay— 
The  Dougliui,  Uko  u  strieken  deer, 
Disowu'd  by  every  nuble  peer, 
Even  the  rnde  rcfngo  wu  Imvo  here? 
Ahts,  this  wild  murnndini;  Chief 
Alonu  wight  baaird  onr  relief. 
And    now   thy   uiaiden  cbnruiB  ex- 
Looks  for  his  Kuerdnn  in  thy  hand; 
Fnll  soon  may  disjieiisiition  songht. 
To    back    his    suit,    from  Home  be 

Then,  though  an  eitle  on  the  hill. 


Thy  father,  as  the  Donghw,  still 
Ite  held  in  reverence  and  fear; 
And  though  to  Roderick  thon'rt  bo 

That  tbou  mightst  gnide  irith  ailken 

thread. 
Slave  of  thy  will,  this  chieftain  dread: 
Vet,  O  loved  maid,  thy  mirth  refrain  I 
Thy  hand  la  on  a  lion's  main." — 

xin. 

"Minstrel,"  the  maid  replied,  and 

high 
Her  father's   soul  glanced  from  her 

"My    debts   to    Roderick's  house  I 

All  that  a  mother  could  bestow, 
To  Lady  Margaret's  care  I  owe. 
Since  flrnt  an  orphan  in  the  wild 
Kho  Korrow'd  o'er  her  sister's  child; 
To  her  brave  chieftain  son,  from  ire 
Uf  tJcotlund'H  king  who  shionds  my 

A  deeper,  holier  debt  is  owed; 
And,  conld  I  nay  it  with  my  blood, 
Allan  i  Sir  Roderick  ehonld  command 
My  blood,  my  life,— ^but  not  my  hand. 
Rather  will  Ellen  Douglas  dwell 
A  votaress  in  Matonnan's  cell; 
Rather  through  realms  beyond  the 


I    of   Douglaa 


And    ne'er  the   i 

An  outcast  pilgrim  will  she  rove, 
Than  wed  the  man  she  cauinot  love, 

XIV. 
"Thou    ahakest,    good    friend,   thy 

ttcsacB  grev,— 
That  pleaibng  look,  what  can  it  say 
lint  what  I  own  'i'— I  grant  him  brave. 
Rut  wild  OS  Rracklinn's  thundering 

And  generous— save  vindictive  mood. 
Or  ji'idouM  transport,  chafe  his  blood; 
I  grant  him  true  to  friendly  band. 
As  hia  claymore  is  to  bis  hand; 
Unt  U 1  that  very  blade  of  steel 
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More  mercy  for  a  foe  would  (eel: 
I  grant  bim  liberal,  to  fliog 
Amoi^  his  elan  the  wealth  the?  bring. 
When  back  bj  lake  anil  glen  they 

wind. 
And  in  the  Lowland  leave  behind, 
Where  onos  some  pleasant    h»mlet 

A  maH9  o(  ashes  slaked  with  blood. 
The  hacil  that  for  m;  futher  fought. 
I  liononr,  BS  his  danghter  ought; 
But  can  I  claap  it  reeking  red. 
From  peasant*  alaughtor'd   in  their 

No  1  wildly  while  hia  virtnes  gleaiD. 
They  make  his  pasaious  darker  aeeni, 
And  flash  along  his  spirit  high, 
Like  lightning  o'erthe  midnight  sky. 
While   yet   a    child,— 4Jid   cUUdren 

InstiDctivo  taTight,    the   friend  aad 

I  ehudder'd  at  his  brow  of  cloom, 
His  shadowy  pluid.  and  sable  plume; 
A  maiilen  grown,  I  ill  conld  bear 
His  hKinehty  toien  and  lonlly  air: 
But,  if  thou  join'st  a  suitor's  claim, 
In  nerious  mood,  to  Roderick's  nume, 
I  thrill  with  angaish  I  or,  if  e'er 
A  Douglas  knew  the  word,  with  fear. 
To  cliiLiiga  such  odious  theme  were 

best,— 
What  tbinh'st  thou  of  oni  stranger 

^"^  XV. 

"What  thin'*  I  of  him?— woe    the 

That  brought  snch  wanderer  to  onr 

Thy  bither's  battle-brand,  of  yore 
For  Tine-man  forged  by  fairy  lore, 
What  time  he  leagued,  no  longer  foes. 
His    Border  spears  with    Hotspur's 

Did,  self-onscahbarded,  foreshow 
The  footstep  of  a  secret  foe. 
If  courtly  spy  hath  harhour'd  hero, 
What  may  we  tor  the  Donglas  fear  ? 
What  for  this  ialaod,  deem'd  of  old 
Clan-Alpine's  laat  and  surest  hold? 
If  neither  spy  nor  foe,  I  pray 
'What  yet  may  jealous  Bodenek  say  ? 


—Nay,  wove  not  thy  disdainful  head. 
Bethink  thee  o(  the  discord  dread 
Thai  kindled,  when  at  Beltane  game 
Tbon  ledst  the  dance  with  Malcolm 

Oneme; 
Still,  though  thy  sire  the  peace  to- 

Smoulders  in  Roderiok's  breast  the 

feud; 
Beware  !  —But  hark,  what  Bounds  are 

these  ? 
Mydull  ears  oatch  no  faltering  breeze. 
No  weeping  birch,  nor  aspens  wake. 
Nor  breath  is  dimpling  in  the  lake. 
Still  is  the  canna's*  hoarj  beard. 
Yet,  by  my  minstrel  faith,  I  heard — 
And  hark  again  \  some  pipe  of  war 
Scuds  the  bold  pibroch  from  afar." 

XVL 
Far  up  the  lengthen'd  lake  were  spied 
Font  ilartening  Hpeeks  upon  the  tide, 
That,  slow  enlarging  on  the  view. 
Four   mann'd   and    masted    barges 

grew. 
And,  bearing  downwards  from  Olen- 

gyle, 
Steer'd  full  upon  the  lonely  i"le; 
The  point  of  Brionchoil  they  poss'd. 
And,  to  the  windward  as  they  cast, 
Ai-ainst  the  sua  they  gave  to  shine 
The  bold  Sir   Roderick's   hanner'd 

Pine. 
Nearer  and  nearer  as  they  hear. 
Spear,  pikes,  aud  axes  Sash  in  nix. 
how  might  yon  see  the  tartans  bravo. 
And  plaids  and  plumage  dance  and 

Now  see  the  bonnets  ninkand  rise. 
As  his  lough  oar  the  rower  plies; 
See,  flashing  at  each  sturdy  stroke. 
The  wave  ascending  into  smoke; 
See  the  proad  pipers  on  the  bow, 
Aud  mark  the  gaudy  streamers  flow 
From  their  loud  chnutersf  down,  and 

The  furrow'd  bosom  of  the  deep, 
Aj,  rushiuif  through  the  lake  amain. 
They   plied   the    ancient  Highland 


t  Ttw  pipe  at  tba  bag[dps. 
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Erer,  as  on  they  bore,  more  load 
And  louder  rung  the  pibroch  proud. 
At  llrel  the  aouud,  bf  diutance  tame, 
MflUow'd  along  the  waters  came, 
And,  lingering  long  b;  cape  and  hay, 
Wail'd  every  narehec  aote  away; 
Then  bursting  holder  on  the  ear, 
Theclan's  ehrill  Gathering  they  could 

ThoBe  thrilling  sounds,  that  call  the 

might 
Of  old  Chtn-Alpine  to  the  flght. 
Thick  beat  the  rapid  notes,  as  when 
The  muatering  Lnndrads  shake  the 

glen. 
And,  hurrying  at  the  signal  dread. 
The   battet'd    earth     returns    their 

Then  prelude  light,  of  livelier  toae, 
Eipress'd  their  merry  marohing  on. 
Ere  peal  oC  clotiing  battle  rose, 
With  mingled  outcry,  shrieks,  and 

And  mimic  din  at  stroke  and  vard, 
Ab  broad  sword  upon  tai^et  jarr'd; 
And  gioB&ing  pause,  era  yot  again, 
Condensed,  the  battle  yeUM  iimain; 
The  rapid  charge,  the  rallying  shout, 
Betreat  borne  headlong  into  Tout. 
And  bnnta  oftriainph,  to  declare 
Clan- Alpine's    conquest  —  all  were 

Nor  ended  thus  the  strain;  but  slow, 
Sank  in  a  moan  prolong'd  and  low. 
And  changed  the  conquering  clarion 

For  wild  lament  o'er  those  that  felL 

XVIIL 
The  waT'pipes  ceased;  but  lake  and 

hill 
Were  bnsy  with  their  echoes  still; 
And,  when  they  slept,  a  vocal  strain 
Bade  their  hoarse  chorus  wake  again, 
While    loud   a   hnndred    clansmen 

Their   voices    in,    their    Chieftain's 

Each  boatman,  bending  to  his  oar, 
With    measnred    sweep  the  botden 


The  chorus  first  could  Allan  know, 
"Roderick  Vich  Alpine,  hoi  iro!" 
And  neat,  and  nearer  as  they  row'd, 
Distinct  the  martial  ditty  SoVd. 
XIS. 
Soot  Song. 
Hail  to  the  Chief  who  in  triumph  ad- 

Honow'd  and  hle«a'd  be  the  ever- 
green Pine  \ 
Long  may  the  tree,   in  bis  banner 
that  glances, 

Flouriim,  the  shelter  and  grace  of 

Heaven  send  it  happy  dew, 
Earth  lend  it  sap  anew, 

Oayly  to  bourgeon,  and  broadly  to 
grow, 

While  every  Highland  glen 
Sends  onr  shout  back  agen, 

"  Koderigh  Vich  Alpine  dhn,  ho  1 

Oars  is  no  sapling,  chanco-aown  by 
the  fonntam. 
Blooming  at  Ueltane,  in  winter  to 

When   the  whirlwind    has   stripp'd 
every  leaf  on  the  mountain. 
The  more  shall  Clan-Alpine  exult 
in  her  shade. 

Uoor'd  in  the  rifted  rock, 
Proof  to  the  tempest's  shook. 
Firmer  he  roota  him  the  ruder  it 

Uenteith     and     Breodalbane, 

Echo  his  praise  agen, 
"Bodcrigh  Tich  Alpine  dhn,  ho! 

XX. 
Proudly  our  pibroch*  has  thrill'd  in 


*  IlB^plpo  sir  bolonging  to  ■  i-liii 
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Glea  Loss  uid  BobshHii],  the;  ■ 

And  the  best  of  Loch  Lomond  lie 
dead  on  her  side. 
Widow  and  Saxon  maid 
Long  shall  lament  our  raid. 
Think  ofClon- Alpine  with  (ear  and 
with  woe; 
Lenoi  and  Leven-glen 
tShaha  when  the  j  hear  ogen, 
'BoderighYich  Alpine  dha,  bo! 

Row,  TasanlB,  row,  for  the  pride  of 
the  Highlands  I 
Stretch  to  ytinr  oaca,  for  the  ever- 
ts! Uat  the  rose-bad  that  gtaoes  yon 
iblonds. 
Tfere  wreathed  in  a  garland  around 
hiin  to  twinol 
O  that  some  saoilUng  gem, 
Worthy  Hnch  noble  stem, 
Honoar'd    and    blcua'd    in    their 
shadow  mighi  grow  1 
Loud  should  Clnn-Alpine  then 
Ring  from  the  dcepmost  gloii, 
"Roderigh  Vich  Alpine  dhn,  ho! 

XXI. 

^ith  all  her  joyf  ol  female  band, 
Qad  LedyMu^retsonght  the  Btn>l>  I, 
Looue  on  the  breeze  their  tresses  Ucw, 
And  high  their  snowy  arms  they  threw, 
As  echoing  back  vith  shrill  acclaim, 
And  chorus  wild,  the  Chicflain'b  name; 
While,  prompt  to  please,  with  moth-  ' 

The  darling  poseion  of  hie  heart,  | 

The  Domo  cdird  Ellen  to  the  strand,  . 
To  grecl  her  kinsman  ere  be  land;  | 
"Come,  loiterer,  come !  aDonglasthou, 
AndshuntowreatheaTiclor'sbrow?"—  ] 
Relnctiintty  and  slow,  the  miiid 
The  unwelcome  summonini;  obey'd. 
And,  when  a  distant  buftlo  runj;,  | 

In  the  mid-pnlb  aside  she  spnmg: —  ; 
"List, Allan-Banc!    From  mainland 

I  hear  my  father's  sipnal  blont. 
l(o  ours,"  she  cried,    "tte   skiff  to 
gnid«,  I 


And  wail  him  from   the  monntain 

Then,   tike  a    sonbeam.    ewift   and 

She  darted  to  her  ehallop  light, 
And,  eagerly  while  Roderick  Bcann'd, 
For  her  dearform,  his  mother's  bond. 
The  ialet  far  behind  her  lay. 
And  she  had  landed  in  the  bay. 

xxn. 


heaven : 
And  if  there  be  a  hnmon  tear 
From    passion's   droHS  refined  and 

A  tear  so  limpid  and  so  meek, 
It  woald  not  stain  an  angel's  cheek, 
'Tis  that  which  pious  fathera  shed 
Upon  a  dnteous daugbtors  bead ! 
And  OS  the  Douglas  to  Lis  breast 
His  darling  Ellen  closely  presa'd, 
Snch  holy  drops  her  tresses  steep'd, 
Thouch'lwnsft  hero's  eye  that  weep'd, 
Norwhilo  on  Ellen's  faltering  tongue 
Her  filial  welcomes  crowded  hung, 
ilork'd  she,  that  fcar(aiEection'B  proof) 
Still  held  a  gmcefal  youth  aloof ; 

Dot  tilt  Doaglaij  named  his  name. 
Although  the   youth   was    Malcolm 
Graime. 

SXIH 


I  His  miistcr  piteonsly  bo  eyed. 
Then  pazed    upon    the    chiettair 


spray  ; 

And  Douglas,  as  his  band  he  laid 
On  Mali-olm's  sLonliier.  kindly  ^a,l, 
"  Canst  thou,  young  friend,  no  mean- 
ing spy 
In  mv  ]ioor  follower's  glistening  eve? 
I'll  ttll  thee:- he recidls  the  d^-,' 
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Iti 


I    minstrel   uuireT'd 


I  knigbt.t,  the   least   a 

As  mighty  oa  yon  Chief  mny  claim, 
Gracing  my  poiiip,  beliind  me  came. 
Yet  truMt  me,  Mnfcolm.  not  bo  proud 
Wofl  I  of  all  that  mnrHhall'd  crowd, 
Though  the  waned  ctencent    own'd 

my  might, 
Anil  in   my  train  tioop'd  lord  and 

Though  iilaiitjte  hymn'd  her  holiest 

And  ISothweli'B  borda  flang  back  my 

As  when  thia  old  man's  ailent  tear. 
And  thia  poor  maid'ii  affection  dear, 
A  welcome  give  more  kind  and  true. 
Than  aught  my  better  fortune*  knew. 
Fomre,  my  friend,  a  father's  boast, 
O  1  it  oat-b^ara  all  I  lost  \" 
XXIV. 


XXV. 
Of  stature  tall,  anil  slender  ftaroe, 
Bat  firmly  knit,  wuh  Malcolm  Grnme. 
The  belted  plaid  and  tartan  hose 
Did  ne'er  more  graceful  limbs  diB> 

Ria  flaxen  hair  of  Bonny  hne, 
Carl'il  closely  round  his  bonnet  blue. 
Trajn'd  to  the  chase,  liisenRle  eye 
The  ptarmigan  in  snow  could  spy  : 

i  Each  pass,   by  mountain,  lake,  and 

I         heath. 
He  knew,  through  Lennoz  and  Hen- 

teith ; 
Vain  was  the  boond  of  dark-brows 


The  bashful  maiden's  cheek  appeared, 
For  Douglas   spoke,    and 


iaiipei 
Mkl< 


The  flush    of    shame-faced   joy   to 

hide, 
The  hounds,  the  hawk,    her   cares 

The  loved  carenBt^s  of  the  moid 

The  dogs  with  crouch  and  whimper 


Nnr,  though  nuhooded,  suughl 

And,  trust,  while  in   such  guise  she 

Like  fiibied  GoddesB  of  the  wood, 
Thut  if  a  fnther'H  partial  thouaht 
O'erweigli'd   her  worth    and  beauty 

auJht, 
Well  might  the  loicr's  judgment  fail 
To  balance  with  a  juntcr  siailo  ; 
Fur  with  each  sacret  glance  ho  stole, 
The  fond  enthnsiast  sent  bi«  Krai. 


mding 


When  Malcolm  bent  hia  s 

And  Hcarce  that  doe,  Uiongfa  wing'd 

with  fear, 
Outstripp'd  in  speed  the  mountain* 

Bigh  t  Q  p  Ben  .Lomond  could  he  presBi 
And  not  a  sob  his  toil  confess. 
His  form  accorded  with  a  mind 
Lively  and  ardent,  frank  and  kind; 
A  blither  heart,  tiU  Ellen  come. 


Didn 


As  play'd  the  feather  on  his  __ .   .. 
Yet  friends,  who  uearest  knew  the 

His  scorn  of  wrong,  his  zeal  for  truth. 
And  bards,  who  saw  his  features  bold, 
'When  kindled  by  the  tale?  of  old. 
Said,  were  that  youth  to  manhood 

Not   long   sboald   Boderick   Dhu'a 

Be  foremost  voiced  by  mountainfame. 
But  qnail  to  that  of  Malcolm  Gneme. 

XXVI. 
Now  back  they  wend  their  watery 

way. 
And,  "  0  my  site  f  did  EUen  say. 
"Why  urge  thy  chase  so  far  astifty! 
And   why  so   late   retum'd?    And 


IM 
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And  with  that  gBllant  pastime  reft 
Were  all  of  Doaglas  I  have  1^, 
I  met  youu^  UBlcolm  as  I  strny'd. 
Far  eastward,  in  Glenflnlas'  sbade, 
Nor  BtTa}''il  I  Bale;  for,  all  around. 
Hunters  and  hoisemen  Bcoar'd  tbe 

gronnd. 
This  yontfa,  thongh  atill  a  royal  ward, 
Kisk'd  life  and  luid  to  b«  my  guard, 
And  thrnngh  thepaaaeaof  the  wood. 
Guided  my  slej 
And    Itoderick 

Despite  old  spleen,  for  Douglas'  sake. 
Then  muBt  he  seek  Stiath-Endrick 

gleu. 
Nor  peril  aaght  tor  me  agen." 

xxvn. 

8)1  Boderick.  who  tomeet  them  came, 
Bedden'd  at  sinht  of  Ualcolm  Orteme, 
Yet,  not  in  action,  word,  or  eye. 
FaU'd  anght  in  lioapitality. 
In  talk  and  sport  they  wiled  away 
The  momingof  that  BUiumer  day; 
Bat  at  hiah  noon  a  courier  light 
Held  secret  parley  with  the  knight. 
Whose  moody  aspec't  soon  declared. 
That  evil  were  the  uewa  be  heard. 
Deep  thonght  aeem'd  toiUog  in  hia 

Tet  was  tiie  eTeuiug  banqnet  made. 
Ere  he  Bsaembled  round  the  flame, 
His  mother.  Douglas,  and  tbe  Orcome, 
And  Ellen,  too;  then  cast  around 
'Bia  eyes,  then  fli'd    them  on  the 

ground. 
As  Htndyiug  phrase  that  might  avail 
Beet  tn  convey  unpleasant  tale. 
Long  with  his  dagger's  hilt  he  play'd. 
Then  raised  his  haughty  brow,  and 

xxvnL 

"Sborlbe  my  ipeech;— nor  time  at- 

Nor  my  plain  temper,  glozing  words. 
Kinsman  and  father.— if  such  name 
Douglas    vouchsafe    to     Roderick's 


And  Qrteme;  in  whom  I  hope  to  know 
Full  soon  a  noble  friend  oi  foe, 
When  age  shall  give  tbee  Uiy  cam- 

And  leading  in  thy  native  land, — 
Listalll— The  King's  vindictive  pride 
Boasts  to  have  tamed  the  Bordar«ide, 
Where  chiefs,  with  hound  and  hawk 

who  cune 
To    share    their   monarch's    aylvan 

Themsdvea    in    bloody   toila    were 

snared; 
And  when  the  banquet  they  prepared. 
And  wide  their  lo^  portals  fluuB, 
O'er  their  own  gatewiijr  itmggQng 

Lond  erica  their  blood  from  Meggat'a 

From   Yarrow  braes,  and  banks  of 

Tweed, 
Where  the   lone   streams  of   Ettria 

And  from  the  silver  Teviot's  ride; 
The  dales,  where  martial  clana  did 


e  sheep-walk,  waste  and 


This  tyrant  of  the  Scottish  throne. 
So  faithless  and  so  mthless  known, 
Now  hither  comes,  his  end  tbe  same, 
The  same  pretext  of  sylvan  game. 
What  grace  for  Highland  Cbieta,  judge 

ye 
By  fata  of  Border  chivalry. 
Yet  more;  amid  Glenflnlas  green, 
Douglas,  thy  stately  form  was  seen. 
This  by  espial  sure  1  know; 
Yourconnaelin  the  streightl  nhow." 

XXIX. 
Ellen  and  Margaret  fearfully 
Sought  comfort  in  each  other's  eye, 
Then  tom'd  their  ghastly  look,  each 

This  to  her  sire— that  to  ber  son. 
The  h»Bty  colour  went  and  came 
In  tbe  bold  olieek  of  Malcolm  Gneme; 
But  from  bis  ^nnco  it  well  appear'd, 
"Twas  but  for  Ellen  that  ha  (ear'd; 
While,  I  iirrowfnl.  but  undiamBy'i], 
The  Doijlas  tbns  hia  counsel  aaid:-' 


THE  LADY  OF  THE  LAKE. 


"Brave  Iluderiek,  thongli  tha  temp- 
est roar, 
It  mu;  but  thnader  And  pass  o'er; 
Nor  will  I  here  remain  au  liour. 
To  dm  IT  the  lightning  on  thy  bower; 
For  Will  thou  know'st,  at  thin  grey 

head 
The  royal  bolt  -were  flerceit  sped. 
For  thee,  who,  at  thy  King's  com- 
mand. 
Oacst  aid  him  with  a  gallant  band, 
HabmiRBiun,  homagf.  humbled  pride, 
Shall  turn  the  Monarch'tt  wrath  uside. 
J:*oor  remnants  ol  the  Bleeding  Heart, 
Ellen  and  I  ii-iU  ncek,  apart, 
The  refuge  of  some  forest  cell. 
There,  like  the  hunted  quarry,  dwell. 
Till  on  the  moontnin  and  the  moor. 
The   stem  pDTHuit   be   poua'd   and 
o'er."— 

XXX. 
"No,  by  mine   honour,"   Hoderici 

"So  help  mo,  heaven,  and  my  good 

blade  I 
No,  never  I  Blasted  be  yon  Pine, 
My  fathers'  ancient  creiit  and  mine. 
If  from  its  Bliadf  in  danger  part 
The  Uneage  of  the  Bleecling  Heort  I 
Hear  my   blunt  speech'    Qrant  me 

this  maid 
To  wife,  thy  coansel  to  mine  aid; 
To  Douglou,  leagued  with  Boderiok 

l>hu. 
Will  friends  and  allies  flock  enow; 
Ziike  oauae  of  doubt,   distruBt,  and 

grief. 
Will  bind  to  ua  each  Western  Chief. 
When  the  loud  pipeii  my  bridal  tell. 
The  Links  of  forth  ahull  hear  the 

knell. 
The  guards  shall  start  in  StirUng'a 

And,  when  I  light  the  nuptial  torch, 
A  tbouHHiid  villiigcs  in  flumes, 
Shall  acare  the   slambera    of   Eing 

— Nay,  Elkn,  blencli  not  thua  away, 
And,  mother,   couse    theae    aigna,  I 

pray; 
I  meant  not  all  my  heart  m^hteay. — 


Small  need  of  inroad,  or  of  fight. 
When  the  sage  Douglas  may  unite 
Each  mountain  clan  in  friendly  band. 
To  guard  the  pasaea  of  their  land. 
Till  the  foil'd  king,   from  pothlesa 

glen. 
Shall  bootless  turn  him  home  agen." 

There  are  who  have,  at  midnight  hour. 
In  al umber  scaled  a  dizzy  tower. 
And,  on  the  Terge  that  beetled  o'er 
The  ocean-tide's  incessant  roar, 
Ureom'd  calmly  out  their  dangeroas 

waken'd '       ' 
When,  dazzled 
Buch  startler  cost  hia  glance 
And  saw  unmeasured  depth  aromid. 
And  heard  onintermitted  eomid, 
And  thought  the  battled  fence  ho  frail. 
It  waved  like  cobweb  in  the  calej — 
Amid  hia  senses'  gidd^  wheu. 
Did  he  not  desperate  impulse  feel. 
Headlong  to  plunge  himself  below, 
And  meet  the  woiat  his  fears  fore- 
show?— 
Thus,  Ellen,  dizzy  Emd  astound. 
As  sudden  ruin  yawn'd  around. 
By  erossing  terrors  wildly  tosa'd. 
Still  for  the  DoDglas  fearing  most. 
Could  scarce  tha  desperate  thought 

withstand 
To  buy  his  safety  with  her  hand. 

xsxn. 

Such  purpose  diead  oonld  Maijwlm 


And  enger  roxe  to  spea 
Ills  tongue  conld  hurry  forth  his  fear, 
Hod  Donglasmark'dtne  hectic  strife, 
\V  here  deatti  seemed  combating  with 

life; 
For  to  her  cheek,  in  feverish  flood, 
Due  instant  tush'd    the    throbbing 

blood, 
Then    ebbing    back,    with    sndden 

Hway, 
Iieft  its  domain  as  wan  as  clay. 
"Boderick,    enough  1    enough  T  lu 
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"  My  danghtec  cannot  be  thy  bride; 
Not  that  the  blnsh  to  wooer  dear. 
Nor  paienesB  that  of  maiden  fear. 
It  may  not  be— forgive  her,  Chief, 
Mot  hazard  aught  for  oat  relief.     _ 
Against  his  goTereign,  Doaghta  ne  er 
Will  level  a  rebelliouB  Bpear. 
Twaa   1  that    taught   Iub   yonthful 

To  rein  ft  steed  anil  wield  a  braud ; 
I  see  Lim  yet,  tlie  princely  bo^  I 
Not  Ellen  more  my  pride  and  joy; 
I  lovo  him  Btill,  despite  my  wronRs. 
By    hasty    ivratb,    and    slanderuuB 

tongues. 
O  seek  the  grace  yon  veil  may  find, 
Without  a  Danao  to  mine  combined." 

XSSIU. 
Twice  through  the  hall  the  Chieftain 

The  wavini,'  of  his  tartans  bro.id. 
And  darken'J  bruw,  where  wounded 

With  ire  anil  disappointment  vied, 
Seem'd,  by  the  torcb's  gloomy  light. 
Like  the  ill  Demon  o£  tbo  night. 
Stooping  bis  pinion'a  sliadowy  sway 
Upon  the  nighted  pilgrim's  way  : 
But,  unrequited  I*ve !  thy  ilart 
Plnnged     deepest     i'' 

And   Itoderick,  with  thine  anguish 

At  length  the  hand  of  Douglas  wrung, 
While  eyea,  that  mock'd  at  teara  be- 

With  bitt«r  drops  were  running  o'er. 
The  death-pangs    ot   long-cherish' d 

Boarce  in  that  ample  breast  had  scope. 
But,  struggling  with  bis  spirit  proud, 
Convulsive    heaved     its     oUoquer'J 

shroud. 
While  eveiy  sob— so  mute  were  all- 
Was    heard    distinctly    through  the 


XXXIV. 
Then   Roderick   from    the  Douglas 

flashes  flame  through  sable  smoke, 

Kindling  its  wreaths,  long,  itark,  and 

I  one  broad  blaze  of  ruddy  glow, 
I  the  deep  anguiab  of  despair 

Burst,  in  herce  ji-alouay,  to  air. 

With  stidwiirt  graap  liis  Land  he  laid 

On  llaluolm's breast  ami  belted  plaid: 

■•  Bock,    b&irdlesa  boy !"'  ho  sternly 
said, 

"  Back,  minion  !  hold'at  thou  tbus  at 
naugbt 

The  letisonlsobitoly  taught? 

This    roof,    the   Doughw^,  and    that 

Thank  thou  for  punishment  del ay'd." 
liijier  a-j  greyhound  on  bi«  gima, 
fiercely    with     Itoderick    gmppled 
Grisme. 
Perish  my  name,  if  anght  nfforS 
Its  Chieftiiin  safety  save  bix  sword  T'" 
riiuM  as  they  strove,  their  desperate 

Griped  to  the  d^ger  or  the  brand, 
'  -.1  death   had  been— but  Douglas 

.\nd  thrust  between  the  straggling 

giant    strength  :— "  Chioflains, 

I   hold    the    first    who  strikes,   my 

foe,— 
Mailmen,  forbear  your  (r;in tic  jar  I 
What!  is  the  Douglas  fall'n  so  far. 
His  dausbter's  hand  is  doom'd  the 


The  son's  despftir,  the  mother's  look, 
nl  might  the  gentle  Ellen' '-■ 


Of  such  dishonourable  broil !" 
Sullen  and  slowly  they  uncLisp, 
As  strui:k  with  shnme,  their  desper- 
ate erasp, 
.\nd  each  upon  his  rival  glared. 
With  foot  advanced,  and  blade  halt 


XXV. 

„  „  _        _  -    _  Ere  yet  the  brands  aloft  were  flung, 

She   M18Q,'  iind    to    her   side   there    Margaret  on  Roderick'amantle  hung, 
„^aje^  I  And    Ualoolm     beard    his     Ellena 

To  aid  her  parting  steps,  the  Gneme,  I         scream. 
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As,  talter'd  tlirongh  terrific  dream. 
Thea  Rocleriok  plunged  in  sheath  his 

And    veil'd   hia    wrath   in  Boomfnl 

"  Rest  sitfe  till  raoming  ;  pity  'twere 
Sucb  cheek  should  feel  the  midnight 

Than  mayest    thou  to  James  Stuart 


Much  were  the  peril  to  the  Gneme, 

.  thoao  who  to  the  aigiukl  came; 
For  np  the  laio  'twere  safest  land, 
Himself  would  row  him  to  the  strand. 
He  gave  his  oounHclto  the  wind, 
\V'hile  Malcolm  did,  unheeding,  bind, 
Kound  dirk  and  poiich  and  broad- 

Bword  roU'd, 

ample  plnid  in  tighten'd  f< 


Htrength  and  pasaaB 


Thou 

Malice,    what   hoi" — ^hia  henchman 
*' Give    our    safe -conduct   to     the 

Tonng  Malcolm  answer'd,  calm  and 

bold, 
"Fear  nothing  forthyfnrourito  bold; 
The  spot,  an  angel  deigned  to  gnme. 
Is  bloas'ij,  though  robbers  haunt  the 

pltce. 
Thy  churlish  courtesy  for  those 
Beaerve.  who  fear  to  be  thy  foes. 
As  safe  to  mo  tho  mountain  way 
At  midnight  as  in  blaze  of  day. 
Though  with  bin  boldeiit  at  hia  back 
Even  Roderick Dbu  besettho  track.— 
Brave  Donglas.— lovely  Ellen, — nay. 
Nought  here  of  iiarting  will  I  nay. 
Earth  does  not  hold  a  lonesome  glen, 
So  secret,  but  we  meetauen.— 
Chieftain  !  we  too  shall  liiidanhonr." 
He  B^d,  and  left  the  sylvan  bower. 

£XX\X 
Old  Allan  follow'd  to  the  strand, 
(Such  was  the  Dongtas's  command,) 
And  aniiouH  told,  how,  on  tho  itiom. 
The   stem  Sir   Soderick  deep   hud 


Then  spoke  abrupt :    "  Farewell  to 

Pattern  of  old  fldeLty  !" 

The    Minstrel's     hand    ha    kindly 


■of™ 


Id  I  point  a  place  ol  rest  t 


yiy  uncle  leads  my  vissal  b 

To  tame  his  toes,  hia  friends  to' aid, 

Poor    Muloolm    has    bnt   heart   and 

Yet,  if  there  he  one  faithful  Orame, 
Who  loves  theOhieftainof  hisnome, 
Not   loDg  shall    hononr'd    Dooglas 

dwofi, 
Like  bunted  stag  in  mountain  cell; 
Nor,    ere  yon  pride-swoll'n  robber 

t  may  not  give  the  rest  to  oi 
Tell    Roderick   Dha,    I    i 

Not  the  poor  servioe  of  a  boat. 
To  waft  me  to  yon  mountain-side." 
Then    plunged  he  in  tho    Hushing 


red    him 


hind  hii  lord  at  f  'i 


Bold  o'er  Ihe  flood  his  head  ho  bore. 
And  stoutly  stoer'd   him  from  the 

And  Allan  atrain'd  hia  aniiouB  eye, 

Far  'mid  tho  lake  hia  furui  to  spy. 

Darkening  ai^oas  each  puny  wave 

To  which  tiie  moon  her  silver  gave. 

Fast  as  tbtr  cormorant  could  ttkim. 

The  aniuiniRr  ptiod  each  active  limb; 

Then  landin.^  in  (he  moonlight  dell, 

""   Loud  shouteci  of  his  weal  to  tell. 

t-   The  Minstrel  oeard  tho  tat  halloo, 

^|And   joyful  tr>m   the   shore   with- 
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CANTO  THIRD. 

The  OaUaring. 

L 

Tm  rollfl  his  ceMeless  oonne.     The 

Who  danced  onrinlsncfiipoa  their 
And  told' 


^ndflB 


marvelling  boyhood  le- 
I  hnpp'd 


Of  their  at  range 
by  land  or  sea, 
How  are  they  blotted  from  the  things 
that  be ! 
Bow  few,  all  weak  and  \rither'd  of 
I  heir  force. 
Wait  on  the  verge  of  dark  eternity. 
Like  stranded  wrecks,  the  tide  le- 
taming  hoarse, 
To  sweep  them  from  onr  sight  I  Time 

rolls  his  ceaseless  course. 
Yet  live  there  Ht)ll  who  can  remember 
well. 
How,  when  a  monntain  chief  his 
bugle  blew, 
liotb  held  and  forest,  dingle,  cliff, 
an<l  dell. 
An<l  solitary  heath,  the  signal  knew ; 
And  fast  the  biitbfol  clan  around  him 

What  time  the  warning  note  was 
keenly  wound. 
What  time  aloft  their  kindred  banner 

While  olamoioDS  war- pi  pes  jell'd 

the  gathering  sound, 
And  while  the  Fiery  Cross  glanced 
like  a  meteor  round. 

n. 

The  Snmmer  dawn's  reflected  hue 


Jnst  kiss'd  thu  lake,  just  stiri'd  the 

And  the  pleased  lake,  like  maiden  coy, 
Trembled  but  dimpled  not  tor  joy ; 
The  moQDtnin-BhadowH  on  her  breast 
Were  neith^  broken  nor  at  rest; 
In  bright  uncertainty  they  lie, 
Like  future  joys  to  Fancy's  eye. 
The  vatei-luj-  to  the  light 


Her  chalice  rear'd  o{  silver  bright; 
The  doe  awoke,  and  to  the  lawn, 
Begemm'd  with   dew-drops,  ledlier 

The  grey  mist  left  the  monntain  side, 
The  torrent  show'd  its  glistamog 

Invisible  in  flecked  sky. 
The  lark  gent  down  her  revelry; 
Theblackbirdandtbespeckled  thmih 
Good-morrow  gave  from  brake  and 

In  answer  coo'd  the  cnshat  dove 
Her  notes  of  peace,  and  rest,  luid  loro, 

lU. 
Nolhonghtofpeace.nothongbtofreBt, 
Assuaged    the   storm   in  Soderick'a 

With  sheathed    broadsword    in  his 

Abrupt  he  paced  the  islet  strand. 
And  eyed  the  rising  son.  and  laid 
His  hand  ou  Ins  impatient  blade. 
Heaeath  a  rock,  his  vassals'  care 
Whs  prompt  the  ritnal  to  prepare. 
With    deep    and   deathfnl   meaning 

fraught; 
For  such  Antiquity  had  taTught 
Was  preface  meet,  ere  yet  abroad 
The  Cross  of  Fire  should  take  its  road. 
The  shrinking  band  stood  oft  aghast 
At  the  impatient  glance  he  cast;  — 
tiuch{;lancetbemountaiD  ei^l  e  threw. 
As  from  the  cliffii  of  Benvenne, 
She  spread  her  dark  sails  on  the  wind. 
And,  high  in  middle  heaven,  reclined. 
With  her  broad  shadow  on  the  lake. 
Silenced  the  warblers  of  the  brake. 

IV. 
A  heap  of  witber'd  boughs  was  piled. 
Of  juniper  and  rowan  wild. 
Mingled  with  shivers  from  the  oak, 
Itent  by  the  lightning's  recent  stroke. 
Brian,  the  Hermit,  by  it  stood. 
Bareiooted,  in  his  frock  and  hood. 
His  gnsleil  beard  and  matted  hpjr 
Obscured  a  visage  of  despair; 
His  naked  arms  and  legs,  seam'd  o'ta. 
The  scars  of  frantic  penance  bore. 
That  monk,  of  savage  form  and  Uatt 
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The  impendiog  dftnger  of  bi.s  race 
Hnd  drawn  from  deopeRt  solitude, 
Far  ID  ISeaharTow'H  bosom  rnde. 
Not  his  the  mien  of  Christina  priest. 
But  DniiiJ'K.  from  tbo  grave  celeaaeil, 
WhOHc  Lnrden'd  heart  and  ejo  might 

On  hnniiin  sacrifice  to  look; 

And  much,  'twas  said,  of  heathen  lore 

MixM  in  the  chnrins  ho  mutter'd  o'er. 

Tho  hallow 'J  creed  pave  only  worse 

And  deadlier  em phaaiH  of  curse; 

No  peasant  sought  that  Hermit 'b  praj- 


His  c 


s  the  pilgrim  shnnn'd   with 


The  eager  hnnlijman  knew  his  bound, 
And  in  mid  cha^e  call'd  oflfhis  hound, 
Or  if.  in  lonely  Rleo  or  strath. 
The  desert-dweller  met  bis  path. 
Ho  pray'd,  auil  siga'd  the  cross  bc- 

While  terror  took  dcvotioa's  mien. 
V. 

Of  Brian's  birth  strange  tales  v 


told:  And» 

His  mother  watch'il  a  midnight  fold, 
Bnilt  deep  within  a  ilrcary  glen. 
Where  scatter'dlay  the  bones  of  mer 
In  Kome  forgotten  iMitlie  slain. 
And  lileachM  by  driflina  wim!  and 

It   might    have    tamed  a    warrior's 

To  view  such  mockery  of  his  art  1 
The    knot-grass    fetter'd   there   the 

Whivhouuocould  burst  an  iron  baud; 
Jtcnrnth  the  broad  and  nmpla  bone. 
That  b tickle r'd  hoart  tofcarunknowD, 
A  feeble  and  a  timorous  gacni. 
The  field-faro  framed  her  liiwlj  nest; 
There  the  slow  blind-worm  left  his 

On  llio  fleet  limbs  that  moi'k'dattime;  I 
And  there,  too.  lay  (he  leader's  sknll,  ' 
Still  wreathed  with  chaplet,  flash'd 

and  fidl,  I 

Forheath-btll  with  her  purplebloom, 


side. 

No  huDter's  hand  her  snood  untied. 
Yet  ne'er  again  to  braid  her  hair 
The  virgin  snood  did  Alice  wear; 
Gone  was  lier  maiden  glee  and  sport. 
Her  maiden  girdle  nil  too  short, 
Ni>ri;ought>ilie.  from  that  fatal  night. 
Or  holy  cburcfl  or  blessed  rite, 
ISiit  lock'd  her  secret  in  her  breast. 
And  died  in  travail,  uuconfesa'd. 

VI. 
Alone,  among  his  young  oompeers. 
Was  Briau  frcm  his  infant  years; 
A  moody  and  heart-broken  boy. 
Estranged  from  sympathy  and  joy, 
Bearing  each  taunt  which   careleaa 

tongue 
On  bis  mysterious  lineage  flung. 
Whole  nights  ho  spent  by  moonlight 

To  wooil  and  stream  his  hap  to  wail. 
Till,  frantic,  bo  as  truth  received 
What  of  his  birth  Iho  crowd  belicred. 


■ght.  ii 


it  and  a. 


I  know  bis  Phantom  Sire  1 
I  soothe  his  wayward  bio, 
Tho  cloister  oped  her  pitying  gate; 
In  vain,  the  learning  of  tbo  age 
Unclaipd  the  sable  let  ter'd  pag«; 
Even  in  its  treasures  he  could  nnd 
Food  for  the  fever  of  his  mind. 
Eager  bo  rend  whatever  tells 
UI  iiiajtic.  cabala,  and  spells. 
And  every  d.irk  pursuit  allied 
To  curious  and  presumptuons  pride; 
Till  with  lircd  brain  and  nerves  o'er- 

strung. 
And  heart  with  mystic  horrors  wrong. 
Desperate  h  e  sought  Bcnhorro  w's  den, 
And  hid  him  from  the  haunts  of  men. 

VIL 
The  desert  f^ave  him  visions  wild, 
Such  as  might  suit  tho  spectre's  child. 
Where  with  black  cliffs  the  torrent* 

toil, 

vateh'd  the  wheeling  edilies  boil, 

,   from   their  foam,   his  daczled 

eyes 
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BeheKI  the  Biver  Demoa  riie; 

The  mountain  misi  took  form  and 

Ot  noontide  hag,  or  goblin  grim; 
The  midnight  wind  came  wild  and 

Svell'd  with  Ihe  voices  of  the  dead; 
Far  on  the  future  battle-heath 

His  eye  beheld  the  ranks  of  death: 
Thus  the  lono  Seer,  from   mankind 

h'lrrd. 
Shaped  forth  a  disembodied  wotld. 
One  liDgcrinc  sympathy  of  mind 

Still  bound  him  to  the  mortal  kind; 
The  only  parent  he  coiUd  claim 
Ot  ancient  Alpine's  lineage  mme. 
Late    bad   he   heanl,    in    prophet's 


's  boding  HI 


uid  night 


The  fatal  Ben-Shit 
Sound «,  too,  bad 

bloEt, 

Of  charuiiit;  steeds,  careerii^  fast 
Along  Itenharrow's  shingly  Hide, 
Where  mortal  horseman  ne'er  might 

The  thunderbolt  had  split  the  pine,  — 
AH  iiu-nr'd  ill  to  Alpine's  line. 
He  cirt  hia  loins,  and  came  to  show 
The  HLgnaboI  impending  woe. 
And  now  stood   prompt  to  bless  or 

Ab  bade  the  Chieftain  of  his  clan. 

vin. 

Twos  all  prepared;— and  from  tho 

A  goat,  the  pntrinrch  of  the  flocli. 
Before  the  kin<lling  pile  wns  laid. 
And    pierced    by    Boderick'Es    ready 

blade. 
Patient  the  Biokoning  vii 
Tho  life-blood  ebb  in  crii 
Down  his  clogg'd  beard 

Till  darkness  glazed  his  eyeballs  dim. 
The  grisly  priest,   with  muruinring 

prayer, 
A  slender  crosslct  form'd  with  core, 
A  cubit's  length  in  measure  due; 
The  shall   and  limbs  were  rods  of 

Whose  parents  in  Inth-Cailliaoh  wave 


n  tide. 
I  shaggy 


Their    shadows    o'er   Clan-Alpine'a 

grave. 
And,   answering  Lomond's  breezes 

Soothe    msny  a   chienain's  endless 

The  Cross,  thus  form'd,  he  held  on 

h^h. 
With  wasted  hand,  and  haggard  eye. 
And   strange   and  mingled   feelings 

While  his  anathema  he  spoke. 

IX. 
' '  Woe  to  the  clansman,  who  shall  view 
This  symbol  of  sepulchral  yew. 
Forgetful  that  its  branches  grew 
Where  weep  the  heavens  their  hbli- 

On  Alpine's  dwelling  low ! 
Deserter  of  his  Chieftain's  tmst, 
He  ne'er  shall  mingle  with  their  dust. 
But,    from    his    sires    and  kindred 

thrust. 
Bach  clansman's  execration  just 

Shall    doom    him   wrath  and 

He   paused;— the  word  the   vassals 

With  forward  step  and  flery  look. 
On   high   their  naked   brands  they 

Their  clattering  targets  wildly  strook; 

And  first  in  murmur  low. 
Then.,  like  the  billow  in  his  course. 
That  far  to  Beaward  finds  hia  sonrtt-. 
And   flings  to    shore    his    muster'd 

Bnrst,  with  loud  roar,  their  answer 
hoarse . 

"  Woe  to  the  traitor,  woe  V 
Ben-an's  grey  scalp  the  accents  knew, 
The  joyous  wolf  from  covert  drew. 
The  exuhing  eagle  scresm'd  afar,— 
They  knew  the  voice  of  Alpine's  war. 


The   monk    resnmed    his    mutter' d 
Dismal  and  low  its  accents  cam^ 


THE  LADY  OF  TUB  LAKE. 


151 


Tbe  while  he  scavheil  the  Cioss  with 
And  the  few  words  that  reach'd  the 

Although  the  holiest  name  was  there. 
Had  more  ot  blospbemy  than  prayer. 
Hut  nhen  be  Khook  aixivo  the  crowd 
Its  kindled [lointH,  be  spokenlond:— 
'■  Wue  to  tbe  wrctth  who  fulls  to  rear 
At  tliis  dreiid  xign  the  ready  Hpeor  I 
For,  ua  tho  flameH  this  Hynibot  near. 
Her  home,  tho  Tefu{;o  of  his  fear. 
A  kindred  fiitc  Hhall  know; 
Far  o'er  itH  roof  the  volume  flamed 
Clun-Alpinc'n    vengeance  shall   pro- 
While  maids  anil  matrons  on  his  name 
Shall   cull  down  wretchedness  and 

And  infamy  and  woe." 
Then  ro«e  the  cry  of  females,  shrill 

As  gosN-hnwk'n  whistle  i^n  the  hill. 


trill 

Of  curses  stiunmer'd  slow; 
Answering,  with  imprecation  dread, 
"  Soak  bo  bis  lioiue  in  embers  ted ! 
And  cnmed  be  the  meanest  shed 
That   e'er  shall   hide   the  hooseless 

Wc  doom  to  want  and  woe  !" 
A  sharp  and  shrieking  echo  gave. 
Coir-Uriskin,  thy  goblin  cave  ! 
And  the  grey    pass  where    birches 

On  lieala-nam-bo. 


XI. 


While,  with  set  teeth  and  clenched 


hand. 


.  's  that  glow'd  like  fiery  brand, 
tie  meditated  curse  more  dread, 
And  deadlier,  on  the  ciaDsman's  head, 
Who,   sammon'd  to   hiii  Chieftain's 

The  lagDBl  saw  and  disobey'd. 

The  crosslet's  points  of  sparkling 


He  qnench'd  among    the   bubbling 

And,  as  again  the  sign  he  rear'd, 
Hollow  and  hoarse    his   voice    was 

"When  flits  this  Cross  from  man  to 


Vich -Alpine's  summons  to  his  dan, 
Burst  be  the  ear  that  fails  to  heed  '. 
Palsied  the  foot  that  sbun.s  to  speed  I 
May  ravens  tear  the  careless  eyes, 
Wolves  make  tbe  coward  heart  their 

As  sinks  that  blood-stream   in  the 

So  may  bis  heort's-blood  drench  his 

As  dies  in  hissing  Rore  the  spark. 
Quench  thon  his  tight,  DestrucUon 

dark. 
And  be  the  grace  to  him  denied. 


xir. 

Then  Roderick,  with  impatient  look, 
From  Brian's  hand  the  symbol  took: 
''Speed,   Malise,   speed  1"    he  said, 

and  gave 
The  croEslet  to  bis  henchman  brave. 
The      muster- place     be     Lanricfc 

Instant    the    time— speed,    Ualise, 

speed ! " 
Lika   heath-bird,    when   the   hawka 

pursue, 
A  barge  across  Loch  Eatrine  flew; 
High   stood  the  henchman  on  the 

apidly  the  barge-men  row, 
bubbles,   where  they  launcb'd 

the  boat, 

e  all  unbroken  and  afloat, 
Dancing  in  foam  and  ripple  stilL 
'"hen   it  had   near'd  the  mainland 

hill; 


SCOTTS  POETICAL  WORKS. 


XIIL 
Speed.  Malise,  speed  I  the  dun  deer's 

On  fleeter  fool  was  never  tied. 
Speed,  Malise,  speed  i  sui^  cause  of 

Thine  aclive  ainewi  never  braced. 
Bend 'RsiosttbeEteepy  bill  th;  breast. 
Buret  ilovn  like  torreat  Troui  ils  crest; 
With   short  and  springing  footstep 

The  trembling  bog  and  false  morass; 
Across  tbc  brook  like  loebnck  bonnd, 
And  tbreail  the  brake  like  qnesting 

The  craR  is  hiRb,  the  scanr  is  deep, 
I'et  shrink  not  from   the  desperate 

Parch'd  are  thybnrninglipsand  brow, 
Yet  b;  the  fountain  punse  not  now; 
Herald  of  battle,  fate,  anrl  fear, 
Stretch  onwaril  in  tby  fleet  career  ] 
The  woondcd  hind  thoa  track'st  not 

Porsucst  not  maid   through   green- 

vooil  bough. 
Nor  pliest  thou  now  thy  flying  pace, 
With  rivals  in  the  mountain  race; 
But  ilanger,  death,  and  warrior  deed, 
Are  in  th;  course -speed,    Malise, 

^^^^    '        XIV. 
Fast  as  the  fatal  symbol  flies. 
Id  arms  the  hnta  and  hamlrts  rise; 
From   winding    ylen,    from   ni>lQnd 

Tliey  iMiur'd  each  haril.v  tenant  down. 
Now  hlnck'd  the  messenger  his  pace; 
He  showd  the  sitju.  he  named  Ihc 

And,  pri'KHing  forward  like  the  wind, 
Left  clamour  anrl  surprise  behinil. 
The  fishrriuan  foiaook  the  slmml, 
The   swarthy   smith  took  dirk  end 

With  fhangedcheer.the  mower  blithe 
Left  in  the  bnlf-rut  swaiUo  the  acj'thc 
The  herds  without  a  keeper  stray  d, 
The  plough  wan  in  mid-turrow  staid, 
The  falc'ner  tos^'d  his  hawk  away. 
The  hoQtcr  left  the  stag  at  bay; 


Prompt  at  the  erignal  of  alarms. 
Each  son  of  Alpine  rosh'd  to  arms; 
So  swept  the  tumult  and  affray 
Along  the  margin  of  Achray. 
AIbs  !  tbou  lovely  lake !  that  e'er 
Thy   bauks   should  echo  sounds  ol 

The  rocks,  the  bosky  thickets,  sleep 
So  Btillv  on  thy  bosom  (leap, 
The  lark'sblithe  carol,  from  the  clond. 
Seems  for  the  scene  too  gaily  loud. 

XV. 
Speed,  Malise, speed  !  the  lake  ia  past, 
Dnncraggan's  huta  appear  at  last, 
And   peep,   like   moss-grown   rocks, 

half  seen. 
Half  bidden  in  the  copse  so  green; 
There  tuayeat  tbou  rest,  thy  labour 

Their  Lord   shall   speed  the  signal 


—What  woeful  accents  load  the  gale  ? 
The  faneml  yell,  the  lemale  waill 
A  gallant  banter's  sport  is  o'er, 
A  valiant  warrior  fights  no  more. 
Who,  in  the  battle  or  the  chase, 
At    Roderick's    side   shall    fill    his 

Within  the  hall,  where  lorehes'  ray 
Supplies  the  excluded  beams  of  day. 
Lies  Duncnn  on  bis  lowly  bier. 
And  o'er  him  Btreomshis  widow's  tear. 
His  stripling  son  stands  monrcfnl  by. 
His  youngest  ^eejia,  bat  knows  not 

why; 
Tlie  village  maids  and  matrons  round 
The  dismal  coronach  resound. 
XVI. 
CoronocA. 
He  is  gone  on  the  mountain, 

He  is  lost  to  the  forest. 
Like  a  summer-dried  fountain. 

When  our  ntcd  was  the  sorest. 
The  font,  reappearing. 


Itut 


drops  shall  bomnr, 
no  cheering, 
to  Duncan  no  morrow  I 
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The  hand  of  tho  reftper 

Takei  the  ears  that  arc  hoary. 
But  the  TOice  of  the  weeper 

Wails  mantiood  in  glory. 
The  autuma  winds  rualiing 

Waft  the  len-sea  that  are  seareat, 
But  our  flower  waH  in  flushing. 

When  blighting  was  nearest. 
Fleet  foot  on  the  Correi,* 


Saeet 


stlii 


mber. 


Bed  hanil  in  the  foray, 

How  Konnd  in  thy  Blnmberl 

Lite  tho  dew  on  the  nionntojn, 
Like  the  foam  on  the  rivet, 

Like  the  bnhlile  on  Iho  fountain, 
Thon  art  gone,  and  for  ever  1 

xvir. 

See  Stumah.t  who.  the  bier  beside, 
HiB    master's   corpse   with    wonder 

Poor  Stntunh  !  whom  hix  least  halloo 
Could  Bend  like   lightning  o'er  the 

Briatles  his  crent  and  poiatHhiH  eaiB, 
As  if  Roroe  atmngei  ale\i  be  bcarti. 
Tis  not  a  monmor'a  muffled  tread, 
Who  conies  to  Borrow  o'er  the  dead, 
Bnt  headlong  huste,  or  deadly  fear, 
Urae  the  prenipiUato  career. 
Airataud  aghast;— nnhecdinR  all, 
Tho  h-'nchuian  bnrstx  into  the  hall; 
Before  the  dead  man's  bier  he  stood; 
Held  forth  the  Cross  besmcar'd  with 

"The  muBter-plaee  i»  Lanrick  mead; 
Speed   forth   llic  signal  1  clansmen, 

XVIU. 


Alas!"  she  aobb'd,—" and  yet,  be 
And  speed  thee  forth,  like  Duncan's 


Breathed  deep  to  claar  his  labouring 

breast. 
And  tOHs'd  aloft  his  bonnet  crent. 
Then,  like  the  high-bred  oolt,  when. 

First  ho  essays  hia  fire  and  speed, 
He  vanish'd.  and  o'er  moar  and  moas 
Sped  forward  with  the  Fiery  Cross. 
Suspended  was  the  widow's  tear, 
While  yet    his  footsteps  she  could 

And  when  she  marked  the  henoh< 


In  haste  the  Rtriplina  to  his  side 
HiH  father's  dirk  and  broadsword  tied; 
But  when  he  suw  bis  mother's  eye 
Watch  him  in  speechless  ntiony. 
Back  to  her  open'd  arms  ho  flew, 
Press'd  on  her  lips  a  fond  odieu  — 

-  C'irrti,  llie  bgllon-  .Ido  of  Ibo  bill  wliere 


Tha'.  should  have  sped  thine  errand 

The   oak  boa  fall'u,  —  the  sapling 

Is  all  Dnncrag);an's  shelter  now. 
Yet  (rust  I  well,  his  duty  done, 
I  Tho   orphan's    God  will   guard  my 

And  yon.  in  many  a  danger  true, 
At   Duncan's  best  your  blades  that 

To  arms,   and  guard   that  orphan'! 

Li>t  babes  anil  wotnen  wail  the  dead." 
Then  weapon- clang,  and  martial  call, 
IteHOundcd  through  the  funeral  hall. 
While  fVom  tho  walls  the  attendsnt 

Snatcb'il  sword  and  targe,  with  hn^ 

And  short  and  flitting  energy 
Glanced  from  the  mourner's  sunker?. 

eye, 
As  it  the  sounds  tn  warrior  dear, 
Might  rou^e   her  Duncan   from  his 

But  fade.l  soon  that  borrow'd  force, 
Urief  claim'd  his  right,  and  tears 
I         their  coarse. 
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XIX. 
B«nle<)i  saw  the  Cross  ot  Fire, 
It  glanced  like  lightning  ap  Strath- 
Ire. 
O'er  dale  and  hill  the  Eummona  flew, 
Sot   rest   Doi   pause   yoong  Angna 

The  tear  that  gather'd  in  his  eje 
He  left  the  utoimtain  breeze  to  dry; 
Until,    where  Teith's  young  waters 

roll. 
Betwixt  him  and  a  wooded  knoll. 
That   graced    the    sable  strath  with 

green. 
The  chapel  of  St.  Bride  was  seen. 
ijffoln  was  the    Btream,    remote  the 

But  AnguD  pansed  not  on  the  edge; 
Though  the  dark  waves  danced  diz- 
zily, 
Thoiigb  reel'd  bis  sympathetic  eye. 
He  daafd  amid  tho  torrents  roar; 
His  right  hand  high  the  crosslet  bore. 
His   left    the    pole-axn    grasp'd,    to 


\^ith  ho^ 


r  swell  the  si 


And  had  he  fall'n,— for  ever  there. 
Farewell  Duncruggan's  orphan  heirl 
But  still.  nH  if  iu  parting  life. 
Firmer  he  graBp'it  the  Croxsof  slrife. 
Until  iho  oppoiting  bank  he  gain'd. 
And  up  the  cnapet  pathway  strain'd. 

XX. 
A   blithesome    rout,    that    morning 

Had  sought  the  chapel  of  SL  Bride. 
Her  troth  Tombea'a  Mary  gave 
To  Korman,  heir  of  Armandave. 
And,  isKuing  from  the  Gothic  arch, 
The  bridal  now  resumed  their  march. 


Lent  the  gay  shout  their  shrilly  cry ; 
And  minstrels,  that  in  measures  vied 
Before  the  young  and  bonny  bride. 
Whose  downcast  eye  and  ^eek  dis- 

The  tear  and  blush  of  morning  rose. 
With  vii^n  step,  and  bashful  Band, 
She  held  the  'kerchiefs  snowy  band ; 
The  gallant  bridegroom  by  her  side. 
Beheld  his  prize  with  victor's  pride. 
And  the  glad  mother  in  her  ear 
Was    closely     whispering    word    of 

XXL 

Who  meets  them  at  the  churchyard 

gole'i' 

I  messenger  of  fear  and  fate  1 
Haste  in  bin  harried  accent  lies. 
And  grief  is  swimming  in  his  eyes. 
All  dripping  from  the  recent  flood, 
Pantini;  and  travel-soil 'd  he  stood. 
The  fatal  sign  of  fire  and  sword 
Held  forth,  and  spoke  the  appointed 

e     muster-place     is       Lanrick 

Speed    forth    the  signal  I     Norman, 

And  must   he  change  so    soon   the 

Just  link'd  to  his  by  holy  band. 
For  tho  fell  Cross  ol  blood  and  brand? 
And  mu^t  tho  day,  so  blithe  that  rose, 
,Vnd  promised  rapture  in  the  cloae. 
Before  its  setting  hour,  divide 
The   briilegroom  from  the  plighted 

0  fatal  doom  ! — it  must '.  it  must ! 
Claa-.Upine's  cause,   her  Chieftain's 

Her  summons  dread,  brook  no  delay; 
Stretch  to  the  race— away  1  away ! 

xsu. 


Yet  slow  he  laid  his  plaid  aside, 
And,  lingering,  eyed  his  lovely  bride. 
Until  ha  siiw  the  starting  teat 
Speak  woe  hcmii^htuotstopto  cheer; 
jeer,  I  Then,  trusting'  not  a  second  look. 

Which    snooded    maiden  vrould  not ,  In  ha.stc  he  sped  him  up  the  brook. 

hear;  I  Nor   backward   glanced,  till  on  the 

And  children,  that,  unwitting  why,     |         beotii 


THE  I.ADV  'iF  THE  LAKE. 


Where  LuljDa.i(;'B  lake  supplios  the 

Teith. 
—What  in  the  racer's  hoaoiii  Btirr'd  ? 
The  sickeaiDg  [lang  of  hupe  dcferr'il, 
Aad  memorj,  with  a  tortnring  tiaia 
Of  nit  hia  morning  visions  vain. 
Mingled  witUlove'9  impatience,  came 
Tlio  manly  Ihjrst  for  martial  fume; 
Tbe  Htorniy  joy  of  (iiounlainears, 
Ere  yot  tlii'y  rush  upon  the  spenra! 
And  zeal  for  Clan  an<l  ChieHain  bai 

ing, 
And  hope,  from  well-fonght  field  ra- 

tumiD),', 
With  war's  ted  honours  on  his  crest, 
To  cloHp  his  Mary  to  his  breast. 
Ktnng  by  such  tlionghta,   o'er  bank 

and  brae. 
Like  fire  from  flint  he  ({lanced  away. 
Wbitehighresolve,and  feeling  strong. 
Burst  into  voluntary  song. 
XXIII. 

The  heath  this  night  must  be  my  bed. 
The  bracken'  curUiin  for  uy  head. 
My  lullaby  the  warder's  trend, 

Far,   far   from    love    and   thee, 

To-morrow  eve,  moro  stilly  laid, 
Uy  couch  may  bo  my  blooily  plaid. 
My  Tespernoug,  thy  wnil,  sweet  inaidl 

It  will  not  waken  me,  Mary  I 
I  may  not,  dare  not,  fancy  now 
The   grief    that    ctouds  tby    lovely 

I  dare  not  think  upon  thy  vow. 

And  nil  it  proiuised  me,  Mary. 
Ko  fund  rt.'j:;ret  luiist  Koriuan  know ; 
When   bursts    Clun -Alpine    on    the 

Ilia  heart  must  he  like  bended  bow. 

His  foot  like  arrow  free,  Mary. 
A  time  will  come  with  feeling  fraught. 
For,  if  I  fall  in  battle  fougkl, 
Thy  hapless  lover's  dying  thought 
Shall  he   a    thought    on    thee, 

And  if  return'd  from  conquer'd  foea, 
How  blithely  will  the  evening  close, 


How  awt^t  the  linnet  sing  repose. 
To  my  young    bride    and   me, 
Mary! 

XSIV. 


Rushing,  in  oonfl^ration  strong, 
Tby  deep  ravines  and  dells  along, 
Wrapping  tby  cliSs  inpurple  glow. 
And  reddening  the  dark  lakes  below  ; 
Nor  foster  speeds  it,  nor  so  far. 
As  o'er  thv  heaths  the  voice  of  war. 
The  signal  ronaod  to  martial  coil 
Tbe  sullen  mai^n  of  Loch  Voil, 
Waked  still  Loch  Doine,  and  to  the 

Alarm'il,  Balvaig.tbyswompy oonrse; 
Thence  southward   tnm'd   its  rapid 

Adown  Strath-Gartney's  volley  broad. 
Till  rose  in  arms  each  man  might 

A  portion  in  Clan-Alpine's  name. 
From  the  grey  sire,  whose  trembling 

Conld  hardly  buckle  on  his  brand. 
To  the  raw  \yoj,  whose  shaft  an  j  bow 
Were  yet  scarce  terror  to  the  crow. 
Each  valley,  each  sequester'd  glen. 
Musterd  itsltttle  horde  of  men. 
That  met  as  torrents  from  tba  height 
In   Highland    dales  their  streams 

Still  gathering,  as  tbey  poor  along, 
A  voice  more  loud,  atide  more  strong. 
Till  at  the  rendezvous  they  stood 
By  hundreds  prompt  for  hlowa  and 

Each  train'd  to  arms  since  life  began. 
Owning  no  tie  but  to  his  clan. 
No  oath,  bnt  by  hischieftoin'shand, 
No  law,  but  Boderick  Dhu's  com- 

"""^  XIV. 

That  summer    mom   had  Boderiok 

Dhn 
Snrvey'd  the  skirts  of  Benvenne, 
And  sent  his  sconla   o'er  hill  and 

heath, 

'iew  the  frontiers  of  Mouteith. 


BCOTTS  POETICAL   WORKS. 


All  backvard    came  with   newa  of 

Still   laj  each   martial    Onsme    and 

In     Gednoch    courts    no    horBemen 

wait. 
No  banner  waved  on  CardroBS  gate, 
On   Dachray'B    toweia     no     beacon 

Nor  scared   tlie  herons  from   Ix>cb 

Con; 
All  seem'd  at  peace.— Now,    wot  ye 

The  Chieftain,   with   snch   aoiioas 


In  Ben  vena's  most  darksome  cleft, 
A  fair,  tliou^h  cruel,  pledge  was  left ; 
For  Itouglafl,  ta  his  proniise  true. 
Thatinomingfrouitbeisle  withdrew, 
And  in  a  deep  seiiueslct'd  dell 
Had  sought  n  low  and  limcly  cell. 
Vlf  uiiiny  B  barrl,  in  Ccllio  tnnguR, 
Has  Coir-Dan-Uriskin  been  snng  ; 
A  softer  name  tbo  Suion^  gave, 
And  call'd  tboBtot  the  Goblin-cave. 

XXVI. 
It  wns  a  wild  and  strange  retreat. 
As  e'er  was  trod  by  outlaw's  fctt. 
The  dell,  upon  t'ae  mountain's  crest. 
YawnM    like    a    gash    on    warrior's 

Its  Irench  had  stnid  full  many  a  rock, 
llnrl  d  by  iiriineval  earlhrinake  shock 
From  Benvcnuo's  urty  summit  wild, 
And  here,  in  random  ruin  pilrd, 
TLey   frown'd    incumbent  o'er   the 

And  lorm'd  the  rugged  silvan  grot. 
The  oak  and  birch,   with    mingled 

At  noontide  there  n  twilight  made. 
Unless  whin  short  and  midden  shone 
Some  straggling   beam    on  cliff  or 

With  Buch  aglimpsc  as  jirophet's  eye 
Gains  on  thy  de|itb.  Futurity. 
No  murmur  iraked  the  solemn  still, 
Save  tinkling  of  a  fountain  rill; 


But  when  the  wind  chafed  with  th« 

lake, 
A  sullen  sound  would  upward  break. 
With     dashit^   hollow    voice,    that 

The  incessant  war  of  wave  and  rock. 
Suspended  cUtts  with  hideous  sway, 
Seem'd  nodding  o'er  the  cavern  grey. 
From   such   a     den    the    wolf   bad 

sprang, 
Iq    such    the   wild-cat     leaves    her 

SDuno; 
oagLas  and  his  daughter  fair 
Sought  for  a  space  their  safety  there. 
Grey  Superstition's  whisper  dread 
Debarr'J  the  spot  to  vulgar  tread; 
For  there,  she  said,  did  lays  resort. 
And  satyrs*  hold  their  silvan  court, 
l!y    moonlight    tread    their    mystic 

And  blast  the  rash  beholder's  gase. 

xxvu. 

Now  eve.  with  western  shadows  long. 
Floated  on  Katrine  bright  undstrong. 
When  Itodcrick,  with  a  chosen  few, 
ItepoBs'd  the  beighls  of  Benvenue. 
Above  the  Goblin-cave  they  go, 
'rhrongb  the  wild  pass  of  Beal-nam- 

The  prompt  retainers  speed  before. 
To  launch  the  shidlop  from  the  shore. 
For  cross  Loch  Katrine  lies  his  way 
To  view  the  passes  of  Achray, 
\iul  phkcu  hi.i  cbinsinen  in  array. 
Vet  Ltgs  the  chief  in  musii^  mind, 
t'nwonted  sight,  his  men  behind. 
\  single  pi^e,  to  btor  bis  sword, 
iVlonc  attt'n<led  on  his  lord; 
The  rest  their  way  through  thickets 

And  enou  await  him  by  the  lake. 

It  was  a  fair  and  gallant  si|;ht. 

To  view  Ihem  from  the  neighbouring 


IlitfhLanJi^'t   liiul    a   mjIUulogico] 
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B;   their   proad  step    ami    martial 

Their  feathers  dance,  their  tartans 

Their  torgeta  gleam,  as  by  the  boat 
A  wild  nod  wwike  group  tbey  stand. 
Tbftt  veil    became  such    muuntain- 
Btrond. 

xxvm. 

Their  Chief,  with  step  reluctant,  still 
WaalingerinR  on  the  craggj  bill, 
Hard  by  where  tum'd  apart  the  road 
To  Donglav's  obecnre  abode. 
It  was  but  with  that  dawning  morn. 
That    Boderick   Dhu   hud    proudly 

Bnt  ho  who  stems  a  stream  witli  sattd, 
And  fetters  Same  with  Qsicn  band, 
Has  yet  a  harder  task  to  prove- 
By  firm  lesolvii  to  oonqnor  love  1 
Eve  finds   tbo   Chief,  like   restless 

Still  hovering  near  bis  treasure  lost; 

For  though  hia  haughty  heart  deny 
A  parting  meeting  to  his  eye. 
Still  fondly  Btrains  his  ansions  ear. 
The  accents  of  her  voice  to  Lear, 
And  inly  did  he  curse  the  breeze 
That  waked  to  sound  tbo  ruatlii^ 
trees. 

But   bark  1   what    mingles  in    the 

It  ii  the  harp  of  AlUn-Bone, 

That  wakes  its    measure   slow  UDd 

high, 
Attuned  to  sacred  minstrelsy. 
What   melting     voice    attends    the 
,  sCriDgs? 

Tia  Ellen,  or  an  angel,  sings. 
XXIX. 
Hymn  loikt  Virgin. 
Avt  Maria  I  maiden  mitdl 

Listen  to  a  maiden's  prayer! 
Thoti  canst   hear  thongh  from   the 

Thon  canst  save  amid  despair. 
Safe  may  we  sleep  beneath  thy  core, 
Thongh  banish  d,  ontcast,  and  re- 
Tiled- 


IMaideu!  hear  a  maiden's  prayer: 

Mother,  hear  a  suppliant  child! 

Am  Maria! 
Ace  Marin!  nndeflled! 

Theflinty  couch  we  nowmust  share 
Shall  seem  with  down  of  eider  piled. 

If  thy  protection  hover  there. 
The  murky  cavern's  heavy  air 

Shall  breathe  of  balm  if  thon  hast 

Then,  Maiden!  hear  a  maiden's  praj- 


Am  Maria!  stainless  styledl 

Foul  demons  of  the  earth  and  air. 
From  thiB  their  woQtiid  haunt  exiled. 

Shall  flee  before  thy  presence  fair. 
We  bow  us  to  oar  lot  ot  care. 

Beneath  thy  guidance  reconciled; 
Hear  for  a  maid  a  maiden's  prayer. 

And  for  a  father  hear  a  child! 


As  list'nin^  still.  Clan -Alpine's  lord 
Stood  leiining  on  Lis  heavy  sword. 
Until  tlie  page,  with  humble  mga, 
Twico  pointed  to  the  snn's  decline. 
Then  while  his  plaid  he  round  him 


He  n 

That  angel  voice  shall  Roderick  hear!" 
It  was  a  {goading  thought— his  stride 
Hied  UuKlicr  down  the  mountain-side; 
Sullen  he  flung  bim  in  the  boat. 
And  instant  'cross  the  lake  it  shot. 
They  landed  in  that  silvery  bay. 
And  ciisl ward  held  their  hasty  way, 
Till,  with  tbo  latest  beams  of  light, 
Tbo  band  arrived  on  Lanrick  height. 
Where  muster'd,  in  the  vale  below, 
Clan-Alpine's  men  in  martial  show. 

XXXI. 
A  various  scene  the  clansmen  made. 
Some  sate,  some  stood,  some  slowly 
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But  most  with  mantles  folded  round, 
Were  coDch'd  to  rest  npon  the  groond. 
Scarce  to  be  known  by  carioan  eye, 
From  the  deep  heatherwbere  they  lie. 
80  veil  ma  match'd  the  tartan  screen 
With  heath-bell  dark  and  brackens 

green; 
Uiilesswhere,  here  and  there,  a  blade. 
Or  lance's  point,  a  glimmer  made. 
Like  glov-wona  twinkling  through 

the  shade. 
Bat  vhen,   adraDcing  tbrongh   the 

They  sav  the  ChieftMii'B  eagle  pliuue. 
Their  shoot  of  welcome,  nhnll  and 

Shook  the  steep  mouDtaia's  steady 

Thrice  it  arose,  and  lake  and  fell 
Three  times  retnm'd  the  martial  yell; 
It  died  npon  Bochastle's  plain. 
And   Silence    claim'd    her    evening 
reign, 

CAJTIO  FOUKTH. 

The  Prophtcy. 

I. 

"The  rose  is  fairest  vhen  'tis  bnd- 

Anil    hope   is   brightest  when   it 
dawns  from  feiirH; 
The  rose   is  sweetest   wash'd    wilh 
morning  dev, 
And   love    is   loveliest  when   em- 
balm'd  in  tears. 
O  wilding  rose,  whom  fancy  thns  cd- 

I  bid  yoar  blosBoms  in  my  bonnet 

Emblem  of  hope  and  love  tbroi^h  ^ 

fntare  years  r  j 

Thns  spoke  yoang  Korman.  heir  of. 

ArmaDilave.  ' 

What  time  the  sun  arose  on  Venuach- ' 

ar's  broad  wave.  I 

U. 

Such  fond  conceit.hnlftisid.halfsnng.  | 

Love  prompted  to  Ihe  bridegroom's  j 

tougoe.  I 


All  while  he  stripp'd  the  wild-rosB 

spray. 
His  aie  and  bow  beside  him  lay, 
For  on  a  pass  'twiit  lake  and  wood, 

A  wakeful  sentinel  he  stood. 
Hark  1  on  Ihe  rock  a  footstep  rung. 
And  instant  to  Lis  nmis  he  sprung. 
"Stand,  or  thou  diest !  — ^Tiat,  Ma- 

lise  ?— soon 
Art    thon  retum'd    from    Braes   of 

Donne. 
By  thy  keen  step  and  glance  I  know, 
Thouliring'Ht  ustidingsofthefoe."^ 
(ForwhilotbeKery  Cross  hied  on. 
On  distant  ncout  hsd  Mslisegona.) 
■'Where   Bk-qis    the   Chief?"    the 

henchmnn  said.  — 
"Apart,  in  yrmdcr  misty  glade; 
Toliis  loneconch  I'llbeyoargoide." — 
Then  ciili'd  a  slnmbcrer  by  bis  side. 
And  Etirr'd  him  nitb  bis  slacken'd 

"  Up.  "p.  Olentarkin  1  rouse  thee,  ho! 
We  seek  the  Chieftain ;  on  the  track. 
Keep  eagle  watch  till  I  comeback.'' 


.id.- 

"VarjinK  reports  from  near  and  far; 
Thisicrtiiin— tbata  band  of  war 
Hiia  for  two  days  beeu  ready  l>oane, 
At  praiupt  comuiund.  tu  march  from 

Douuc; 
King  .Iiiniis.  the  wbile,  with  princely 

riolds  ri-vclrv  in  StirlinR  towers. 
Soon  will   tliis  dark  and  gathering 

Speak  on  onr  glens  in  thnndi?r  loud. 
Inured  to  bide  such  bitter  bout, 
Tho  warrior's  pliiid  nmv  bc;ir  it  ont; 
Hut,  Xonmm.  how  wilt  thou  providt- 
A  shelter  for  thy  bonny  briiU-?  " 
"  Whst  !  know  ye  nut  that  Itoderick's 

To  the  lone  isle  hnth  caused  repair 
Each  luRid  and  matron  of  the  clan. 
And  every  child  and  aged  man 
Unfit  lor  urms;  and  given  his  charge. 
Nor  skiff  nor  shallop,  boat  nor  bartje. 
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Upon  thefe  lafaea  Rball  float  at  large. 

But  all  beside  the  islet  moor, 

That  euch  dear  pledge  may  rest  se- 
cure?" 

IV. 

""lis  well  adviaed—tbe  Chieftain's 
plan 

BespenkB  tho  father  of  bia  ctan. 

Bat  wherefore  aleepa  Sir  Roderick 
Dhu 

Apart  from  nil  his  foUowers  true?"— 

"  It  ia  because  last  evening-tide 

Brian  an  anuur^  hnth  tried, 

Of  that  dread  kind  wbidi  moHt  not  lie 

UnleaB  in  dread  oxtremitv. 

The  Toghairm  caU'd ;  by  which,  afar, 

Our  sires  foresaw  the  evenU  o(  war. 

Dnncraggan'a  milk-white   bull  they 

"  Ah  1  well  the  gallant  brute  I  knew  1 
Tho  choicest  of  the  prey  we  hiul. 
When  swept  our  merry-raen  Oallan- 

cad. 
Hia  hide  was  snow,  his  horns  were 

dark, 
His  red  eye  glow'd  like  fiery  spark; 
So  fierce,  ho  tamelc)^»,  and  so  deel. 
Sore  di<l  be  cumbtr  our  retreat. 
And  kept  our  stoutest  kernes  in  awo, 
Even  at  the  paiiB  of  Beal  'maha. 
But  steep  and  flinty  was  tho  road, 
And  sharp   the  hurrying  pikcmen's 

goad, 
And  when  we  came  toDennan'a!Bow. 
A  child  m^ht  scatheless  stroke  his 

V. 


"That  bnll  was  slain:  his r'-eking  hide 
They  streteh'd  the  calami't  heHiitc, 
Whose  waters  their  wild  tumult  toss 
Adown  tlio  black  and  craggy  boss 
Of  that  huge  cliff,  whose  ample  ve^u 
Tmditiou  oidls  the  Hero's  Tnt^\ 
Conch'd  on  a  shelve  ben  cutli  its  brink. 
Close  wheru  the  thnudering  torrents 

Hocking     benoath     their    headlong 

And  drizzled  by  the  ceaseless  spray, 


Midst   groan   of  rock,  and   roaC   of 

stream. 
The  wizard  waits  prophetic  dream. 
Nor    distant    rests   tiie  Chief; — bnt 

hash! 
See,  gliding  slow  throngh  mist  abd 

The  hermit   gains   yon   rock,    and 

To  gaze  upon  our  slnmbering  bands. 
Seouis  bo  not,  MiUise,  like  a  eboat, 
Thot  hovers  o'er  a  Blaughter'd  host? 
Or  mven  on  the  blastcil  oak, 
Tlint,  watching   while  the    deer   is 

Bismorsel  claims  witbsDllen  croak?" 


>  nthsc  than  to 


Together  they  descend  the  brow." 

VL 
And  as    they   cune,  with  Alpine's 

The  Hermit  Alonk  held  solemo  word  : 
"ttoderick  !  it  is  a  fearful  strife. 
For  man  endowVl  with  mortal  life, 
Wbosc  shroud  of  sentient  clay  can 

still 
Feel  feverish  pang  and  fainting  cbiU, 
Whose  eye  citn  stare  iii  stony  traiwe, 
^Vhose  hair  can  ronse  like  warrior's 

'Tia  hard  for  sach  to  view,  nnforl'd. 
The  curtain  of  tho  future  world. 
Vet,  witness  every  quaking  limb. 
My  snnken  pulse,  n.y  eyebalU  dim, 
My  soul,    with    harrowing  anguish 

This  for  my  Chieftain  have  I  borne  t — 
The  abapes  that  sought  my  fearful 

A  human  tongue  may  ne'er  avonih  | 
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No  mortal  man, — save  be,  wbo,  bretl 
n^tween  the  living  and  tlio  d^, 
la  gifted  beyond  nature's  law, — 
Bail  e'er  survived  to  eay  he  saw. 
At  leui^ti  the  fatal  aaswer  cnme, 
In  chmracters  of  living  flame  I 
Not   Bpoke   in  word,   &or  blaz'd  in 

Batbomeandbraniledoniny  Boul 


!  StzeDgtben'd  b;  them,  we  wall  m 

I  Thp  battle  on  Benledi'e  side. 
ITUou    coQldst    not?-W»IlI    C 


TbiT  PABTT  COKQDEltS  IN  Tl 


I 


"  Thanks,   Brian,   fur  thy  zeal  and 

Good  in  thine  nngiiry,  and  fair. 
Clan-.^lpino  ne  er  in  battle  stood. 
But  first   our    broudsuoTiln    tnsted 

A  Hurer  vielim  titill  I  know, 
SieK-offrr'd  to  tlio  anspidons  blow  ; 
A  Kpy  luiHMiiight  my  land  Ibis  itiorn,— 


FathtT  for  child,  and  son  for  sire, — 
Lover  for  maid  beloved! — Bnt  why— 
Ik  it  tbe  breeze  affects  mine  eyeT 
»Jr  doKt  thou  come.  iU-oiiien'd  tear  I 
A  mcssengtr  of  dnubt  or  fear? 
No !  i<noner  ttiii;  tbe  Roion  lance 
ITrilixlIenlcdifrom  his  stance, 
Than   doubt    or  tenor    can    piezoe 

through 
The  unvit'ldinji  heart    of  Boderiok 

Dliii! 


iliull  u'itnnd  !i 
My  t'lUowL-rs  gniiril  i-ach  )m>w'" 
To  invt,  to  wiHtu-ard,  mid  to  k»ui1> 
UeillEurdocb.  brib<'.Uobcbis,4Ui. 
Has  charge  to  Imid  liis  Kli-pii  iiNidi-, 
Till,  in  deep  p:i[li  or  dingle  brown, 
Uii  li){ht  on  thnsu  eball   bring  bii 


lib. 


ilown. 


— ButK 


I  bis 


MnlJBe !  what  tidings  of  the  foe?"- 

Ylll. 
"At  Doune,  o'er  many  a  Kpeor  and 

filaive 
Two  Barons  pronrl    their    banners 

I  naw  the  Moray's  xilvcr  ntar, 

And  iiiiirh'd  tbe  Kable  pali-  of  Mot." — 

"  By  Alpine's    tioul,    bij^b    tidings 


Obcdliint  to  tbe  Chieftain's  dnne 
- 1  turn  uie  Iroui  the  martial  roa 
And  Btek  Uoir-Urinkin  once  mort 


I 


Will  see  them  here  for  battle  Imune." 
"Then  Bhalliteecameetiniistem  !  — 
But,  for  tbe  place— say,  couldHt  tbou 

Nought  of  the  friendly  clans  of  Enm  ? 


Where  is  the  Donglas? — he  is  gone; 
And  Elltn  ^itK  on  the  f;rey  xtone 
I'ust  by  the  ci<ve,    and    makes   her 

Whib^  viiinly  Allan's  words  of  cheer 
Arc  p'lui'd  on  ber  unheeding  eat.  — 
"Ho  will  return— Dear  lady, trufit! — 
IVithjny  return; — bo  will — ho  must. 
Well  wnnit  time  to  aeek,  afar, 
Home  rffuKC  from  iuipendii^  war, 
Whi-n     e'en    Clon-Alpinc't     rugged 

.\re  cow'd  liy  tbe  approaching  storm. 
I  Ksw  tliL-ir  l.oaM,  with  many  a  light, 
Flrmting  tho  livt'-long  ycstiTnight, 
,  Shifting  like  flashes  darted  forth 
;  By  tbe  red  streamers  of  tho  north; 
;  I  mwk'd  at  mom  how  close  tboy  rid<^ 
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Xbick  moor'd  br  the  lone  islet'H  ude, 
Like  wild-duck  a  coaching  in  the  fen, 
Wben  Btoope  the  hawknpun  tiia  slen. 
Since  thia  mde  race  date  not  abide 
The  peril  on  the  mainland  Bide, 
Shall  not  thy  noble  father's  care 
Some  aafe  retreat  for  thee  prepare?" 


"  No,  Allan,  no  I  Preteit  ao  kind 
Ht  irakelal  terrora  could  not  blind, 
^Vnen  in  Eucb  tender  tone,  yet  grave, 
DoQglaa  a  purting  blcsHtna  rbto, 
The  tear  that  gliaten'd  in  his  eye 
Drown' d  not  his  pttrpose  RxA  on 

high. 
Mj  hodI,  though  feminine  nnd  weak, 
Cut  imago  hin;  e'en  IM  the  lake, 


lie  hears  repiirt  of  buttle  rife. 
He  dcema  himHcIf  the  c.lusg  of  strife. 
I  saw  him  Tedden,  when  the  thume 
Tnrn'd,  Alluu,  on  Ihiao  idle  dream. 
Of  Malbulm  Urfome,  in  fetters  bound, 
Which   1,    thou   aoidiit,   about   him 

Think'st  thou  he  trow'd  thine  omen 

aught  ? 
Ob  no  1  'twaa  apiirchenaivo  thought 
For  the  kind  youth,  -for  Roderick 

<Let  me  be  just)  that  friend  eo  true; 
In  danger  both.  Bn<l  in  our  cnone ! 
MintitrelithoDimgliui,  dare  not  irnune. 
Why  else  tbut  solemn  waruinif  given, 
^  If  not  on  enrth,  wo  iiioi-t  in  heaven  V 
Why  else,  toCiimbuskenntlh'B  fune. 
If  eve  rttnm  hiiu  not  again, 
Am  I  to  hie,  au'l  nmko  me  known? 
Alus  :  ho  goes  I;  Soutlan<rH  tlinine, 
liujH  his   friencVa   safety  with    hi?i 


"  Kay,  lovely  EUen  1— dearest,  noy  I 
If  uught  nhould  hia  return  dtlay, 
He  only  named  yon  holy  fane 


Aa  fitting  place  to  meet  ag^n. 

Be   HUre    ne'e    aafe;    and    for   the 

Gnome,  — 
Heaven's   bleaidng    on   his    gallant 

My  vinion'dainht  may  yet  prove  true, 
Nor  bode  of  iU  to  him  or  you. 
When  did  my  gifted  dream  beguile? 
Think  of  the  stranger  at  the  isle. 
And  think  opon  the  bnrpin^s  alow, 
Thatprosased  this  approaching  woe? 
Sooih  wiia  uiy  prophecy  of  fear; 
Believe  it  when  it  augura  cheer. 
Would  we  hikve  left  thia  dismal  spott 
IU  luck  Htill  haunts  a  fniry  grot. 
Of  such  a  wondrous  tale  I  know — 
Dear  )a<ly,  change  that  look  ol  woe. 
My    harp   was    wont   thy    giief  to 


WeU,  be  it  OS  thoa  wilt;  I  hear, 
ut  cannot  stop  the  bnisting  tear. " 
The  Hiostrel  tried  bis  simple  art, 
Butdiatont  far  wui  Ellen's  heart 


Merry  it  is  in  the  good  greenwood, 
Where  the  mBvis'  and  merlef  ara 
Ringing, 
when  the  dt'ec  sweeps  by,  and  the 
honnds  are  in  cry. 
And  the  hunter's  bom  ia  ringing. 


"  0  Alic;o  Uraad.  my  native  land 

I»  lost  for  love  of  you; 
And  we  uinHt    hold   by  wood   and 

As  outlaws  wont  to  do, 

"  O  Alice,  'twas  all  for  thy  locks  so 
bright. 
Anil'twHsall  fortbine  eyeasoblue, 
That  on  the  night  of  our  Inckleas 
flight. 
Thy  brother  bold  I  slew. 


\3lirl4,  a  bluckbM 
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"And  for  Test  of  pall,  tliy  fingersBmall, 
That  wont  on  linri)  tti  simj, 

A  clonk  lunat  Bheai  from  the  slangh- 
lefi  deer. 
To  keep  tba  coM  airfty." — 

"O  Richnnl  I  if  my  brother  died, 

'TwaH  tint  a  futnl  chance. 
For  cUrkiin^  was  tlio  battle  tried. 
And  fortune  speil  the  lance. 

■'  If  pnll  and  vnir  no  more  I  irenr. 
Sot  thou  tlio  crimsun  Kheen, 

As.wnrm,   we'll  say,   is  tho  roKso 
grpy. 
Am  guy  the  forest  green. 

"And.  Itiohard,  if  our  lot  be  hnrd. 
And  liHt  thy  native  litnd, 

Still  Alice  bos  her  own  ItiohanI, 
Ana  hi)  his  Alice  ItranJ." 

XIII. 

IMlwl  omUmml. 
Tis  lutrry,  'tirt  merry,  in  gooil  (jroen- 

So  blitbo  Ii.'vdy  Alier  in  Hin^^iug; 
Ou    tbe   beecli'K    nriilc,    and    oak'H 
bran-n  siile, 
Liird  Uii^haril'x  a\e  i>i  rii 


Like  winil  in  the  poreh  of  a  min' 
cliurch, 
His  voice  Tos  ^hoHtly  sbrill. 

"  Why  sounds  jcm  stroke  on  beti 

Our  iiKHinliKlit  einde's  screen  ? 
Or  »lio  i-oaii'-i' h.Te  toi'lioselhi'dw 

lt>lovi.l of  niir Ellin  Qneca? 
Or  who  niftv  ibire  c>n  wold  to  wear 

The  fairies' i!.tnl{ir.^i.>n7 


Till  be  wisti  and  pny  that  b 
wonld  part, 
Nor  yst  find  leave  to  die." 

SIV. 

BaBad  continued. 

Tis  merry,  'Us  merry,  in  goodgreoi- 

Though  tbe  birds  bsTe  sUll'dtliair 
singing; 
The  cveniuH  blaze  dotb  Alice  ruM, 
And  Kichard  is  fkggots  briiming. 

Up  I'rgan  Htarts,  that  bideons  dwkrf 

Jteloro  Lord  Bichsrd  stands, 
And,  as  he  eross'd  and  bloBS'd  hini- 

seir, 
"I  fear  not  sign,"  quoth  tbe  grisly 

"  Thiit  ia  made  with  bloody  handa." 

But  oat  then  spoke  sh?,  Alice  Brand, 

'ITiat  woman  void  of  fear,— 
"And  if  tUcro's  blood  ttponhishand, 
■Ti-t  bill  the  blood  of  deer." 

'•  Now  loud  tUou  liust,  thoo  bold  of 

It  cleaves  unto  his  hand, 
ThQ  Btniu  of  (bine  own  kindly  blood. 
The  bloo.1  of  Elhert  Ittand." 

Then    firwanl    stenu'd    she,    Alice 
Brand, 
Anrl  luaile  the  holy  sign, — 
".\n<l  if  there's  blood  on  Kcbard'a 

A  KpolleHH  band  is  mine. 

".Vnd  I  conjure  thee.  Demon  elf, 
liy  Ilitii  whom  Demons  fear. 

To  nhow  ii«  wheiii'O'thon  art  thyself. 
And  what  thine  errand  here?"— 


'•Up.Cr(,im,  up!  to  yon  n 
Inir  thou  wurt  christon'd 

For  croKH  or  siun  thou  wilt 
Por  matter'd  vord  or  bai; 


Jrtal  bie, 
nouiy. 
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Wben  the  eoort  doth  ride  by  their 
luoD  arch's  uAv, 

With  bit  fiod  liridle  ringing; 
"  Aad  gaily  shines  the  Fairy-land — 

Bat  all  IB  gliHteciCD  show, 
Like  tbe  idle  gloam  Uiat  December'c 

Can  dut  on  ice  and  snow. 
"  And  failing,  like  that  vHrie<]  gleam, 

Ih  onr  inci'Dbtant  shape, 
Who  now  lite  knight  ond  lady  seem. 

And  DOW  like  dvarf  and  ape. 
"It  WB8  between  the  night  and  day. 


And  'twiit  life  and  death,  waaanatch'i 
away 
To  the  joyleaa  Elfin  bower. 

"But  wist  I  of  a  woman  bold. 

Who  thrice  my  brow  dnrst  sign, 
I  might  regain  my  mortal  mold, 
As  Gur  a  form  as  thine." 


She  c 


That  lady  was  bo  brave ; 
The  fontar  grew  hin  goblin  hue. 
The  darker  grew  tbe  cave. 

She  cross'd  him  tbrice,  that  Indy  bold. 
Ho  rose  beneath  her  band 

The  faire>st  knight  on  Rccttis]!  Uold, 
Her  brother,  Ethert  Bnmd  1 

Herrry  it  is  in  good  ct«enwoo(l, 
When    the  mavis  and  merle   are 
singing, 
dnt  merrier  WRfn  they  in  Dunferm- 
line grey. 
When  all  the  bells  were  ringing. 
XVI. 
Just  aa   the  minstrel  sonnds   were 

A  stionger  dimb'd  the  stecpy  glade: 
His  tuorlial  step,  his  Btately  mien, 
His  hunting  suit  of  Lincoln  green, 
His  eagle  glance.remembranee  claims, 
'TIS  Snowdoun's  Knight,  'tis  James 

FitzJamea. 
Ellen  beheld  as  in  a  dream. 


Then, 


Q  suppress  d 


"O  stranger  t  in  snch  hour  of  fear, 
What   eTii   hap   haa    brought    thea 

here?"— 
"An  evil  hap  how  cAn  it  be. 
That  bida  me  look  again  on  thee  ? 
By  promise  bound,  my  former  gaide 
Met  me  betimes  this  mominB  tide, 
Andmorabaird.over  bank  aodbonnie. 
The  happy  path  of  my  return."^ 
"Tbe  happy  path  I— what  1  said  he 

noagbt 
Of  war,  of  battle  to  be  (onght. 
Of  gaarded   paaa?" — "No,    by  my 

faith  I 
yorBowl  aught  ooaldaugnr  scathe." — 
"  0  haste  thea,  Allan,  to  the  kem, 
— Yonder  his  tartans  I  discemj 
Learn  thou  his  purpose,  and  conjnre 
That  he  will  guide  the  strangersuret  — 
What  prompted  thee,  unhappy  man  ? 
The  meanest  serf  in  Boderick's  otan 
Had  not  been  bribed  by  love  or  fear. 
Unknown  to    hint    to  guide   thee 

XVIL 

"Sweet  Helen,  dear  my  life  most  be. 
Since  it  is  worthy  care  from  thee; 
Yet  life  I  hohl  but  idle  breath, 
When  love  or  honour's  weigb'd  with 

Then  let  me  profit  by  my  ohanoe. 
And  speak  my  purpose  bold  at  onee. 
I  come  to  bear  thee  from  a  wild. 

Where  ne'er  before   anch    bloBSom 

By  this  soft  hand  to  lead  thee  far 
I'rom  frantic  scenes  of  feud  and  war. 
Near  Bochastle  my  horses  wait; 
They  bear  ua  soon  to  Stirling  gate, 
m  place  thiie  in  a  lovely  bower, 
I'll  guard  Cbeolike  a  tender  flower." — 
■'01  hush,  Sir  Knight  1  'twere  female 

To  say  I  do  not  read  thy  heart; 
Too  much,  before,  my  Hel&sb  ear 
Was  idly  soothed  my  praise  to  hear. 
That  fatal  bait  hath  lured  thee  back. 

In  deatbfnl   honr,   o'er  dongerona 
tracki 
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And  how,  O  how,  can  I  atone 
The  wreck  mj  vanity  bmiight  on 
One  way  remailm— I'll  t( 


I !  stmggli 
TUon,   whos 

Bay   tbine 


_  tell  him  all- 
bosom,  forth  it  shall 
ight  folly  " 


the 


pardon   with   thy 

shame  I 
Bnt  flmt— my  father  is  a  man 
Ontlaw'd  oDct  exited,  nniler  baa; 
The  price  of  blooil  is  on  his  head. 
With  me  'twcrti  infamy  to  wed.— 
Still  wouldst  tbou  speak  ?— then  hear 

the  truth  ! 
Fiti-Jamea,  thero  ia  a  noble  yonth,— 
If  vet  he  is  !— exposed  for  me 
And  mine  to  dread  extreiQily— 
Thou  hast  the  nocret  of  roy  heart: 
Foi^dve,  bo  {jenerous,  aucf  depart  !'' 

xvni. 


I   he   knew   and  felt  tLum 

There  shot  no  glance   from  Ellen's 

To  give'het  steadtaat  speech  the  lie; 
In  maiden  conBdL'nce  hhe  stood. 
Though   mantled   in  her  cheek  the 


"  Bear,  lady,  yet,  a  parting  word ! — 
It  chanced   in   fight   that  my  poor 

Preserved  the  life  of  Sootland'a  lord. 
This  ring  the  giatefnl  monarch  gave. 
And  bade  when  I  had  boon  to  crave. 
To  bring  it  back,  and  boldly  claim 
The  recompense  that  I  vronid  name. 
Ellen,  I  am  no  courtly  lord, 
Bnt  one  who   Iitcs   by   lance   and 

sword, 
VThose  castle  is  his  helm  and  shield. 
His  lordship  the  embattled  field. 
What  from  a  prince  can  1  demand, 
^Vho  neither  wreck  of  state  nor  lasd? 
Ellen,  thy  band— the  ring  in  thine; 
Each  guard  and    usher  knows  the 

Bign. 
Seek  thou  the  king  without  delay; 
This  signet  shall  secure  thy  way; 
And  I'luim  thy  suit,  whate'er  it  be, 
As  runsom  of  his  pledge  to  me." 
He  plncvd  the  golden  circlet  on, 
I^tised— iiss'd  her  hand-— and  then 

was  gone. 
The  nged  Minstrel  stood  aghast. 
So  hiistily  Fit£.Jamc8  shot  past. 
He   join  rl  hiR   gaide,  and  wending 


As  death  had  senl'd   her  Slalcnlm's  J 

And  she  Kat  sorrowinf;  on  his  tomb. 
Hope  vanish'd  from  titz-JamCB'soye, ' 
Kilt  not  wild  hoiie  floil  synnwthy.       | 
lie  ijroffer'd  to  attend  her  side, 
As  brother  would  a  sister  gnido.— 
"O!  little  know'st  thou  Boderick's ' 

heart  !  i 

Safer  for  both  wo  go  apart. 
O  baste  thee,  and  Irom  AlLin  li-nm, 
If  thou  may's!  trust  yon  wily  kcm." 
With  hand  upon  his  forehead  laid. 
The  conflict  of  his  mind  to  shade, 
A  parting  step  or  two  he  made; 
Then,  as  some  thought  hud  croaa'd 

bis  hrain. 
He    patised,   and  tnrn'd,  and  came 


That  joins  Loch  Katrine  to  Aohiay. 

XX. 
.Vll  in  the  Trosach's  glen  was  atlll. 
Noontide  was  sleeping  on  the  hiU; 
Sodden  his  guide  whoop'd  loud  and 

hiHh— 
"  Murdoi-h  1  was  that  a  signal  cry  ?" — 
Ho  stammer'd   forth, — "I  shout  to 

Yon  ruvt-n  from  his  dainty  fare." 
He  look'd  -ho  knew  the  raven's  prey, 
His  own  hravu  Bleed;— "Ah !  gallant 

grey  ! 
Forthco— for  me,  perohanoo — 'twere 

well 
We  ne'er  had    soon    the   Trosach's 

dell.- 
,  Murdoch,  move  first—but  silently; 
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WliiBtle  or  whoop,   and  thon  ahalt 

die  1" 
Jealous  and  snUan  on  they  ftu^d. 
Each  silent,  each  npon  bis  gaard. 

XXL 

How  woQiLd  the  path  its  dizzjr  ledge 
Arotmd  a  precipico'E  edge, 
When  lo  1  a  vaeted  female  form, 
Blighted  by  wrath  of  snn  anil  etonn. 
In  tatter'd  veeda  and  wild  artay. 
Stood  on  a  cliff  beside  the  way, 
Aad  glancing  round  her  reatleBH  eye, 
TJpoa  the  wood,  the  rock,  the  sky, 
SeemM  uoDght  to  mark,  yet  all  to  spy- 
Her  brow  was  wreotb'd  with  gaudy 

With  gesture  wild  »be  waved  a  ploiue 
Of  festherB.  which  the  eagles  fling 
To  crag  and  cliff  from  daaky  wing  ; 
Snch  Epoila  her   deapetate   step  hod 

Bonght, 
Where    scarce  was    footing  for  the 

goat. 
The  tartan  plaid  she  first  descried. 
And  sbliek'd  till  all  the  rocks  repUed; 
As  load  she  langh'd  when  near  the; 

For  then  the  Lowland  garb  she  knew; 
And  then  her  handR  she  wildtywrung, 
And  then  ahe  wept,   and  then   she 

She  snng  !— the  voice,  in  better  time. 
I'erchance  to    harp    or   lute    might 

Anil  now,  thongb  atrainM  and  rough- 
ened, still 
Itnng  wildly  sweet  to  dale  and  bill. 
XXIL 


I  cannot  Bleep  on  Highland  hrae. 

I  cannot  pray  in  Highlund  tongui 
lint  were  1  now  where  Allan*  glides 
Or  beard  my  native  Devan'a  tides. 
So  sweetly  would  I  rest,  and  pray 


Uiniugb  SUrUng  Plain. 


That  Heaven  wonld  olose  my  wintry 


They  made  me  to  the  ohnrch  le- 

p^r; 
was  my  bridal  mom  they  sud. 
And  my  tme  love  wonld  meet  me 

at  woo  betide  the  omel  snile. 
That  drown'd  in  blood  the  monumr 
smile  I  ^ 

And  woe  betide  the  fairy  dreun  I 
I  only  wak'd  to  sob  and  BOteun. 

xxin. 

"Who  is  this  maid 7  what  means 

her  lay? 
She  hovers  o'er  the  hoUow  way. 
And  flntt«TB  wide  her  mantle  grey. 
As  the  lone  heron  spreads  his  wins, 
By  twilieht,  o'er  a  haunted  spring^— 
"  'Tis  Blanche  of  Devon,"  Mordodi 

"A  crazed  and  captive  Lowlftnd  mtdd, 
Ta'en  on  the  mom  she  was  a  bride. 
When  Itoderiok  foray'd  Devan-aide. 


blade; 

I  marvel  she  is  now  at  lugs, 
Bnt  oft  she  'scapes  from   Maudlin's 

charge. — 
HencD,  bmin-eiok  fool !"— He  raised 

"Now,  if  thou  strikeat  her  bnt  one 

ril  pitch  thee  from  the  oliff  as  far 
Ah  ever  peasant  pitch'd  a  bar  T — 
"Thanks,   champion,   thanks)"    the 

Manioo  cried. 
And  prcss'd  her  to  Fitz-Jamea's  side. 
"  Uee  the  grey  pennons  I  prapare, 
To  seek  my  trne-love  through  the  air; 
I  will  not  lend  that  savage  groom. 
To  break  hiu  fall,  one  downy  plume ! 
No  ! — deep  amid  disjointed  stones. 
The  wolve»  Hboll  batten  on  his  bones, 
And  then  shall  his  detested  plaid. 
By  bush  and  briar  in  mid-air  staid. 
Wave  forth  a  banner  fair  and  free. 
Meet  signal  for  their  revelry." — 
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XXIV, 
•'Hush  thee,   poor  maiden,   and  be 

still  !"— 
"  O I  thoa  look'et  kindly,  and  I  will.— 
Mine  ere  has  dried  and  wasted  been. 
Bat  still  it  loTes  the  Lincoln  green  ; 
And,  thongh  mine  ear  is  all  nnstrnng. 
Still,  still  it  loTes  tbe  Lowland  tongne. 

"ForO  my  sweet  William  was  for- 
ester tnie, 
He  stole  poor  Blanche'sheaitswaj! 
His  coat  it  was  «11  of  the  greenwood 

And  BO  blithely  he  triU'd  the  Low- 
land lay  1 

"  It  was  not  that  I  meant  to  tell 
Bat  thon  art  wise  and  gnessett  well." 
Then,  in  a  low  and  broken  tone, 
And  hurried  note,  the  xong  went  on. 
mill  on  tlie  ClunBman,  fearfully, 
She  Gu'd  her  apprebi^nBivo  »ye; 
Then  tum'd  it  on  the  Knight,  and 

Her  look  glanced  wildlyo'er  the  glen. 

XXV. 
"  The   toils    are    pitch'd,    and    the 
stakes  are  set, 
ETCr  sing  merrily,  merrilv; 
The  bowH  they  bend,  and  the  knives 
Ihey  whet, 
Hunters  live  so  cberrily. 

''It  was  a  stag,  a  stag  of  ten,* 
Bearing  its  branches  sturdily; 

He  came  stately  down  tbe  glen. 
Ever  sing  hardily,  hardily. 

"  It  was  there  he  met  with  a  wounded 


She- 

O,  ho  faithfully,  fuitlifully  I 

"He  had  an  eye,  and  he  could  heed, 

Ever  sing  warily,  warily; 
Hii  Lad  a  foot,  and  he  ranld 

Hunters  watch  bo  narrowly. 

'  ()f  t«n  braDClioi 


lid  spet 
>wlv.^- 


XXVI 

Fitz-James'B  mind  wsa  paadon-tooa'd. 
When  Ellen's  hinta  and  fean  wom 

lost; 
Bat    Murdoch's 

wrought. 
And     Blanche's 

brought.— 
7{at  like  a  stag  that  spieB  the  snan^ 
But  Uon  of  the  hunt  aware. 
He  waved  at  once  his  blade  on  high, 
■'  Disclose  thy  treachery,  or  die  !*" 
Forth    at   full  speed  the 


shout     sospieiou 
song 


And     thriU'd    in    Blanche's    (sd«d 

Murdoch  of  Alpine !  prove  thy  spaed. 
For  ne'er  had  Alpine  a  son  aneh  Keew 
^Vith  heart  of  fire,  and  foot  of  wind. 
The  fierce  avenger  ia  behind  ! 
Fate  Jaiiges  of  the  rapid  strife — 
The  forfeit  death— the  prize  is  life  t 
Thy  kindred  ambush  lies  before. 
Close     couch'd  upon    the   heathery 

Them  couldBt  thoa  reach— it  may  not 

Thine  ambnsh'd  kin  thou  ne'er  shalt 

The  fiery  Saxon  gains  on  thee  ! 
— Rcsistlene  speeds  the  deadly  throst, 
Aa  lightning  strikes  tbe  pine  to  dust; 
With  toot  and  hand  Pitz-Iames  most 

Ere  he  can  win  his  blade  again. 
Bent  o'er  the  fall'n,  with  fdcon  eye. 
He  firimly  umiled  to  see  him  die; 
llien  slower  wemleil  back  his  way, 
Whore  the  poor  maiden  bleedinglay. 

XXAII. 

She  Sato  beneath  the  birchen-tree. 
Her  elbow  resting  on  her  knee; 
She  had  withdrawn  the  fatal  shaft. 
And  gazed  on  it,  and  fecblv  lauuh'd; 
Her  wrcnth   of  broom  an^  feathers 

I  Daggled  with  blood,  beside  her  lay. 
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The  Knight  to  stanch  the  life-stream 

"Btmoeer,  it  is  in  TsinJ"  she  cried. 
"This  Donr  of  death  has  given  ma 

Of  reaaon's  power  than  yenni  before ; 
For,  as  these  ebbing  Teina  decay, 
My  frenzied  TisionB  fade  away. 
A  helpless  injured  wretch  I  die, 
And  something  tells  me  in  thine  eye, 
That  thou  wert  mine  avenger  bom.  — 
Seest  thoQ  this  tress  ?— O  I  still  I've 

ThiH  little  tress  of  yellow  hair, 
Through  danger,  frenzy,  itnd  despoirl 
It  once  was  bri'htand  clear  as  thine. 
Bat  blood  and  tears  have  dimm'd  its 

I  will  not  tell  thee  when  'twas  shred. 
Nor    from    what    gniltlesB   victim's 

head- 
My  brain  woald  torn  I— hnt  it  shall 

Like  plumage  on  thy  helmet  brave. 
Till  son  and  wind  shall  bleach  the 

And  thon  wilt  bring  it  mo  again.  - 
■■"  — OGodI  morabright 


"  Ood,  in  mv  need,  be  my  relief 
As  1  wreak  this  on  yonder  Chief  1  ** 
A  lock  from  Blanche's  tresses  fair 
He  blended  with  her  bridegroom's 

The  mingled  braid  in  blood  he  dyed. 
And  placed  it  on  his  bonnet-side: 
"By  Him   whose  word  is  tmthl  I 

No  other  favonr  will  I  wear. 

Till  this  sad  token  I  imbme 

In  the  best  blood  of  Boderlck  Dhn  I 

—Bat  bark  1  what  means  yon  faint 

halloo? 
The  chase  is  up. —bntthey  shall  know. 


Letrt 

0 1  by    thy   knighthood's 

sign. 
And  for  thy  life  preserved  by  mine. 
When  thon  sholt  see  a  darksome  man. 
Who  boasts  him   Chief  of  Alpine's 

Clan, 
With  tartans    brood    and    shadowy 

plume. 
And  hand    of  blood,   and   brow   of 

Bethy  heart  bold,  thy  weapon  strong, 
And  wreak  poor  Bhtnche  of  Devon  s 

They  watch  for  thea  by  pass  and 

Avoid  the  path  .  .  .  .  O  God  I  ,  .  .  , 
farewell." 

xxvm. 

A  kindly  heart  had  brave  Fitz-Jamcs: 
Past  ponr'd  his  eyes  at  pity's  claims. 
And  now  with  mingled  grief  and  ire, 
He  saw  the  mnidor'd  maid  expire. 


Through  copse  and  clifis  Fitz-Jamsa 

And  oft  ronst  change  his  desperate 

track. 
By  stream  and  precipioe  tam'd  back. 
Heartlesa,    fatigued,    and    faint,    at 

From  lack  of  food  and  loss  of  strength. 
Ha  couch'd  him  in  a  thicket  hoar, 
And  thought    hiH    toils  and    perils 

."Of  all  my  rash  adventnrea  past. 
This  trauticfeatmnatiirove  thelastl 
Who  e'er  so  mad  bnt  might  have 

That  all  this  Highland  hornet's  nest 
Would  mnitter  np  in  swarms  so  soon 
As    e'er   they    beard    of    bands    at 

Douna  ?  — 
Like  bloodhoands  now  they  search 

Hark,  to  the  whistle  and  the  shout  I— 
If  fiutber  through  the  «i\Ai  I  go, 
I  only  fall  ujion  the  foe: 
I'll  conch  me  here  till  evening  gifly, 
Then  darkling   try   my  dangerotu 


XXIX. 


The  shades  of  eve  come  slowly  down, 

The  wooils  ore  wrupt  in  deeper  browi^ 
The  owl  awokcnx  from  her  deU, 
The  foi  is  heard  npon  the  fell; 
Enough  remoinM  of  glimmcnng  light 
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To  (cuide  the  wanilerer'a  steps  origbt. 
Yet  nut  enoogb  from  for  to  aboiT 
BiB  flgnre  to  the  watchful  foe. 
With  cantiotu  step,  and  ear  awake. 
He  cUmbB  the  crag  and  threads  the 

And  not  the  aommei  salatice,  there, 
Tompet'd  the  midnight  mountAin  air, 
Bat  everj  breeze,  that  swept  the  wold, 
llenomb  d  his  drenched  limbs  with 

oold. 
In  dread,  in  danger,  and  aJone, 
Famish')!  and  ^ll'd,  tbroogb  wajB 

Tangled  and  steep,  he  joumey'd  on; 
Till,  as  a  rock's  huge  point  he  tam'd, 
A.  wstch'fire  dose  b€fore  him  bom'd. 

XXX. 
Beaido  its  embers  reil  and  clear, 
BaahM,  in  his  plaid,  a  mi>iintaineer; 
And   np   be   sprung  with  sword  in 

"Thy  name  and  pnrposc  !    Saion, 

st«nd  I  "— 
"A  stranger." — "What  dost  tboa  re- 

"Iteet  andagaide,and  food  and  fire. 
My  life's  beset,  my  path  is  lost. 
The  gale  has  cbill'd  my  limbs  with 

"  Art  thou  a  friend  to  Roderick  ?"— 

"TboQ  darest  not  call  thyself  Q  foe?"— 
"  I  dare  I  to  him  and  all  the  bund 
He    brings    to    aid    his    mutdcrous 

"  tioM  words  1 — bnt.  thongb  the  beast 

of  game 
'Hie  privilege  of  chase  mav  claim, 
Though  space  and  law  t^e  stag  we 

knd. 
Era  hound  we  slip,  or  bow  we  bend, 
Who  ever  leck'il.wbrre.how.  or  when, 
Tbeprowlillf;foi  WOK  trapp'd  or  slain':* 
Thus  trcacbcrons  scouts,-  yet  sure 

they  lie. 


ick  Dhu, 
And  of  bis  clan  the  boldest  two, 
And  let  me  bat  till  morning  rest. 


I  wri.e  the  falsehood  on  theircTML" — 
"  If  by  the  blaze  t  mark  aright. 
Thou  bear'st  the  belt  and  spur  of 

Knight."— 
"Then  by  these  tokens  mayeet  tbon 

Each  proud  oppresaor's  mortal  foe."— 
"  Enough,  enongh:  sit  down  and  snare 
A  soldier's  conch,  a  Boldier's  faie." 

XXXI. 
He  gave  him  of  hia  Highland  cheer. 
The  Danlen'd  flesh  of  monntain  deer; 
Dry  fuel  on  the  fire  he  laid. 
And  bad  J  the  Soion  shore  his  plaid- 
He  tended  him  like  welcome  gneat. 
Then   thus    his   farther  speech  ad- 

"  Stranger.  I  am  to  Boderick  Dhn 

A  clnnKuinn  bom,  a  kinsman  tme; 

Each  word  againht  his  honour  spoke. 

Demands  of  mc  avenging  stroke; 

Yet  mote,-  njion  thv  fate,  'tis  said, 

A  mighty  augury  is  laid, 

wind  my  bom, — 
--' rerbome. 


,   here,   brand   to 

0  bid  thee  stand: 
ir  kindred's  canse, 


IThou  art  with  n 
It    testa   with     m< 

Worn  as  Ihoa  art. 

bnl.  not  for  clan,  i 

Will  I  depaH  from  hon 

To  BBsnil  a  wearied  m 

Auil  Blmngcr  is  a  holy  mime; 

Gnidiinee  and  rest,  and  food  and  fire, 

la  vuia  ho  never  luuht  require. 

Then  rost  thee  here  tiU  dawn  of  day; 

Myself  will  guide  thee  on  the  way, 

0*er  stoek  and  stone,  through  watch 

and  w:ird. 
Till  past  Chin.Alpine'a  outmost  guard, 
\e  lar  as  <  oilantogle's  (onl; 
From    tliencQ   tby    warrant    is   thy 

"I  take  thy  courtesy,  by  heaven. 
As  freely  as  'tis  noblv  given  V 
••  Well,  re^t  tbic;  foftbe  bittern's  cry 
Sings  us  the  lake's  wild  lullaby." 
With  that  beKbooklhegather'<l  heath. 
And  spread  his  plaid  upon  the  wreath; 
Aiid  the  brave  foemen,  side  by  side 
Lay    peaceful  down,   like   brother's 
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And  slept  until  the  dawning  beam 
Pnrpled     the     moontain    and    the 


CANTO  FIETH. 
Tht  Combat. 
L 
FiiB  aa  the  eariieat  beajn  of  eastern 
Ught, 
When  flret,  by  the  bewilder'd  pil- 
grim spied. 
It  BmileH  upon  the  dreary  hrow  of 
night, 
And  silvera  o'er  the  torrent'a  foam- 
iQg  tide, 
And  lights  the  fearfnl  path  on  moun- 
tain Bide, 
Fair  as  that  beam,   althongh  the 
fairest  far. 
Giving  to  honor  grace,   to    danger 

Shine  martial  Faith,  and  Courtesy's 
bright  star, 
ThroDgn  all  thewreckfal  stomiB  that 
dond  the  brow  of  War. 


That  early  beam,  so  fair  and  sheen. 
Wbb   twinkling   throngh    the   hazel 

When,  roQBing  at  its  glimmor  red. 
The  warriora  left  tbeir  lowly  bed, 
Look'd  out  upon  the  dappled  sky, 
Mntter'd  their  soldier  matins  by. 
And  then  awaked  tbeir  fire,  to  steal. 
As  short  and  rude,  their  Boldier  meal. 
That  o'er.tho  Onel'ttcoimd  him  threw 
His  graceful  pLdd  of  varied  hne, 
And,  true  to  proiniHo,  led  the  way, 
liy  thicket  green  and  mountain  grey. 
A  wildering  pnth !  — they  winded  now 
Along  the  precipice'H  brow, 
Commanding  the  rich  Hcenes  beneath, 
The  windingH  o(  the  Forth  andTeith, 
And  all  the  vales  beneath  that  lie. 
Till  Stirling's  turrets  melt  in  aky; 
Then,  sunk  in  copse,  their  farthest 


•Ooct  IbsusianlocCUtiODi 


.High. 


Grain'd  not  the  length  of  boisemui'B 

TwBB  oft  so  steep,  the  foot  waa  fain 
Assistance  from  the  hand  to  gain ; 
80  tangled  oft,  that.burstiag  tbroogh, 
Each  hawthorn  shed  her  ahowera  ol 


At  length  they  came  where,  Btemand 

The  hiU  sinks  down  upon  the  deep. 
Here  Vennaohar  in  silver  flows. 
There,  ridge  on  ridge,  Benledi  roa^ 
Ever  the  hollow  path  twined  on. 
Beneath  steep  bank  and  threatening 

Ad  hondred  men    might   hold  the 

With  hardihood  against  a  host 
The  mgged  moontain'a  scanty  cloak 
Was  dwarflah  shmbsof  bird)  and  oak. 
With  shingles  bare,   and  ctitb  be- 

And  patches  bright  of  bracken  green, 
And  heather  black,  that  waved   ao 

high. 
It  held  the  oopae  in  rivalry. 
But  where  the  lake  slept  deep  and 

still. 
Dank  oziers  Mnged  the  swamp  and 

hill; 
And  oft  both  path  and  bill  were  torn. 
Where  wintry   torrenta   down    had 

And  hcap'd  upon  the  cnmber'd  land 
Its  wreck  of  gravel,  rooks,  and  sand. 
So  toilsome  was  the  road  to  trace, 
The  guide,  abating  of  hie  pace, 
Led  slowly  through  the  paaa'a  jaws, 


And    ask  d    FitsJamee, 
strange  cause 
aougbt  these  wilds?  ttsversed  by 
few, 
hout  a  pasa  from  Boderick  Dhn. 


"Brave    Gael,    my    pasa  in  danger 
Hangs  in  my  belt  and'  by  my  dde; 
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Tet,  Booth  to  tell,"  the  Saxon  said, 
"  I  dre«nit  not  now  to  olaim  its  aid. 
When  here,  but  three  6»,ya  aince,  I 

Bewilder'd  in  pni-Enit  of  game, 

All  seem'd  w  peaceful  and  as  atUl, 
As  the  mist  Blnmbering  on  you  hill ; 
Th;  dangeroQB  Chief  voB  then  aTar, 
Nor  Boon  expected  back  from  iral. 
Thus  Bald,   at  least,   mj  mountain- 

guide, 
^ongh  deep,  perchance,  the  Tillain 

lied."— 
"Yet  why  aseooDd  Tcntnre  try?" 
"A  wamor  thow,  and  ask  me  "hy!— 
HovtB  out  free  coarse  by  such  fii'd 

Am  gives  the  poor  mecbanir-  laws: 
Enough,  I  sooght  to  drire  awaj 
The  lazy  hoars  of  peiKS^-uI  day : 
Slight  canso  will  then  nAce  togoide 
A   Knight's    fTe«   footstepH  far  and 

A  falcon  flown,  a  greyhonod  Ktray'd, 
The  merry  glance  of  monntain-maid ; 
Or,  if  a  path  be  iiangerona  known. 
The  danger's  self  is  Inre  alone," 
V. 


Yet,  ere  iwuin  ye  anagbt  tbis  sp 
Say,  hcanl  ye  nought  of  Lowlanc 
A^inut  Clan- Alpine,  nutieilbyMar?'' 
— "  No,  by  my  word;— of  baods  pre- 

To    guard   King  James's    sports   I 

Nor  donbt  I  aught,   bnt,  when  they 

This  mnster  of  the  monntaineer, 
llieir  pennons  wilt  abroad  be  flang, 
Which  else  in   Donne  had  peaceful 

"Free  ba  they  flung! — for  we  were 

loth 
Their  sillceD   folds  should   feast  the 

Preo  be  they  flnngl— as  free  shall 


Bewilder'd  iu  the  mountain  gam^ 
Whence  the  bold  boast  by  which  yoa 

Tich-AIpine's     Tow'd     and     mortal 

foe?"— 
"  Warrior,  bnt  yeeter-morn.  I  knew 
Nought  of  thy  Chieftwn,  Boderiok 

Save  as  an  outlaw'd  desperate  man. 
The  chief  of  a  rebellions  clan. 
Who,  in  the  Kcgent's  court  and  sight. 
With  ruffian  dagger  stabVd  a  knight: 
Yet  this  alone  might  from  bis  part 
Sever  each  true  and  loyal  heart," 

TI. 
Wrothfnl  at  such  arraignment  foal, 
Dark    lower'd  the  clansman's  aable 

A  ppace  bo  paused,  then  sternly  said, 
"  And  heard'st  thou  why  he  drew  hia 

blade  f 
Heard'st   thou  that   shameful  word 

and  blow 
Brought  Roderick's  vengeance  on  his 

fbe? 
\Vhat  rcck'd  the  Chieftain  if  he  stood 
On  Migbknd's  heath,  or  Uoly.Bood? 
He   rights    such  wrong  where  it  is 

If   it   wore   in  the  conrt  of   heav- 


•  StiU  n 


rBge;^yet,  'tis  true. 


While  AlbaDT.  with  f< 
Held    borrow'd    tr 

The  young  King,  i 


a  Stirling 


But    then,    thy    Chieftain's    robber 

life!- 
Winning    mean    prey    by    causeless 

itrife. 
Wrenching    from    min'd    Lowland 

His    herds    and    harvest   rear'd    in 

Methisks  a  soul,  like  thine,  should 
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vn. 

The  Gael  beheld  him  arlm  the  while. 
And  answer'd  with  disdainfnl  smile, — 
"Sftioo,  from  yondermomitAiii high, 
1  mart'd  thee  send  delighted  eye. 
For  to  the  sontb  and  east,  where  lay. 


'With   gontle  slopes  and  grovea  be- 

These  fertile  plaiiiB.thittBoften'dTa]e. 
Were  once  the  birthright  of  theOasl; 
The  stranger  came  wiUi  iron  Laud. 
And  from  oar  fathers  reft  the  laud. 
Where  dwell  we  uow7    See,  mdely 

Crag  orexcrag,  and  fell  o'er  fell. 
Ask  we  this  savage  hill  we  tread. 
For  fatten'd  steer  or  household  bread : 
Ask  we  for  flocks  these  ahingles  dry, 
And  well  the  mountain  might  reply, — 
•To  joQ,  as  to  your  sireaof  yore, 
Belong  ibe  target  and  claymora  1 
I  give  yoQ  shelter  in  my  breast. 
Your  own  good  blades  tuDst  win  the 

Pent  in  thin  fortresa  of  the  North, 
Thiuk'st  tboQ  we  will  uot  sally  forth. 
To  spoil  the  spoiler  as  we  may, 
And  from  tba  robber  rend  the  prey? 
Ay,  by  my  sonlt — While  on  yon  plain 
Tne  ESaiou  rears  one  shock  of  groin; 
While,  of  ten  thousand  herds,  there 

strays 
But  one  along  yon  ruer's  maze, — 
The  Gael,  of  pliiin  and  river  heir, 
SbaU,  with  strong  himd,  redeem  his 

Where  live  the  monntain  chiefs  who 

bold, 
That  plnuderiog  Lowland  Geld  and 

Is  aught  but  retribatiou  trae? 
Seek    other  cause    'gaiust  Roderick 
Dhu."- 

tul 

Auswer'd    Fitz-James,  — "And,   if  I 

sought, 
Think'st   thou    no   other    conld  be 

brought? 


As  of  a  meed  to  rsahness  due: 
Hadst   thou    sent  warning  (air  and 

t  seek  my  hound,  or  falcon  stray'd, 
I  seek,  good  faith,  a  Highland  maid,   - 
Free  hadxtthonbeen  tooomeand  go; 
But  secret  path  mark  secret  foe. 
Nor  yet,  for  this,  even  a«  a  spy, 
Hadst  thou,  unheard,  been  aoom'J 

Save  to  f  alfll  an  augury."— 

"  Well,  let  it  paBs;  nor  will  I  now 

Fresh  cause  of  enmity  tow. 

To    chafe    thy  mood  and  cloud  thy 

Enough,  I  am  by  promise  tied 

To  match  me  with  this  man  of  pride: 

Twice   have  I  sought  Clan-Alpine's 


bow. 

As  leader  seeks  his  mortal  foe. 
For  love-lom  swain,  in  lady's  bower, 
Ne'er  panted  for  the  appointed  hour. 
As  I,  until  before  me  stand 
This  rebel  Chieftain  and  his  bandr— 

HL 

"Have,  then,  thy  wish!"— he  whistled 

shrill. 
And  he  was  auswer'd  from  the  hill; 
Wild  OS  the  scream  of  the  curlew. 
From  crag  to  cnxg  the  signal  flew. 
Instant,  through  copse  and   heaUi, 

Bonnets  and  apears  and  bended  bows; 
On  right,  on  left,  above,  below. 
Sprung  up  at  onco  the  lurking  foe; 
I-*om    ■  ■     '  ..    ■   . 

1 
dart. 

The  rushes  and  the  willow-wand 
Are  brlHlling  into  axo  and  brand. 
Anil  every  tuft  of  broom  gives  life 
To  plnidiiil  warrior  arm'd  for  strife. 
That  whiBlle  garrisoD'd  the  glen 
At  imce  witli  full  five  hundred  men. 
As  if  the  yawning  bill  to  heaven 
A  Bubterranoou  host  had  given. 
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Watching  their    leader's   beck   and    Where  heath  and  fern  were  waring 
will.  I         wide: 

The    sun's    bat   glance  waa  glinted 

From  speBT  and  gUtTC,  from  targe 

and  jack,— 
The  next,  all  nnrefleoted,  shone 
On  bracken    gieeo,    and   cold  grey 


Laj  tottering  o'el  the  hollow  pass, 
Ab  if  an  infant's  toaeh  would  urge 
Their   headlong  passage   down  the 

With  step  and  weapon  forward  flung. 
Upon  the  monntain-aide  the;  bong. 
The  Mountaineer  amt  glance  of  pride 
Along  Btnledi'a  living  side, 
Then  fii'd  hia  eyo  and  sable  brow 
Vaii  on    Fitz  James  —  ' '  How    say'st 

Thene   are    Clan- Alpine' 

And,  Suon,  — lam  Roderick Dhn 


Fitz-JamcB  was  brave  :-  Though 

bis  heart 
The  Ufe-blood  thrill'd  witb  sadden 

Be  maun'd  himself  witb   daantlcss 

Itetum'd  the  chief  his  hnagbt;  stare, 
His  back  againxt  a  rock  lie  bore,  ' 

And  Urmly  placeil  bis  foot  before  : — 
"  Come  one,  come  all '.  this  rock  shall ; 

From  its  firm  base  as  soon  as  I." 
Sir  Itoderick  mark'd— and  in  his  eyes 
IteKuect  wus  mingled  witb  surprise,     i 
And  tlia  stern  joy  which  warriors  feel 
Tn  foeiuen  worthy  of  their  steel, 
tibort  spuce    be    stood— tbcn  waved 

bis  bond: 
Down  sunk  tbe  disappearing  bond; 
Each  warrior  viiniHU^l  wbt-relie  stood, 


In  oiiierM  pale  and  copses  low; 
It  seemM  as  if  tbeir  mother  £arth 
Had  swollow'd  up  ber  warlike  birth. 
The  wind's  last  breath  bad  toss'd  ir 

Pennon,    and    plaid,    and  plnmagt 

The  next  but  awept  n  lone  biU-aide, 


XL 

FitE-Jamea  look'd  round — yet  sciuoa 
I         believed 

The  witness  that  his  sight  received; 
I  Suuh  apparition  well  might  seem 
'  Delosion  of  a  dreadful  dream. 

Sir  lloderick  in  HUBiieDse  be  eyed, 
J  And  to  bis  look  tbe  Chief  replied, 

■•  Fear  nought  -nny,  that  I  need  not 

'  But— doubt  not  ought  from  mine  ar- 
my. 
Thou  art  my  gnetit;    I  pledged  my 

As  far  as  Coilantoglo  ford: 
Nor  would  I  call  a  clansman's  brand 
For  aid  against  one  valiant  bond. 
'I'huugh  on  our  strife  liiy  every  vale 
Bent  by  tbe  Soion  from  the  OaeL 
Ho  move  we  on;  —  !  only  meant 
To  show  Ibe  reed  on  which  you  leant. 
Deeming  this  puth  you  might  poraue 
Witbont  a  puss  from  Koderick  Dhu." 
Tbey  moved:— I  said  Fitz^Jomes  was 

As  ever  knight  thnt  belted  glaive; 
Yet  doro  not  say,  that  now  bi>j  blood 
Kept  on  its  wont  unci  temper'd  flood. 
As,  following  Itodcrick'B  stride,   be 

That    seeming    lonesome    patbw^ 

through, 
Which  yet,  bv  fearful  proof,  was  rife 
Witb  limces,  that,  to  tuko  bis  life, 
Waited  but  signal  from  a  guide, 
So  late  dishononr'd  and  defied. 
Ever,  by  stealth,  his  eye  Bought  round 
Tbe  vanisb'dguardians  of  the  Broun  d, 
And  still,  from  copsa  and  neatbei 


THE  LADY  OF  THE  LAKE. 


And  in  the  plovar's  shrilly  atrftin, 
The  signal  whistlfl  heftrtl  ngaia. 
Kor  btenthcil  he  froo  till  fur  behind 
The  pass  was  left;  lor  then  they  wind 
Along  a  wide  ami  level  greeii, 
Where  neither  tree  nor  toft  wm  Been, 
Nor  rush,  nor  bash  of  broom   was 

To  hido  0  bonnet  or  a  spear. 

XII. 
The  Chief  in  silence  strode  before. 
And  reach'il  that  torrent's  sonnding 

Which,   daughter  of   three    mighty 


les 

On  Ikiehohtle  Che  monlilering  lines, 
Where  Rome,  tha  Eraprexs  of   the 

Of  yore  her  eagle  wings  nnfnrl'd. 
And  here  bis  conrse  the  Chiellaiu 

Threw  clown  his  to^t  and  his  pliud, 

And  to  the  Iiowland  warrior  HBid: — 
"Bold  Bftion  !  to  his  promise  jnst, 
Tich-Alpiue  has  dincharged  his  trust. 
This  muderons  Chief,  this  mtbless 


Far  pah-t  Clan-Alpine's  outmost  gn&rd. 
Now,  man  to  ninn,  and  steel  to  steel, 
A  Cbiel'tain'H  vongeonco  thoa  shall 

feel. 
See  here,  all  vantageless  I  stand, 
Ariii'd.  like  thyself. with  single  brand: 
For  this  is  Coilantc^lo  ford. 
And  thoa  must  keep  thee  with  thy 

xin. 

The  Saion  paused:— "I  ne'er  delay'd, 
When    foemon    bade   me   draw  my 

hlaile; 
Nay,  more,  brave  Chief,  I  vow'd  thy 

death: 
Yet  sure  thy  f.iirand  generous  faith, 
And  my  deep  debt  for  life  preserved, 
A  better  mee<l  have  well  deserved: 


And  hear.  —  to  flie  thy  flagging  zeal,— 
The  Saxon  causa  rests  on  thy  steel; 
For   thus  spoke   Fate,   by  prophet 

Between  the  living  and  the  dead: 
'Who  spillB  the  foremost  foaman'B 

Ufe, 
His  partT  conquers  in  the  strife.' " — 
' '  Then.  Dv  my  word,"  the  Soson  said, 
"The  riddle  is  already  read. 
Seek  yonder  brake  beneath  the  oliff, — 
There  lies  Red  Mtudoch,  stalk  aiid 

BtiS. 


When,  if  thou  wilt  be  still  h 
Or  if  the  King  shall  not  agree 
To  crant  thee  grace  and  favour  fna, 
I  plight   mine    honour,   oath,   and 

That,  to  thy  native  strengths  le- 

With    each    advantage  shclt    thou 

That  aid^  thee  now  to  guard  thy 

xrv. 

Dork  lightning  flash'd   from  Bode- 

riok  B  eye — 
"tSooTB  thy  presumption,   then,  so 

high. 
Because  a  wretched  kem  ye  slew. 
Homage  to  name  to  Roderick  Dhn? 
he  yields  not,  he,  to  man  nor  Fate  1 
Thou  add'fit  but  fuel  to  my  bate: — 
My  clansman's  blood  demands  re- 


vet prepared? — By  heaven,  I 


Not 


My  thought.and  hold  thy  Talonr  light 

As  that  of  some  vaia  carpet  knight, 
Who  ill  deserved  my  courteous  can, 
And  whose  best  Lioaxt  is  but  to  wear 
A  braid  of  his  fair  lady's  hair." — 
I  thaok  thee,   Roderick,   for   tike 

.   nerves  my  heart,   it   steels   my 
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Now,  trace  farewell  I  and,  mth,  be- 

Bon.l- 
Yet  think  not  that  by  thee  alone. 
Frond  Chief !  can  conrtenjbe  shown  \ 
ThoDgh  not  from  copse,  or  heath,  oi 

Start  at  my  whistle  claiuinien  stem. 
Of  Ibis  smnll  horn  one  feeble  blast 
Would  feariU  odds  againitt  tliee  cost 
Bnt  fear  not— donbt  not — which  thou 

■wilt- 
We  try  tbii  quarrel  bilt  to  bilt." 
Then  each  at  once  bis  falchion  drew, 
Each  on   tbe  gronnd   his  acabbard 

threw, 
Each  look'd  to  sun,  and  stream,  and 

plain, 
As  what  they  ne'er  might  Hee  again : 
Then  foot,  and  point,  and  eye  op- 

In  dnbions  atrife  they  darkly  closed. 
ST. 

ni  fared  it  then  with  Roderick  Dhii, 
That  on  the  field  his  targe  be  thn^w, 
Whose  brazen  atnda  and  tough  bull- 
hide 
Had  dealh  Bo  often  dnsh'd  aside; 
Pnr,  train'd  abroad  his  arms  to  wield. 
Pitz-Iaiuee'8  bbde   woh  eword   and 

shield. 
He  pricticed  every  pass  and  ward. 
To   tbrnitt,    to  strike,    to   feint,    to 

While  less  expert,  though  stronger 


stood, 
And  thrice  the  Saxon  blade  drank 

No  Btintt-d  dmnght,  no  scanty  lide, 
The  gualiing  tlood  the  tartiins  d.ved. 
Fierce  Roderick  folt  the  latal  clrain, 
And  shower'd  his  blows  like  wintry 

And.  tm  Bnn  rock,  or  castle-roof, 

Against  the  winter  shower  is  proof. 
The  foe,  inmlneiable  still,  , 


Foil'd  his  wild  rage  by  steady  akili: 
Till,  at  advantage  ta'eii,  hia  Mud 
Forced  Bodedck's  weapon  from  hi* 

And  backward  borne  upon  the  lea. 
Brought  the  proud  chieftain  to  hia 

XVL 

"Now,  yield  thee,   or  by  Him  who 

The  world,  thy  heart's  blood  dyee  oy 

blade  1" 
"  Thy  tbreats,  thy  merey,  I  defy  1 
Let  recreant  yield,  who  fears  to  die." 
— Like  adder  darting  from  bis  ooil. 
Like  wolf  that  daahea  tfarongh  the 

Like  mountain-cat  who  goarda  her 

yonng. 
Full  at  Fitz-James's throat  hesprang; 
Received,  bnt  reck'd  not  of  a  woimd. 
And    lock'd   his   arms    his    foemau 

round,   - 
Now,  gallant  Saion.  hold  thine  own  ! 
No  maiden's    hand    is    round  thee 

thrown! 
That  desperate  grasp  thy  frame  might 

feel. 
Through    bars   of  brass  and  triple 

They  tug,  they  Kttain  I  down,  down 

they  go, 
The  Gael  above,  Fite-James  below. 
The  Chieltain's  gripe  bis  throat  com- 
press'd, 
[is  kneo  was  planted  on  his  breast; 
lis  clotted  locks  he  backward  threw, 
Across  his  brow  his  hand  be  drew. 
From  blood  and  mist  to   clear  his 

light. 
Then     glcam'd     aloft    his    dogger 

-Bat  hate  and  fury  ill  supplied 

be  stream  of  life's  exhausted  tide. 

And  all  too  Inlc  the  advantage  came, 

inj  the  odds  of  deadly  game; 
For,  while   the  dagger  gloom'd  on 

high, 
Reel'd  BonI  and  sense,  reel'd  brain 

Down  came  the  blow  1  bnt  ia  the 
heath 
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Ttio  eiring  blade   found   bloodleas 

sheath. 
The  straggling  foo  ma;  now  unclasp 
The  Mntlng  Chiefs  relaxing  craBp; 
Unwonndedfrom  tlie  dreadfnl  close, 
Bnt  br^thlesB  all,  Fit^-Jiunes  arose. 

xvn. 

He  falter'd  thonkB  to  He»Ten  for  life, 
Kedeem'd,  nnhoped,  from  deapente 

strife; 
Next  on  bis  foe  his  look  ba  oast, 
Wboee  ever;  gasp  sppear'd  his  last', 
In    Boderick^    goie    hs    dipt   the 

"  Foot    Blanche  I   tby    wrongs    are 

dearly  paid: 
Tet  with  thy  foe  nmst  die,  or  live, 
The   praise   that  Faith   and  Valour 

give." 
With  that  be  blew  a  bugle-note, 
Undid  the  collar  from  his  throat, 
Onbonneted,  and  by  the  wave 
Sate  down  bia  brow  and  hands  to  lave. 
Then  faint  afar  are  beard  the  feet 
Of  rushing  steeds  in  gallop  fleet; 
Tbe  sunnds 


Four  mounted  aqnires  in  Lincoln 

Two  who  bear  lance,  and  two  who 

lead. 
By  looscn'd  rein,  a  raddled  steed: 
&icb    onward     held    Lis    headlong 

And    by   Fitz-Jamea   reln'd  up  bia 

With   wonder    yiew'd    the    bloody 

— "Exclaim  not,  goUantBl  question 

Ton,  Ilerbert  and  Lnfibcas,  aligbt. 
And   bind    the  wounds  of   yonder 

Let  tbe  grey  palfrey  bear  his  weight, 
We  deHtined  for  a  birer  freight, 
And  bring  him  on  to  Stirling  Btiaigbt : 
I  will  before  at  better  apeed. 
To  seek  freah  horae  and  fittiogweed. 
The   sun   riilcs   bigh  ; — 1  most    be 


To  see  the  araber-eame  at  noon  : 
Bnt  lightly  Bayard  dears  the  lea.— 
DeVaux  and  Uerriee,  follow  loeL 

xvin. 

"Bland,  Bayard,   stAndl" — tbe  steed 

obey-d, 
With  arching  neck  andbending  head. 
And  glancing  eye  and  quivering  ear 
As  it  he  loved  bia  lord  to  hear. 
No  foot  Fits-James  in  stirrup  staid. 
No  grasp  npon  tbe  saddle  laid, 
Bnt  wreath'd  his  left  band  in   the 

And  light!]'  bounded  from  tbe  plain, 
Tnm'd  on  the  horse  his  aim'd  GeeL 
And   etirr'd  his    courage   with  uiB 

Bounded  the  fiery  ateed  in  air. 
The  rider  aate  erect  and  fair. 
Then  like  a  bolt  from  ste«l  crossbow 
Forth  launch 'd,  along  the  plain  they 

They    dash'd     that     npid    torrent 

tbroagh, 
And  up  Cubonie's  hill  they  flew  ; 
"''"  it  the  gallop  prick'd  the  "   '  ' 
merry-men   fnllow'd 

might. 
AloDg  thy  banks,  swift  Teith  I  they 

And  in    the  race  they  mook'd  thy 

Torry  and  Lendrick  now  are  past. 
And  Deanstown  lies   behind    them 

They  rise,  tbe  banner'd  towers  of 

They  sink  in  distant  woodland  soon; 
Ulair-Dnuiimond  sees  the  hoof  strike 

Are, 
They    sweep     like    breeze    through 

Ocbtert^; 
Thay  mark  jnst  glance  and  disappear 
Tbe  lofty  brow  of  ancient  Kiet ; 
They  bathe  their  courser's  sweltering 

Dark  Forth !  amid  thy  sluggiah  tides. 
And   on   the   opposing  shore   take 

gronnd. 
With  plash,  with  scramble,  and  with 
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Cniig-Fortb 
And  soon  the  bnlv&rk  of  the  North, 
Grey  Stilling,  with  her  towen  ukd 

Upon  their  fleet  career  look'd  down. 
SIX 

Ab  np  the  flintj  path  the;  strain'd 
Sudden  hia  steed  the  leader  rein'd  ; 
A  signal  to  his  Bqniro  be  flnng. 
Who  insLmt  to  his  Btirrap  sprang :  — 
"  Uecut  thou,  So   Vani,   yon  woods- 
man grey, 
Who  town-ward  holds  the  rooky  way, 
Of  Btaturo  tall  and  poor  array  ? 
Mark'st  thon    the    fino,  jtt  active 

With  wtiicb  he  scales  the  monntaiu- 

side? 
Know'tit  thon  from  whence  he  cornea, 

or  whom?"— 
"No,  by  luy  word  ;    a,  hurley  groom 
He  HeeiiiH,  who  in  tho  field  or  ch:i«e 
A  baron's  train  wonlrl  nobly  grace."- - 
"  Out,  out,  De  Vaui!  can  fear  supply. 
And  jealousy,  no  sharper  eye  ? 
Afar,  ere  to  the  hill  he  drew. 
That  stately  form  and  step  I  knew  ; 
Like  form  in  Kcotlund  is  not  seeu. 
Treails  not  such  step   on   ScottiHh 

green. 
'Tis  Jnmes  of  Douglas,  by  Sai  nt  Sorle  ! 
Tlie  uncle  of  the  banish  d  Enrl. 
Away,  away,  to  court,  to  show 
The  near  approai'h  of  dreaded  foe  : 
The  Kin;;  luust  stand  u[>0DhiHgQnrd: 
I>ou;;liiKiinil  bo  muxt  in uct prepared. " 
Then  riifht-biknil  whucl'd  their  steeds, 

and  Htraiyht 
They  won  the  castle's  postem  gate. 

XX. 
The  DooglrLs,  who  had  lient  his  way 
From  L'aiiibns-Kcnneth's  abbey  grey, 
Now.  ns  he  climb'd  the  nicky  shcdf, 
Held  Mkd  communion  with  bimself  !— 
"  Yes  1  ull   is  true  my    feani    could 

A  prisoner  lies  the  noble  Gnume, 
And  fiery  Itoderick  soon  will  feel 
The  vengeance  of  the  royal  steeL 
I,  only  1,  can  ward  their  fate, — 


Qod  grant  the  ransom  oome  not  lata  1 
The  Abbess  hath  her  promise  givBo, 
Uf  child  shsJl  be  the  bride  ofHm- 

— Be  pardou'd  oae  repining  tMr  1 
For  He,  who  gsTe  her,  knows  how 

How  excellent  T  bot  that  is  by. 
And  now  my  busineaa  is — to  die. 
— Ye  towers!   within  whose  dronit 

A  Douglss  hj  his  sovereign  bled ; 
ADd  thon  I  0  sad  and  fat^  mound  !  * 
That  ott  hast  heard  the  death-axe 

Ab  on  the  noblest  of  the  land 

Fell  the  stem    beadsman's   bloody 

The  dungeon,  block,  and  nameless 

Prepare  —  for   Dotighu    seeks     hia 

lit  bark!  i 
Makes  tha  Francii 
And  see  !  upon  the  crowded  street, 
In   motley  groups    what   masqners 

Banner  and  pageant,  pipe  and  drum. 
And  merry  morrice-dancers  come. 
I  guesH,  by  alt  this  quaint  array. 
The  burghers  hold  their  sports  to- 
day. 
James  will  bo  there  ;  he  loves  finch 

Where  the  good  yoeronn  bands  his 

And  the  tough  wrestler  toils  his  foe, 
As  well  as  where,  in  prond  career. 
The  high-born  tiltcr  shivers  spear, 
I'll  follow  to  the  Csstle-park, 
And  play  my  prize  ; — King   James 

H hall  mark. 
If  af;e  has  tamed  these  sinews  stark, 
Whoso  force  bo  oft,  in  happier  days, 
His  boyish  wonder  lored  to  praise." 

XXL 
The  Castle  gates  were  open  flung. 
The  quivering  drawbridge  rock'dand 


nStstoorliiiiDab  wflf«i 
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And  ecbo'd  loud  the  flint;  street 
Beneath  the  coursers'  clattering  feet. 
As  slowly  down  the  steep  descent 
Fair    Scotliutd's    King   and    nobles 

While  all  along  tbe  crovded  tray 
Waa  jubilee  and  loud  huzza. 
And  ever  James  was  bcndins  low, 
To  his  white  jennet's  Bodclle^bow, 
Doffing  his  cap  to  city  dame, 
Who  smiled  and  blush'd  for  pride 

and  ahame. 
And  well  the   Eimperer    might    be 

He  cbobe  the  fairest  of  the  train. 
Gravely  he  greets  each  city  sire. 
Commends  each  pageant's  quaint  at- 

Givea  to  the  dancers  thanks  aloud. 
And  aniilesand  nodsnpon  the  crowd, 
Who  rend  the  heavens  with   their 

acclaims, 
"Lon^  live  the   Commons'   King. 

King  James!" 
Behinrl  the  King  throng'd  peer  and 

knight. 
And  noble  dame  and  damsel  bright. 
Whose  fiery  steeds  ill  brook'd  the 

Of  the  steep  street  and  crowded  way. 
^Diit  in  the  train  you  misht  discern 
Dnrk  lowering  brow  and  visace  stern ; 
There  nobles  monm'd  their  pride 

restrain 'd, 
And  the   mean  burgher's  joys   dis- 

And  chiefs,  who,  hostile  for  their 

Were  each  from    home  a  banish'd 

There  thought  upon  their  own  gray 

Their  waving  woods,   their    feudal 

And  deem'd  thomselTes  a  shameful 

Of   pageant  which   they  oursed  in 

xxn. 

Now,  in  the  Castle-park,  drew  oat 
Their  cheqner'd  bands   the  joyous 


There  morricera,  with  bell  at  heel. 
And    blade    in   hand,   their   maze« 

Bnt  chief,  beside  the  butts,  there 

Bold  Robin  Hood  and  all  his  band, — 
FriarTuck  with  qoarterataff  and  cowl, 
Old  Scathelocke  with  his  surlyscowl. 
Maid  Marion,  fair  as  ivory  bone, 
Scarlet,  and  Mutch,  and  Little  John; 
Their  bugles  ohallenae  all  that  will. 
In  archery  to  prove  their  skill. 
The  Douglas  bent  a  bow  of  might, — 
His  first  shaft  centered  in  the  white. 
And  when  in  torn  he  shot  again, 
Uia  second  split  the  flrst  in  twain. 
From  the  King's  hand  mast  Doaglaa 

take 
A  silver  dart,  the  archer's  stake; 
Fondly  he  watch'd,  with  watery  eyc^ 
Some  answering   glance  of   sympa- 
thy.- 
No  kind  emotion  made  reply  I 
Indlfierent  as  to  archer  wight, 
The  monarch  gave  the  arrow  bright, 

xxrn. 

Now,   clear  the   ring !  for,   hand  to 

The  manly  wrestlers  take  their  Bland. 
Two  o'er  the  rest  superior  rose. 
And  proud  demanded  mightier  foes. 
Nor  cidl'd  in  vain;  for  Douglas  came. 
— For  life  is  Huchof  Lorbcrt  lame ; 
Scarce  better  John  of  Alloa's  fare. 
Whom  Bcnaeless  home  his  oomradea 

Prize  of  the  wrestling  match,    the 


Kino 

ToDongl 


I  gave  B  golden  ring, 
'      lanced  his  ei 
I  of  wintry  if 


While  coldly  glanced  his  eve  of  blue, 

ai  of  wintry  dew, 
d   speak,    but   in   bis 


His  struggling  soul  his  words  snp- 

Indignant  then  he  tnm'd  him  where 
Their  arms  the  brawny  yeomon  bore. 
To  hurl  the  massive  bar  in  oil. 
When  each  his  utmoxt  strength  had 

The  Douijtas  ront  an  earth-fast  ston« 
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From  its  deep  bed,  then  heaved  it 

higli. 
And  Bent  the  fragment  throogb  the 

A  rood  beyond  the  farthest  mark; — 


To  Btrengera  point  the  Donglas-caat, 
And  moralize  on  the  decay 
Of  Scottish  Bttength  in  modem  da;. 
iSIV. 

The  vale  with  load  applauses  rang, 
Tho  lAdiea'  Rock  eput back  the  clang. 
The  King,  with  look  nnmcTed,  be- 

Btow'd 
A  pacHc  well-fill'd  with  pieces  broad, 
ladi^nnt  Hmiled  the  Donglan  prund, 
And  threw  the  gold  among  the  crowd, 
Who  now,  with  anxioao  wonder,  hcmi. 
And  Bharper  glance,   the  dark  grey 

Till  whispers  rose  among  the  throng, 
That  heart  lui  free,  and  hand  sii  strong, 
Most  to  the  DongloB  blood  belong; 
The  old  men  inark'd,  and  shook  the 

head, 
To  see  his  hair  with  Kilver  spread, 
And  wink'd  aside,  and  told  each  son, 


;iiled  from  his  native  land. 

The  women  praised  his  HtJitely  form. 
Though  wreck'd  by  many  a  winter's 


The  yr.uth  with  awe  and  wonder 
Hia  strt^ncth  surpaesing  Nr'—  ' 
Thus  jinU[ed,  an  is  their  wuui,  m 

to  clfimonra  lond. 


htw. 


">g. 
With  Doiiulas  held  cominuDion  kind.  : 
OrraH'dtlic  banishduian  to  mind; 
it",  not  fi-om  those  who,  ut  the  chase, 
Oni'e  hi-ld  his  aide  llie  hnnour'd  place, 
]'..'i;<rt  hlH  board,  and,  in  the  field. 
Found  Kufety  nndemeath  his  ahicld; 
For  he,  whom  royal  eyes  disown, 
^hen   vus   his    form    to    coortierB 


XXV. 
The  Monarch  saw  the  gambols  fli« 
And  bade  let  loose  a  gidlallt  ataft 
Whose  pride,  the  hobdky  to  orown. 
Two  faToorite   greyhoandB  sboold 

pnll  down. 
That   Tenison   free,    and    Bordeatu 

Might  setre  the  archery  to  dine. 
Bnt  Li;Jra,^whom  from  Donglaa'  sida 
Nor  bribe  nor  threat  could  a'er  diride, 
The  fleetest  honnd  in  all  the  North, — 
Brave  Lufra  aaw,  and  darted  forth. 
She  left  the  royal  honnds  mid-waj. 
And  dashing  on  the  antler'd  pr^, 
Sunk  her  al^rp  mnzzle  in  bu  flank. 
And  deep  the  flowing  life-blood  drank. 
The  King's  Btont  hontsman  saw  tha 

By  strange  iDtra4er  broken  abort. 
Come  up.   and   with  his  leash    on- 

bonnd, 
In  anger  sCmck  the  noble  hotmd. 
—The   Douglas   had    endured,  that 

Tiia   King's  cold  look,  the  noblea' 

And  loht,  and  worst  to  spirit  prcind. 
Had  borne  the  pity  of  the  crowd; 
But  Lufra  had  been  fondly  bred, 
To  sharo  his  board,  to  watch  his  bed. 
And  oft  would  Ellen  Lnfra'a  neck 
In  maiden  ^lee  with  garlands  deck; 
They  wtre  such  playmates,  that  with 

Of  Lufra,  Ellen's  ima^e  came. 
His  HtittL'd  wrath  is  brunming  high, 
In  darken 'd  brow  and  flashing  eye: 
As  waves  beloro  the  bark  divide, 
The  crowd  ttave  way  before  his  stride; 
Needs  but  a  buffet  and  no  more. 
The  groom  lies  senHeless  in  his  gore. 
Hnch  blow  no  olhvr  Laud  conid  deal. 
Though  guuDtleced  in  glove  of  steeL 

XX  VL 
Then  claniour'd  load  the  royal  train. 
And  bruudiBh'd  KWordH  and  staTes 

But   stern    tho   Baron's   warnings 

"Back  I 
Back,  on  yonr  liven,  ye  menial  pack  I 
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Btfwaie  the  Douglas. — Yes  t  behold. 
King  Jomea  I  the  DouglBB,   daom'd 

of  old. 
And  Toinl]'  songht  for  near  and  1 
A  rictim  to  atone  the  war, 
A  willing  Tictim,  now  attends. 
Nor  craves  thy  grace  bnt   for   hia 

friends.  "— 
"Thus  is  my  clemoncj  repaid? 
PiesamptaonH  Iiord ! "  the  monarch 


The  oulj  man.  in  whom  a  foe 
My  womon-niercy  would  not  know: 
But  sbiUl  a  Monarch'B  pcesence  brook 
Iniurions  blow,  and  haughty  loot?— 
What  ho  1  the  Captain  of  our  Guard  I 
Give  the  offender  fitting  woid,^ 
iireak  off  the  sports  I" — for  tumult 


I    bend    their 


And    yeomen    'gan 

bOWH.— 

"Break  off  the  sports  t"  be  said,  and 

"And  bid  our  horsemen  clear  the 
giotmd.'' 

XXVIL 


The  horsemen   priek'd   among   the 

Kepell'd  by  threats  and  insnlts  loud; 
To  Garth  arc  borne  the  old  and  weak, 
The  timorous  fly,  the  women  shriek; 
With  flint,   with   shaft,   with    staff, 

with  bar. 
The  hardier  urge  tumultuous  war. 
At  once  round  Douglas  darkly  sweep 
The  royal  spears  in  circle  deep. 
And  slowly  scale  the  pathway  steep; 
While  on  the  rear  in  thunder  pour 
The  rabble  with  disordert^d  roar. 
With  grief  the  noble  Douglas  saw 
The  CommoDS  rise  against  the  law. 
And  to  the  leading  soldier  said, — 
"  Sir  John  of  Hyndford  1  'twas  my 

blade 
That  knighthood   on  thy    ahonldei 

laid; 


For  that  good  deed,  permit  me  then 
A  word  with  these  mi^^ded  men. 

xxvm 

"  Hear,  gentle  friends  I  ere  yet  for  me 
Te  break  the  bands  of  fealty. 
Uy  life,  my  honour,  and  my  cause, 
I  tender  free  to  Scotland's  laws. 
Are  these  so  weak  as  mnst  require 


Those  cords  of  lore  1  should  unbind, 
Which  knit  my  country  and  my  kind  ? 
Oh  no  1    Beliere,  in  yonder  tower 
It  will  not  soothe  my  captire  hour. 
To  know  those  spears  our  foes  should 

me  iu  kindred  gore  are  red; 
To  know,  in  fruitless  brawl  begim. 
For  me.  that  mother  wails  her  son; 
For  me.  that  widow's  mate  expires; 
For  me.tluit  orphans  weep  their  sires: 
That  patriots  mourn  insulted  laws; 
And  cnrse  the  Douglas  for  the  cause. 
O  let  your  patience  ward  such  ill, 
Andkeep  yonr  right  to  love  me  stiU  P 

XXK. 
The  crowd's  wild  fury  sunk  again 
In  t«ara,  as  tempests  melt  in  rain. 
With  lifted  hands  and   ejea,   they 

pniy'd 
For  blessings  on  his  gsnerona  bead, 
Who  tot  his  country  felt  alone. 
And  prized  her  blood  beyond  his  own. 
Old  men,  upon  the  rerge  of  life. 
Biess'd  him  who  staid  the  civil  strife; 
And  mothers  hold  their  babeson  high. 
The  self-devoted  Chief  to  spy, 
Triumphant  over  wrongs  and  ire, 
To  whom  the  prattlers  owed  a  sire: 
Even  the  rough  soldier's  heart  was 

As  if  behind  some  bier  beloved. 
With   trailing    arms   and   drooping 

The  Douglas  up  the  hill  he  le<I, 
And  at  the  Castle's  battled  verge 
With   sighs   reaign'd   his  hoomti'd 
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The  offended  Uonarch  rode  apart. 
With  bitter   thought   and    Bwelling 

heart, 
And  voQld  not  now  Toucfasate 
ThTongh  Stirling 

"  O  Lennox,  who  ironld  wish  to  rale 
Thin  changeling  crowd,  this  common 

fool? 
Huac'st  than,"  he  said,  "  the  load  ao- 

With  vhich  they  shont  the  Donglaa' 


With  like  BTclaim  they  h^l'd  the  day 
When  first  I  liroke  the  Donglaa'away; 
And    like    accliiin    wonhl    Donglaa 

If  he  could  harl  me  from  my  Heat. 
Who  o'er   the   herd   would  wish  to 

reifp, 
Fonliuitic,  fickle,  fierce,  and  vain  ! 
Vuin  aa  the  leaf  upoQ  the  atrcam. 
And  fickle  as  n  chanceful  dream; 
Fantastic  as  a  woman 'a  mood, 
An<l  fierce  as  Frcnzy'a  fever' il  blood. 
Tboti  tQiwy-hcnded  monKter-thinK, 

0  who  would  wish  to  be  thy  king ! 

XXXL 

"  But  Boft  1  what  messenger  of  apeed 
Kpura  hitherwiird  bia  iumting  steed  ? 

1  uuess  his  copnilonce  aftir— 
Uhat    from    oDx   cousin,    Ji 


To  break  theii  moBter  mMvh'd,  utd 

Tour  graoe  will  hear  of  b«ttie  (ongU; 
Bnt  earnestly  the  £arl  beaon^t. 
Till  for  Bnch  danger  he  proTide, 
With    scanty    train    yon    wilt   not 

X'g'tn. 
"  Thou    waiu'at    me   I    haTe   dona 


Retrace  with  Epeod  thy  former  w^; 
Bpara  not  for  spoilins  of  thy  steed, 
Tha  best  of  mine  Rball  be  thy  mead. 
Say  to  our  faithfnl  Ix)rd  of  ^Sm, 
We  do  forbid  the  intended  war: 
Roderick,  this  mom,  in  single  fight, 
Waa  made  our  prisoner  by  a  knight; 
And  Doaalas  liath  himself  and  oanse 
Sabmitted  to  oac  kingdom's  laws. 
The  tidings  of  their  leaders  lost 
Will  soon  dissolve  the  mountain  boft. 
Nor  would  we  that  the  vulgar  feel. 
For   their   Chiera  crimes,  avenging 


Within  the  sate  and  guoriled  ground: 
For    some    foul   purpose    yet   un- 

Most  sure  for  evil  to  the  throne,— 
The    outlawed    Chieftain,    Itodorick 

Dh>i, 
Has  humiuonod  Iiis  relielHous  crew; 
'Tis  siiid,  in  ,Iam<.-s  of  liotbwetl's  aiil 
These  loose  bndditti  stand  nrraj'd. 
The  Eiitl  of  Mar,  this   mom,   from 

Doune, 


hie,- 

\  Yet,  ere  I  cross  this  lily  lawn, 
1 1  feor  the  broailswords  will  be  diswn." 

The  turf  the  flying  courser  spum'd. 

And  to  his  towem  the  King  retum'd. 
I  XXXUL 

:  lU  with  KiagJnmcs'a  mood  that  day, 
I  Suited  g.iy  feast  iind  minstrel  lay ; 

Soon     were    dismiss'd   the    courtly 
throng, 

And  soon  cut  short  the  festal  song. 

Nor  less  upon  the  Eodden'd  town 

The  evening  sunk  in  sorrow  down. 

The  burghers  spoke  of  civil  jor. 

Of  Moray,  Mar,  and  Roderick  Dhu, 
All  up  in  nrma:— Ibe  Douglas  too, 
Tliev  nionm'il  him  pent  within  the 

"  Whore  stout   Enrl  Wiliam   waa  of 

old"-- 
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,  Lnd  there  bin  word  the  aiieok 
I  And  finger  on  his  lip  be  laid, 
Oi  pointed  to  bis  dagger  blade. 
Bat  jade<l  horsemenrfroin  the  west. 
At  eTBninR  lo  tha  Castle  press'd; 
And  bnsy  talhersBaid  the;  bore 
TiilingB  ot  fight  on  Katrine's  Bhore; 
At  noon  the  deadly  fray  begun, 
And  lasted  till  the  ftet  of  son. 
ThuB  giddy  rumonr  shook  the  town. 
Till  oloaed   the  Night  bsr  pennouH 

(CANTO  SIXTH. 
Tht  Guard- Room. 

Tke  inn,  BWKhening,   thiongh    tbo 
Of   the   dork   city  casta  a  anUun 

Bonsii^^aach  caitiff  to  his  task  of  cars, 
Of  sinful  man  the  sod  iuUerit4mcB ; 

Snnmonitig  rer«IlerB  troiu  tbe  log. 
ging  danoe, 
Scartng  the  proirling  robber  to  bis 

OUding  OQ  battled  lower  the  warder' t 

And  warning  stadent  pole  to  leave 

bia  pen. 
And  yield  hia  drowsy  eyes   to  the 

kind  nurse  of  men. 
What  TKrioua  ECGnes,  and,  O I  wh»t 

Are  vitneas'd    by    tbtit    red    and 
Btntcgting  beam  I 
The  fever'd  patient,  from  hia  pnllet 

Throngh  crowded  baspital  beholds 
it  stream; 
Thfl  min'd  maiden  treiubluB   nt  ila 

"nie  debtor  wnkoa  to  thought  of 
gyraondjail. 
The  love-lorn  wttttb  stortH  from  tor- 
menting dream; 
Tha  wBk«fnT  mother,  by  the  glim- 
ing  pole, 

r  HicK  infant's  coach,  and 
Mwthes  his  feeble  wmL 


At  dawn  the  towers  of  Stir 

With  BOldier-step  and  weapoo'clsng. 

While  drams,  with  rolling  note,  fore- 


The  BunbcaniB  eonght  the  Court  of 

And,  struggling  with  tbe  smoky  air, 
Dawlon'd  tlio  torohea'  yellow  gWe. 
In  oomfortlesa  nllionca  shone 
The  lights  through  nroh  of  blaoken'd 

And  iihow'd  wild  shapes  in  garb  of 

Faces  detortn'd  with  beard  and  scar, 
AU  lioggurd  from  the  tniduight  watch, 
And  feverM  with  the  slera  debauch ; 
For  tbe  ouk  table's  uuuaivs  board, 
Flooded  with  wine,  with  fnguients 

And  bei^era  dnin'd,  and  oups  o'er- 

thrown, 
Rhow'd  in  what  sport  the  night  bad 

Some,  weary,   snored   on  floor  and 

Some   laboar'd  still  their  thirst   to 

quench ; 
Some,  chill'd  with  watching,  spread 

their  hands 
O'er    tbe    huge     chimney's     dying 

brands. 
While  ronnd  theui,  or  beside  them 

At  every  step  their  h&meHS  rung. 

ni. 

These  drew  not  tor  their  fields  the 

Like  teniints  of  a  fendal  lord. 
Nor  own'd  tbe  patriarchal  claim 
Of  chieftain  in  their  leader's  nune; 
Adventurers     they,  from    far   who 

To  hvo  bj  battle  which  they  loved. 
There  the  ItaUan's  clouded  fno^ 
Tbe  swarthy  Spuniatd'B    there  you 

The  mountain-loving  Switzerlhen 


SCOTT H  POETICAL  WORKS. 


Hole  fietij  breathed  in  monubtin- 

The  Fleming  there  despised  the  soil. 
That  paid  so  ill  the  labourer's  toil ; 
Xbeir  rolls  show'd  French  and  Ger- 
man names; 
And  merry  England's  exiles  came, 
To  share,  with  Ul-conceal'd  disdain. 
Of  Scotland's  paj  tbe  scanty  Ksin. 
All  bnre  in  atms,  well  tram'd  to 

The  licavf  halberd,  brand, and  shield; 
In  canipB  liuentious,  wild,  and  bold; 


IV. 
The;  held  debate  of  bloody  (ray, 

Fou^lit    'Cwixt   Loch    Katrine    and 

Achniy, 
Fierco  wiuj  their  speech,  and,  'mid 

their  words, 
Their  hands  oft  grappled   t«  their 

Nor    sank  their  tone  (o  spare  the 

Of  wounded  comrades  groaning  near, 
WhoHo  mangled  limbs,  snd  bodies 

Bore  toktu  of  the  mountain  sword, 
Though,  ueigbouring  to  the  Court  of 

Their  prayers  and  leveriBh  wails  were 

Sad  burden  to  the  ruffian  joke, 
And  Riivago  oath  by  fury  sirako  I — 
At  leugth  uit-startud  Jubn  of  Brent, 
A  yt-omon  ^oui  tUo  bonks  of  Trent; 
A  straugiT  to  rcKjiect  or  fear. 


it  a  hardy 
ISnt  Ktill  the  boldest  of  the  crew, 
When  deeil  of  dantjer  was  to  do. 
He  grieved,   that  day,  their   gomes 

Andniarr'dlhedicer'sbrawling  sport, 
AndhhonleiUooil.-'ltenewlhe  bowll 
And,  while  a  merry  catch  I  troll, 
Let  each  the  buxom  chorus  bear. 
Like  brethren     of    the   brand   and 


Sol^o'e  Sono. 
Our  Tiosr  still  preaches  that  Fet«r 

and  Poole 
Laid  a  swilling  long  coiae  on  tha 

bonny  brown  bowl. 
That  there's  wrath  and  despair  in  the 

bonny  black-jack, 
And  the  seven  deadly  sins  in  a  flagon 

Yet  whoop,  Bomaby  !  ofE  with  tny 

Drink  upseos*  out,  and  a  flg  for  Um 


Oni  Ticar  he  colls  it  d 

The  ripe  ruddy  dew  of  a  woman  s 

dear  lip, 
Says,   that  Beelzebub   lorke  in  her 

kerchief  so  sly, 
And  Ai>ollvoD  shoots  darts  trota  her 

merry  "blftck  eye. 
Yet  whoop,   Jock  !  kiss   Gillian   the 

quicker. 
Till  she  bloom  hko  a  rose,  ond  o  flg 

Our  vicar  thus  prenches^^nd  why 

should  he  nol? 
For  the  dues  of   his   cure  are  the 

placket  and  pot; 
And  'tis  right  of  his  oihco  poor  lay- 

Who  infrinKe  the   domains    of    our 

good  Mother  Church. 
Yet  whijop,  bully-bojsl  off  with  yoni 

liquor. 
Sweet  ilarjorio's  the  word,  and  o  flg 


VI. 


The  warder's  challenge,  he^rd  with- 

Staid  in  mid-ronr  the  meriy  shout. 
A  sohiiiT  111  thi-  portid  went,— 
"  Here  ia  old  lk>rtnim,  sirs,  of  Ghent; 
And,  — Wat  ftir  Jubilco  the  dram  I 
A  maid  and  mimtliol  with  him  come." 
Itertrom,  a  Fleming,  grey  and  ncarr'd, 
Wos  entering  now  uie  Court  of  Guard. 
A  harptr  with  him,  ond  in  plaid 


•  A  Jhilcb  boslih,  oi 


■inklns  nonl. 
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Of  tbe   looM   soeae  knd  boistaroiu 

"  What  nei»87''  they  roar'd:— "I  only 

From  noon  till  eve  we  fonght  with  foe, 

As  wild  and  as  nntametble 

As  the  mde  moimtains  whore  they 

,  On  hoth  aidoB  store  of  blood  is  lost, 
Normnoh  bucc««  can  either  boast."— 
"Bnt  whence  Ihy  captiveB,  friend? 

each  Bpoil 
As  theirs  mnst  needs  reward  thy  toil. 
Old  dost  tbon  wax,  and  wara  grow 

Thoa  now  bant  glee-mniden  and  harpl 
Uet  thee  an  ape.  and  tmdgo  the  1- 
Theleader  of  ajnggler  buid."— 
VIL 

■■  No,    comrade  ;— no  sncb    (ortniie 

After  the  fight  these  sought  onr  line. 
That  aged  harper  and  the  girl. 
And,  having  audience  of  the  Earl, 
Hat  bade   I    should   purvey    them 

And   brin^   them    hitherward   with 

Forbear  yoiir  mirth  and  rude  alarm. 
Nor  none  shall  do  them  shame  and 

"Hear  ye  bin  boast?"  cried  John  of 

Brent. 
Ever  to  Ktrife  and  Jangling  bent ; 
"Shall  bo    strike    doe    beside    our 

lodge. 
And  yet  the  jealou.s  niggard  grudge 
To  pny  the  forester  liis  lue  ? 
I'll  have  my  shore,  howe'er  it  bo, 
Despite  of  Uoray.  Mar.  or  thee." 
Bertram  his  forward  step  withstood  ; 
And,    burning    with    hia     vengeful 

Old  Allan,  thongh  unfit  for  Htrifc, 
Laid  hand  upon  bix  duguer-knifo  ; 
l!ut  Ellen  boldly  stopp'dlictn'eeD, 
And  dropp'd    at     once     tlio    tartan 


So,  from  his  momji^  dond,  appaus 
The  sun  of  May,   through  aummoi 

Ibe  savage  soldiery,  amaxed. 
As  on  descended  angel  gated  ; 
Even    hardy    Breni^     abash'd   and 

Stood  half  nHmji-ing,  half  aahamed. 

vm. 

Boldly  she  spoke, — "Soldier*,  attcodl 
My  father  wu«  the  soldier's  friend ; 
Cbeer'd  bim  in   camps. 


And  with  him  in  the  battle  bled. 
Not  from  the  valiant,  oc  the  atrong. 
Should      exile's      ilanghter      suffer 

Answer'd  Da   Brent,   most   forward 

still 
In  every  feat  or  good  or  ill, — 
"  I  shame  uio  of  tbe  part  I  play'd  : 
And   thou   on  outlaw's   child,    poor 

An  outlaw  I  by  foreet  laws. 

And  merry  Needwood    knows    the 

PoorKose,— if  Rose  be  living  now,"— 
He  wiped  bis  iron  eye  and  brow, — 
"  Must  bear  such   age,  I  think,   as 

thou,— 
Hear  ye,  my  mates  i  I  go  to  call 
The  daptain  of  our  watch  to  baU  : 
There  hes  my  halberd  on  the  floor ; 
And  he  that  stops  my  halberd  o'er. 
To  do  the  moid  mjnrious  part. 
My  shaft  shall  quiver  in  his  heart  I — 
lieware  loose  speech,  or  j  eating  roagh: 
Yeall  know  John  deBr^L  E^ot^h.'' 

IX. 
Their  Captain  come,  a  gallant  young. 
(Of  Tullitjatdinu's  bouse  he  spruno). 
Nor  wore  lie  yet  the  spurs  of  knight; 
Gay  was  bis  uiicn,  his  bnmotir  hght. 
And,  thoutib  by  courtesy  controU  d. 
Forward  bin  speech,  bis  bearing  bold. 
Tbe  bi);b-bom  maiilcn  ill  couldbrook 
The  scanning  of  h^s  curious  look 
And    dauntless    eye  ;— and   yet,    in 

Young  Lewis  was  a  generous  youth: 
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But  Ellen's  lorel;  face  and  mien, 
ni  Buited  to  the  gftrb  and  Bcene, 
Migbt    lightly     bear     oonstrnctaoD, 


oidt 

.  TO  to  1 , 

,  alfre;  white,  with  Wrper  boar, 
Like  err&nt  daraoacl  of  yore  ? 
Does  thy  high  qnegt  a  knight  require, 
Or  may  the  venture  snit  a  squire  ?"— 
Her   doik  eye  floah'J  ^sbe  paused 

tad  eigh'd,— 
*'  O  what  have  I  to  do  with  pride ! — 
ThroDgb  scenes  of   sorrow,   shame, 

and  strife, 
A  SDppliout  for  a  lather's  life, 
I  Clave  an  audience  of  the  King. 
Itehold,  to  back  luy  suit,  a  ring. 
The  royal  pledge  of  grateful  eliiima. 
Given  by  tbs Monarch  tuFitz-James." 


The  signet'ring  young  LewiN  took, 
With  ilocp  respect  and  alter'd  look; 
And    suid, — "This   ring  our  duties 

And  pardon,  if  to  worth  unknown. 
In  Kcmblance  mean  obscurely  veii'd. 
Lady,  in  aught  my  folly  fiiil'd. 
Soon  OS  the  day  mngs  wide  his  gates. 
The  King   ebiul  know  what  suitor 


PIooBc;    you,    meanwhile, 

BepoHB  you  till  hie  waking  hour; 
Female  attendance  shall  obey 
I'oor  best,  for  service  or  array. 
Peniiit  I  mnrsball  yon  the  way." 
l)ut.  «ro  she  followed,  n-ith  the  grAce 
And  open  bounty  of  her  nice. 
She  bnde  her  alenderpurHO  be  shared 
Among  the  soldiers  of  the  guard. 
The  rest  with  thanks  their  guerdon 

took; 
But   Brent,   with  aliy  and  awkward 

On  tho  reluctant  maiden'K  hold 
Pureed    binntly    baek   the  proffer'd 

giild  ;- 
"Fotuivu  a  haughty  English  heart. 


And  O  toiget  its  mder  put  I 

The  vacant  purse  shall  oe  my  shan. 

Which  in  my  barret-cap  I'll  bear, 

Perchonce,  in  jeopardy  of  war, 
Where  gayer  crests  may  keep  afar." 
With  thanks— 'twas  all  she  ocMild— the 

Tjia  rugged  courtesy  repaid. 

XL 
When  Ellen  forth  with  Lewis  went, 
Allan  made  suit  to  John  of  Brent: — 
"  My  lady  safe,  O  Jet  your  grace 
Give  me  to  see  my  master's  face  I 
His  minstrel  I,— to  share  his  doom 
Bound  from  the  cradle  to  the  tomb. 
Tenth  In  descent,  since  first  my  sires 
Waked    for    his    noble   house  their 

Nor  one  of  all  the  race  was  known 
But  prized  its  weal  above  their  own. 
With  the    ChiifB    birth  begins  our 

Our   harp    must   soothe  the   infant 

Teach  the  youth  tales  of  fight,  and 

His  earliest  feat  of  field  or  chase; 
In  peace,  in  war,  our  rank  we  keep. 
We  cheer  his  board,   we  eootbe  nia 

Nor  leavehim  till  wo  pouroor  verse — 
A  doleful  tribute  !— o'er  his  hearse. 
Then  lut  me  share  his  captive  lot ; 
It  IS  my  right— deny  it  not !" — 
'•  Little  wo  reck."  mid  John  of  Brent, 
"  We  Southern  men,  of  long  descent; 
Nor  wot  we  how  a  name — a  word — 
Wakes  clansmen  vassals  to  niord: 


I  had  not  dwelt  an  outcast  here. 
Come,  good  old  Minstrel,  follow  me; 
Thy  Lord  and  Chicltom  shalt  thoa 


Then,  from  a  rusted  iron  hook, 

A  bunch  of  jKinderons  keys  he  too^ 

Lighted  a  torch,  and  Allan  led 
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Throngb  grated  tnAt  end  passage 
Porloii  Uiey  pass'd,  vhere,  deep 
Spoko  priaouer'B  moao,  and  fetters' 


i,  and  headBman'E 


ly  Btorei , 
Lay  wheel,  and 

And  many  an  bideona  engine  grim, 
For  vrencbing  joint,  and  cmshing 

By  artiHt  form'd,   who   deem'd    it 
fihame 

And  Fin  to  gire  tbeir  work  a  name. 
The;  halted  at  a  law-brow'd  porcli, 
And  Srent  to  Allan  gave  the  torch, 
While   bolt  and  chain  ho  backward 

■  ToU'd, 
And  made  the  bar  nnhosp  its  hold. 
They  enter'd  :— 'twau  a  prison-room 
Of  Bturn  security  and  gloom. 
Yet  not  a  dangeon  ;  t'ur  the  day 
Through  lofty  gratings  founil  its  way. 
And  mde  and  antique  garaiture 
Deck'd  the  sad  wallu  and  oaken  floor, 
Such  aa  tlie  rugged  days  of  old 
Deem'd  fit  for  captive  noble's  hold. 
"Here,"  said  De  Breat,  "thoumay'st 

remain 
Til]  the  Leech  Tiait  him  again. 
Strict  is  his  charge,  the  warders  tell, 
To  tend  the  noble  prisoner  well." 
Betiring  then,  the  bolt  ho  drew. 
And   the    look's   murmniB    growl'd 

Bonsed  at  tbe  sonnd,  from  lowly  bed 
A  captive  feebly  raised  his  ko^id; 
The  wondering  Minstrel  look'd,  and 

}fOtliis  dear  lord,  but  Roderick  Dhu  ! 
For,  come  from  where  Clan-Alpine 

fought, 
^ey,  erring,  deem'd  the  Chief  he 

BODght. 

TCnT. 

As  the  tall  Bhip,  whose  lofty  prore 
Shall  never  Bt«m  the  billows  more, 
Deserted  by  h^r  tfoUant  bond, 
Amid  the  breokTiiB  ties  ostraad,— 


So,  on  his  conch,  lay  Roderick  Dhn  I 
And  oft  his  fvver'd  limbs  be  threw 
Id  toss  abrupt,  lis  when  her  sides 
Lie  rocking  in  the  advancing  tides. 
That  shake  her  frame  v^'itb  ceaseless 

Tet  cannot  heave  herfrom  herseat; — 
U !  how  unlike  her  course  at  sea  1 
Or  his  free  step  on  hill  and  lea  !— 
Soon  AH  the  Minstrel  he  could  scan. 
■■What  of  tby  lady  ?  -  of  my  cLm?-- 
My  mother?— DoaglBS?—teU  me  aUl 
Uavolhcy  been  ram'd  in  my  fall? 
Ah,  yes  I  or  wherefore  art  Ihon  here? 
Yet   speak,— speak   boldly,--do  not 


"  Who  fought— who  fled?— Old  man. 

be  brief; — 
Some  might— for  they  had  lost  their 

Chief. 
Who  basely  live?  --who  bravely  died?'' 
"  0  cidm  thee,  Chief  ] "  the  Minstrel 

"Ellen  is  safe;"— "For  that,  thank 

Heaven  !" — 
'And    hopes   are    tor  Che  Douglas 

The  Lady  Margaret,  too.  ia  well; 
And.  fur  tby  chm,-  on  field  or  fell, 
Hns  never  borii  of  minstrel  told. 
Of  combat  fought  bo  true  and  bold. 
'ITiy  stately  Pine  is  yet  unbant, 
Tbongh  many  a    goodly   bough  ia 

SIV. 

The  Chieftain  rcar'd  his  form  on  high. 
And  fever's  fire  was  in  his  eyo; 
Hut  fjliQKtly,  pale,  and  livid  strealis 
Chequer'il    his    swarthy    brow   and 

cheeks. 
— "Hark,  Minstrel !  I  have  hoard  theo 

play, 
With  mtmure  bold,  on  festtd  day. 
In  yon  lone  iale,  .  .  .  again  where 

Shall  harper  play,  or  warrior  hear !. . . 
That  stirring  air  that  peels  on  high. 
O'er  Derntid's  race  our  victory. — 
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Strike  it  1— and  th^i,  (for  veil  tbon 

EVee  from  thy  minstrd-epiritglBnoeil, 

Fling  me  tlie  picture  of  tbe  light, 
M'lien  met  iiiv  clan  the  Suioa  might. 
I'U  listen,  till  m;  fancy  lieani 
The  clang  of  awords,  the  crash  of 

Bpears ! 
These  grates,  these  woUb,  Bbull  vanish 

For  the  fair  field  of  fighting  men. 
And  my  froo  spirit  burst  awoy. 
As  if  it  Bo:ir'd  ttom  bultle  fray," 
Thr  tTi'uiblingllard  with  aweobey'd, 
Slow  on  the  harp  hia  hand  he  Uid; 
But  soiin  ri'mumbnuict-of  the  eight 
Ue  vitneHs'd  from  the  luuuutain's 

height, 
With  whut  old  livrtram  told  at  night, 
Avnkeu'd  tliii  ftUI  {Hiwei'otKiing, 
And  Ijiirc  him  in  cnri'er  niout;— 
As  Bhollop  hinnohVl  on  river's  tide, 
TUnt  slow  mid  fi-iirfid  Iciiv.-s  the  Hit1(^ 
liut,  when  it  fci'U  (he  middle  stream. 
Drives  iliiwaward  ewift  as  Ughtnii^'s 

XV. 

B'lWe  !•/ B'^iF  an  Duine. 

"The  )IiutitTcl  cumu  once  more  to 

The  i-iistom  ridse  of  Benvenne, 
I'lir.  ero  ha  pnrted,  he  would  soy 
I*;irpwvll  to  lovely  Loch  Arhtoy— 
M'hi>re  shnll  lie  lin'l,  in  furei(;n  land, 
tin  luno  a  lake,  na  sv'i:<a  a  etr.inil ! 
ThiTc  is  n»  breeze  spun  thuferti, 

Kur  ripiile  on  the  hike, 
Cnon  her  ij  ry  nods  the  erne, 

The  •[vvt  has  snn;;ht  (he  brake; 
The  sm:dl  Innla  will  nut  Hing  idoud, 

'llie  springing  trout  liiB  slill. 
So    ihiTKly  glifouis    yon   thunder 

Thut  swiithcB,  OB  with  a  porple 

Benlfdisdiatint  hill. 
Is  it  the  thander'H  Ridemn  sound 

Th.it  miilCers  deep  and  dread, 
Ori'ohoesfrom  the  gronning  ground 

The  Wiirrior'ti  measured  tread? 


la  it    tbe  lightning's  qnirenng 

gluice 
That  on  tbe  tbloket  Btreoma, 
Or  do  they  Sash  on  apearand  lanoe 


The: 


is! 


-   I  see  the  dagger-crest  of  Mar, 
I  see  the  Moiay^s  silver  star. 
Wave  o'er  the  cloud  of  Saxon  war. 
That  np  the  lake  comeu  winding  far ! 
To  hero  bound  for  batU&«trife, 

Or  bard  of  martial  lay, 
Twereworthtenyearaof  peacefolllfe, 

UiiB  glance  at  their  array  1 
XVI. 

"Their  ligbt-arm'd  archers  brand 

Survey'd  the  tangled  ground. 
Their  centre  ranks,  with  pike  and 

A  twilight  forest  frown'd. 
Tlii-Jr  barbed  horsemen.in  the  rear, 

The  stem  battalia  crown'd. 
Ko  cymbal  closh'd.  no  clarion  rang. 

Still  were  the  pipe  and  drum; 
Save  heavy  tread,    and  armour's 

Tlie  si3lcn  march  was  dumb. 
There  breBllied  no  wind  their  crests 

Or  wave  their  flngs  abroad; 
Scarce  the  frail  tis^ien  scem'd  to 

That  shadowd  o'er  their  rond. 
Their  vaward    scouts   nu  tidings 

Can  rotise  no  lurking  foe, 
Nor  spy  a  trace  of  living  thing, 

Save  wlieo  lliey  mirr'il  the  rue; 
The    host  Diovus  like  a  deep-sea 


Where  rise 


a  its  pride 


Iligh-ewcllinfi,  dark,  and  slow. 
The  lake  is  iHiss'd,  and  now  they  gain 
A  narrow  and  a  broken  plain. 
Before  the  TrosncIi'H  niHge.l  jaws; 

And  here  the  horse  and  Bpoanuen 
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"  At  oace  there  roac  so  wild  a  yell 
Within  that  (lark  anil  narrow  dell, 
Ah  oil  the  flunda,  from  hoavea  that 


Iiiko  chaff  before  the  wind  of  heo- 

Tbo  archery  appeor. 
For  life!  for  life!  their  plight  they 

ply- 
And  sliriek,  and  shout,  and  b^ittlu- 

cry. 
And  ptaids  tind   bonnets  waving 

high, 
And  broadswords  flashing  to  the 


Paraiieiii  and  pursued; 
Before  that  tideoldiyhtoDdchaae, 
How  Hhnll  it  keep  its  rooted  place. 

The  Hiiearmen'B  twiliyhl  wood?  - 
•Down!  down!'  critd  Mar,  'your 
lances  down ! 

Bearback  both  friend  andfoe!'— 
Like  recdu   before  the    tempest's 

That  seried  grove  of  lances  brown 

Atoneelay  levell'dluw; 
And  cloHcly  ahoulderiikg  side  by 

The   briKtling    ranks    tha    onset 

'We'll    quell    the   BaT^e   monn- 


Ah  their  Tinchel*  c< 
H  fleet  a: 


xvm. 

"Bearing  before  them, in  tticir  course. 

The  relies  of  the  archer  force, 

Lilia  wave   with  crest  of  sparkling 

•  A  cirele  ofspurUmen,  who.  bj  burroiinci- 
\aK  ft  ffirat  apace,  nnd  rraAaaMj  nnmin-ini.'. 

tbrausli  Ihe  li. 


dcapcralo  cffom  la  break 


Bight  onward  did  Clan-Alpine  come. 
Above  the  tide,  each  broadsword 

bright 

Was   brandishing    like   beam   of 

light, 

EacQ  targe  was  dark  below; 

And  with  the  oceun'a  mighty  swing, 

When  heaving  to    the    tempesrs 

They  hurl'd  them  on  the  foe. 
1  heard  the  lance's  shivering  crash. 
As  when  the  whirlwiiid  rends  the 


deadly 


1   heard    the   broadsword's 

As  if  an  hundred  anvil's  rang ! 

But  Moray  wheel'd  hid  rearward  rank 

0(  borseiiieu  on  Clan-Alpine's  Sank, 

— *  Uy  banner-man,  nilvauee  ! 

I  see,'  he    cried,    'their    column 

Now,   tpiUonte !     for   yonr   ladies' 

Upon  them  with  the  lance  !'— 
The  horsemen  dash'd  among  the 

'break  through  the  broom; 
"  '"  '~^  Htont,  their  swords 


Their  steeds 


One  blast  upon  his  bugle  bom 

Were  worth  a  thousand  men  1 

And  refluent  throagh  the  past 


of 


The  battle's  tide  was  pour'd  ; 
Tauish'd  the    Saion'a    stmggling 

Tanisb'd  the  mountain-sword. 
As  IlrockliDD'a  chasm,  so  black  and 

Receivoa  her  roaring  linn. 
As  the  dark  ciivems  oi  the  deep 

Buck  I  lie  wild  whirlpool  in, 
So  did  the  deep  and  darksome  pass 
Devour  the  battle's  mingled  mass: 
None  linger  now  apon  the  plain, 
Save  tliose  who    ne'er   shall    fight 


BCOTT-B  POETICAL  WQBE8. 


SIX. 
"  Now  westward  rolls  tba  bottle's  din, 
Tbatdeepsnd  doubling  poHS  within, 
— llinstrel,  away,  the  work  al  late 
Is  beariua  on  :  its  iafme  wnit. 
Where  the   rude    Trosftoh's    dread 

defile 
Opens  on  Katrine's  lake  and  isle. — 
Grey  llenvenae  I  soon  repass'd. 
Loch  Katrine  lay  beneath  mo  cast. 
The  sttQ  is  aet ;— the  clonds  are 

The  loweriug  scowl  of  hcsTcn 
ka  ioky  view  of  viTid  blae 
To  the  deep  lake  has  f;ivcn  ; 
Stnuigo  goKts  of  wind  from  uioim- 

Swept  o'er  the  lake,  then  sunk  agen. 
J  heeded  not  the  eddvin^  Hurge, 
Mine  eye  bnt  saw  the  Trosnch's  gorge. 
Hine  ear  but  heard  the  Kiilleu  sinmd, 
Which  like  hu  earf  bquuke  hhuok  the 

ground. 
And  Kpokc  the  stern  and  dt^Hpciate 

That  jtarts  not  bat  with  partinK  life, 
Seeming,  to  miustrul  eiir.  tu  toll 
The  ilirgc  of  many  a  pikMtiug  kooI. 
Nearer  it  comeH-thc:  diui-wot»l  glen 
The  martial  Hood  disgnrucd  agen, 

Butnotinwinslu.itide; 
The  i.laided  warriors  of  tbo  North 
High  on  the  tuountoin  tbunderfortL 

And  overhang  itH  Bide ; 
While  by  the  lake  lielow  appears 
The  dark'uing  cluuil  of  Snxuu  spirtint. 
At  weary  bay  each  KhattcrM  band, 
Eyeing  their  foi-inen.  sternly  stand  : 
Tlieir   bonnets  stream  like  laltcr'J 

That  flings  its  fragments  to  the  gale, 
And  broken  anus  and  disarray 
Mark'd  the  fell  havoc  of  the  day. 


Tis  there  of  yore  the  robber  band 
Their  booty  wont  to  pile  ; 

My  purse,  with  bonnet-piecea  store. 

To  bim  wiU  swim  a  bow-shot  o'er, 
I  And  loose  a  shallop  from  the  shore. 
'  Lightly  well  tame  the  war-wolf  then. 

Lords  of  his  mate,  and   brood,   uid 

Forth   from   the   tanks  a  speumut 

On  earth     his   casque  and    ooislet 
rnng. 
He  plunged  him  in  the  ware  :— 
Al]  saw  the  deed  —the  porpoee  knew, 
And  to  their  rlamonrs  BenTenae 
.\  mingled  echo  gave  ; 
I  The  Saxons    shout,    their   mate  to 

I  The    helpless     females   scream   lor 


And 


fe<il 


I'ells  for  rage  the  monntuneer. 
■  then,  as  by  the  ontery  riTen, 
1  1 ..    _^|,g  jjjp  lowering 


Hit  billows  r< 

Well  for  the 
I         high. 
I  To  mar  the  Highland  marksmftn'a 


Forn: 
The  VI 


nd  him  shower'd,  'mid  nun 
nd  bail. 


The  Sainn  stood  in  sullen  trance, 
TiU  Moray  pointed  willi  hXs  bince, 

And  cried  -'Behold  yon  isle  1  ~ 
Sec!  noneare  loft  to  guard  itsetnmd. 


TH  of  the  Gael.— 

the  isle-and  lo  I 
His  hand  is  on  a  sLallop's  bow. 
—Just  then  a  QuMh  of  lightning  came. 
It  tinged  the  waves  and  strand  with 

I    uinrk'd    Dancroggan's    widow'd 

ISehiud  un  oak  I  saw  her  stand, 
A  naked  dirk  glcam'd  in  her  hand: 
It  durkcuM, — hut  umid  the  moan 
Of  wavi's,  I  heard  adyii^groan; 
Another  Aasli  I —the  spearman  flottts 
A  weltering  cone  benide  the  boats, 
And  the  stem  malron  o'crhim  stood. 
Her   hand  and   dogger    stieaming 
blood. 
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■"BeTenge t'lereDgel'   the   Saions 

TheGaeLi'  einlting  shunt  replied. 
Despite  the  elemental  rage, 
Again  thej  hnrried  to  engage; 
But,   ere    the;   closed   in  desperate 

fight, 
Bloody  with  spnmng  came  ti  knight, 
Sprang  from  his  liorae,  and,  from  a 

crag, 
WaTed  twixt  the  hoata  u  niillc.-whito 

flag. 
Clarion  and  troiiipet  by  hia  side 
Rang  forth  a  trace-note   high  and 

While,  in  the  Monotch'a  name,  afar 
An  herald'a  voice  foibadc  the  war. 
For  Bothwell'a  lord,   and   Baderick 

bold, 
Were  both,  he  aaid,  in  captive  hohl." 
—But   here   the  lay   made    aadden 

The    harp    escaped    the    MinBtrcl'a 

Oft  had  he  stolen  a  glance,  to  apj 
HowRoderick  brook  d  hia  minatrelsy: 
At  first,  the  Chieftain,  to  the  chime, 
With  lifted  hand  kept  feeble  time; 
That     motion    ceased,— jot    feeling 

strong, 
Varied  bis  look  as  changed  the  song: 
At  length,  no  more  bin  dcafeo'd  ear 
The  minstrel  melody  can  hear; 
His  face  grows  ahorp, — his  hands  are 

.   clencn'd, 
Ab  if  some 

Set  are  hia  teeth,  hia  fading  eye 
la  Htamly  fli'd  on  vacancy ; 
ThDs,  motionless,  and  uioanleas,  drew 
His  parting  breath,  stout  Boderick 

Dhnl— 
Old  Allan  Bans  lookM  on  aghast. 
While  grim  and  still  his  apiritpaas'd: 
Bnt  when  he  saw  that  life  wob  fled. 
He  ponr'd  his  wailing  o'er  the  dead. 

xxn. 


s  thy  tribe  thy  battles 


Breadolbone's    boast,    Clan-Alpine's 

For  thee  shall  none  a  requiem  say  ? 
—For  thee, — who  loved  the  minstrel's 

For  thee,   of   Bothwell's   house   the 

stay. 
The  shelter  of  her  eiiled  line. 
E'en  i  n  this  prison-honse  of  thine, 
I'll  wail  for  Alpine's  hononi'd  Pine  t 

"  What  groans  shall  yonder  yallers 

filll 
What  shrieks  of  grief  shall  rend  yon 

hill  I 
What  tears  of   burning   rage   shall 

thrill, 
When  mou 

dune. 
Thy  foil  before  the  race  was  won, 
I'hy  sword  ungirt  ere  set  ofann  ! 
There  breathes  not  clansman  of  thy 

But  would   have   given  his  life  for 

O  woe  for  Alpine's  hononr'd  Fine ! 

"Sadwaa  thy  lot  on  mortal  stage!— 
The   captive  thrush  may  brook  the 

The  [iriRon'd  eagle  dies  for  rage. 
Itrnve  ipirit,  do  not  scorn  my  strain  1 
And.  when  its  notes  awake  again, 
lOven  she,  ho  long  beloved  in  vain, 
Slinll  with   my  harp  her  voice  com- 

And  mix   her  woe  and  tears  with 

To  wail  Clan-Alpine's  hononr'd  Pine." 

xxni. 

Ellen,  the  while,  with  bursting  heart, 
liemain'd  in  lordly  bower  aput. 
Where    play'd   with    mony-colonr'd 

gleams, 
Through    storied    pane    the    rising 

beams. 
In  vain  on  gilded  roof  they  fall, 
And  lightfn'd  ap  a  tapestried  wall. 
And  for  her  use  a  menial  train 
A  rich  collation  spread  in  vain. 
Tbobonc^net  prondithecbambergay, 
.   Scarcedi^wonecorionsglKnceasliay; 
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Or,  If  Bho  loot'd,  twos  bat  to  sav. 
With  belt«r  omen  dawa'd  the  day 
In  that  lone  isle,  where  waved  on  high 
The  don-d^er'B  hide  for  canopy ; 
Where  oft  her  noble  father  shored 
The  simple  meal  her  care  prepnrod. 
While  Lnfrn,  eroncLing  bj  her  Bide, 
Her  station  dllim'd  with  jealous  pride, 
And    DoogUs,    bent    on    woodland 

Spoke   of   the    chnsa    to    Uolcolm 

Whose  answer,  oft  at  random  mode, 
The  wandering  of  bis  thoughts  be- 

tiay'd.— 
Those  who  such   eimple  jojs  1ibt6 

known, 
Aie  taught  to  prize  them  when  they're 

Bnt  sudden,  see,  she  lifts  her  bend ! 
The  «i  ndow  se  eks  with  i-auC  ions  trend. 
What  distant  luasio  has  the  power 
To  win  ber  in  this  wofnl  hour ! 
Twos  from  a  turret  that  o'erhiing 
Her  latticed  bower,  the  strain  woa 

XSIV. 

Ijiy  of  the  Isiipria-inrtUruiitaiiuin. 

"My  hawk  is  tired  of  p^rvhaDdhood. 
My  iille  greyhound  lunthi'S  his  food. 
My  horse  ia  weary  of  his  stidl, 
And  I  aiu  Kick  of  raptive  thrall. 
I  wish  I  were,  as  I  have  bern, 
Hunting  tbc  hurt  in  forest  (^I'on. 
With  bended  bow  and  bloodhound 

For  that's  the  life  in  meet  for  uia. 
1  bate  to  leurn  the  ebb  <if  time. 
From    yoQ  dull    steeple's   drowsy 

Or  mark  it  as  the  sunbeams  cniwl. 
Inch  after  inub  iJung  tbc-  wait. 
The  lark  was  wont  my  matins  rinjj. 
The  sable  rook  my  ve^ipers  siny, 
These  towers,  although  a  king's  they 

be. 
Have  not  a  hall  of  joy  for  nic. 
No  more  at  dawnini;  mora  I  rise, 
And  snn  myself  in  Ellen's  eyes. 
Drive  the  fleet  deer  thu  forest  tbrontjh. 


And  homeward  wend  with  efening 

A  blithesome  welcome  blithely  mee^ 
And  lay  my  trophies  at  her  feet. 
While  tied  the  eve  on  wing  of  glee,— 
That  life  is  lost  to  love  and  me  1" 

sxv. 

The  hcart'Sick  lay  was  hardly  md. 
The  tist'nor  had  not  turned  her  head. 
It  trickled  still,  tlie  stiirtiiig  tear. 
When  light  a  footstep  Etnioh  her  ear. 
And  Snowdoun's  gracefol  knight  was 

She  turu'd  the  hastier,  lest  agolm 
The    iirisonir    ttbuuld     renew    Us 

"Owelt-ome,  brave  Fila-James P  sh« 

"  How  may  an  almost  orphan  maid 
Pay  the  deep  di-W."— ■■0  sajnot  sol 
To  me  no  gt.ilitudu  you  owe. 
Xot  miut>,  idx4  I  the  boon  to  give, 
And  bid  thy  n.'ble  father  live; 
I  can  bnt  be  tbv  guide,  sweet  maid. 
With  Sfotliinira  king  thy  suit  to  ai^ 
Xo  tyniuc  he,  though  ire  and  pride 
Miiy  lav  bis  better  mood  aside. 
Come,  £tli;u.  Come  1  'tid  mord  Iha^ 

time, 
ITeboldshis  court  at  morning  prime.* 
With beatiUK  heart, uud  bosom  wrung 
As  lo  a  Lrolhcr's  arta  nhe  clung. 
Gently  ho  dried  the  Idling  ttnr, 
.\nd!^«ntlvwhisperMlni]poiindcheeri 
llt^r  fullering  Kicps  half  led.  half  stiud, 
Ibriiugh  gallery  fair,  and  high  arcade. 
Till,  at  its  tondi,  itH  win^s  of  pride 
A  portal  arch  unfolded  wide. 

XXVI. 
Wjthia  'twa:)  brllUnnt  all  and  light, 
k  tlinin^iiii;  Hin.>nc  ot  figures  bright; 
It  glow'd  iiu  l^lli'U's  daiuletl  Mij^ht. 
A»  when  the  K>:tting  sun  bos  given 
Ti^n  tli'iH!i.iud  hues  to  Kiimmcr  even, 
Aud  from  thi'ir  ti-isue,  ftmcy  tntmeit 
Ai'rinl  kniiihts  and  fairy  dawis. 
Still  by  ritzJames  her  footing  stfud; 
A  few  flint  st«ps  she  torward  made. 
Thin  slow  her  drooping  head  she 
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The  dieodcd  prince  wbosa  will  was 

fata. 
She  g;iied  on  many  a  princely  port, 
MigliC  well  have  ruled  a  ttiytA  coart; 
Uo  muny  a  splendid  garb  slie  gazed, 
Then  turn'il  bewilder'd  and  amazed, 
Pot  all  Btooil  bare;  and,  in  thoroom, 
Fit!  James  alonu  worn  cap  and  plume. 
To  biu  CH«h  lady's  took  wiis  lent; 
Oa  hiitt  eiiuh  cooitier's  eye  was  bant; 
JIidHtfnrBandsilkH,aiidjowctB  sheen. 
He  elooil,  in  simple  Lincoln  ^recn. 
The  centre  of  the  clittering  nua. 
And  Saowdoon's  Hjiight  ia  Scouimd'B 

King. 

XXVIL 
As  wreath  of  anow,   on    monntain- 

Sltdes  fraiii  the  rock  that  gave  it  rest. 
Poor  Ellen  glided  from  her  stay. 
And  at  the  Uonarch'a  feet  she  lay; 
Ho  word  bet  choking  breast  com- 

muuds, — 
She  Bhow'd  the  ring,  she  claap'd  her 

0  t  not  a  moment  coold  ha  brook, 
The  (•L'neroos  prince,  that  aapplinnt 

Gently  be  mised  her;  and,  the  while 
Check'd  with   a  glance  the   circle's 

Gracofol,    bnt  grave,  het  brow    he 

And  bade  her  terrors  be  dimnias'il:— 
*'  Xes,  Fair;  the  wondering  poor  Fitz- 

The  fealty  of  Scotland  cLkims. 
To  him  thj  woea,  thy  wishen,  bring; 
He  will  redeem  hia  signet  ring. 
Ask  nought  for  Dong^;  jester  even. 
His  prince  and  he  have  much   for- 

given. 
Wrong  hath  be  had  from  slanderous 

I,  from  his  rebel  kinsman,  wrong. 
We  would  not,  to  the  vulgar  crowd. 
Yield  what  they  otaved  with  clamour 


Calmly  we  heard  ondjudgedbia  cause. 

Our  council  niiled,  and  our  laws. 

1   atanch'd  thy  father's    death-fend 

With  stout  Da  Vaux  and  Grey  Olen- 

And  Bothwell's  Lord  henceforth  we 

Thefricndand  bulwark  oConr  Throne. 
But,  lovely  inSdeT,  how  aow  ? 
■^VTiat  cloiidH  thy  miwliidioving  brow? 
Lord  Juinea  of  Douglas,  lend  thine 


Then  forth  the  noble  Donglaa  aprung. 
And  on  bia  neck  bis  diiutjbter  hnng. 
The  Monarch  dfiink,  thatbappy  bonr. 
The  sweetest,    hulicsl,    draught   of 

When  it  aia  say,  with  godliko  voice, 
Aibte,  sad  Virtue,  nad  rejoiot  I 
Yet  would  not  James  the  general  eye 
On  Nature's  raptureit  long  should  pry ; 
He  Htcpp'd  between — "Nay,  Dong- 
las,  nay. 
Steel  not  my  prosel.i-tc  awav  I 
The  riddle  'tin  my  ri^^ht  to  read. 
That  brought  tins  happy  chance  to 

Tea,  Ellen,  when  diiq^iscd  I  stray 
In  life's  more  low  but  li:ii>pier  way, 
'Tis   under   flamo   whieU   veils  my 

power. 
Nor  falsely  veils— for  Stirling's  tower 
Ofyoretheuameot'^nuwdonuclaimn, 
And   Normans   ciill   me  James  Fitz- 

Thus  walcli  I  o'er  iniulted  laws. 
Thus   leum    to    n^ht    the    injured 

Then,  in  a  tone  apurt  and  low,— 
"Ah,  little  traitri'is!  none  must  know 
What    idle    dream,     what     lighter 

thought, 
What  vanity  fall  dearly  bought, 
Joiu'd  to  thine  eye's  dark  witchcrafV 

Hy  speU-bound  steps  to  Benvenne, 
In  dangerous  houi,  and  all  but  gaT4 
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Tbj    Monarch's   1 

glaivo !  "— 
Aloud  he  Huoke— 

bold 


■Tlion   slill   dost 


What  BeeWfuir  Ellon  of  the  Kin^;?" 

XKIK. 
Pun    ▼til    tlie    conscious     mudca 


Anil  uioru  huu  iIcl-ui'iI  tbu  Munuruh's 

KindlL'il'Baiiisthim.who,  forhcrsiri', 
BelicllioaH  kriHkilsword  Iwihlly  iln^w; 
o  her  (-(.'ncnxiH  Tci'liui^ 


And  Hoaght  amid  tbj  faithful  oUn, 
X  rul'ugo  for  nn  ontluw'd  loan, 
Di.iliunoaring  thus  thy  loyal  noma. — 
Fettpraond  warder  for  the  GrKinot" — 


HuLP  of  tLo  North,  farewell  I    Hie 
hilb)  grow  ilaik. 
On  purple  pi-aks  n  deeper  elude 
desci.-Q<ling; 
In   tu'ilii;ht   (xipBO    the   glow-worm 
lights  hor  Hjuirk. 
Thu  dour,  koll-aeen,  are  tu  the  oot- 


idinR, 


»hu 


Itesuiiiedivwizardelm  !  tLefonntain 

i-i  m:iii:inu™  ivviiu^  iiui:.         ,  l.,Ti.lii..t 

iltlifi.Tiii'.M.fltoaOTciiDhn.  r      .  '.   ,  ,.  V 
Forljoiir  thy  Miit :    Iho   King    of         ,,,i„^";.,.i" 

^'"^''  .      ,-,  ■  ...■_    .        Thy  uniuhori'fiwoct  with   j 


I  hrepze,  thy  wilder 


t'l^Uo  from  the  (old 


in  stay  lifr's  pnrtin-  wings.     ■       -    ^.^         l,kudiu«, 

1  hniiw  uiH  heart,  I  know  hiH  Imnd,     |     ..-...' *"  . 

Have  BhurFd  hiu  chutr,  and  proved  | 

hiflbnijiil:  '  . 

Uj  fairest  earldom  would  I  gira 
To  bid  Clan-Aliiino'H  Chioftuin  livi'! 
IList  thou  no  oUier  Uvi.n  to  onve  ?        Y,,t_  oniu  nK:iin,  farewell,  thott  Min- 
"      ■■  ■      -•      .-  ■■■  r.lh!iriil 

oiiic  again,  forgive  my  feeble 


I'd  her  from  the ' 


lilnHhinj;,  itho 

King. 
And  to  tlic  Donghis  gavo  the  riug, 
As  if  she  wisli'd  hoFBiri'lii  Hjirak 
The  Huit  tltat  Gtain'd    her  ^t<^ 

chc.-k,— 
"Siiv.  thtn,  mv  |.le<lg-i  has  lost 

forv.-. 
And    hlubhorn    justice    holdit    her   w]^, 

Malcolm,  come  forth  1"-  -And,  nt  the  !      .Vnd  iitti-t 
M-,.r,l.  1  ,.i.,„„ 

nd's 


'  And  lit  til' reck  T  of  the  rt'nsnie  shari> 
Mav  idly  nivil  lit  an  idle  1.1V. 
■inB    Mueh'havoIowedlhyatniinsonUfe'H 
long  w;i.v, 
I      ThRiiiHh.s.     -  " •■'-- 


■I  kuoM'ii. 
I  th<-  M- 


night  dawn'd 

griff  deTonr'd 

iiioh  woes,  Enchant- 


Down  knv.l'dthcGni'nU'toSi-otlund'K   TLat  I  o'orlivi 

Lonl.  j         ress,  is  thim 

"For  thee,  raali  youth,  no  miiipliant  I 

sncs,  I  Hart!  ni  my  lingering  footstepn  slow 

From  thro  may  Ytngcanui!  ehiim  ht-r  ;         rriiro, 

(iu.'S,  Some  S[iirit  of  the  Air  has  wak'd 

Who,  nurtnrtnWudemusth  our  wiiiile,  thy  siriuj; ! 

Haa  paid  our    euro  by  tceachcrutiii ,  'Tis  now  a  nuniph  bold,  with  toaub 
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Tia  aow  tho  hnsb  of  Fairy's  frolic 
wing. 
B«cedii^  now,  the  dying  uambeis 

F&inter  and  fainter  down  the  rug- 
ged dell. 


And  aowUie  mountain  breezesBcarce- 
ly  brin^ 
A  wandering  witch-note  of  the  dis- 
tant spell  - 

Andnow.'tiBBilentalll — Encbantiesg^ 
fare  thee  Weill 


THE  VISION  OF  DON  RODERICK. 

INTRODVCTJOA'. 
I. 

whose  soondB 


LiTBa  there  n  stra 

of  monntiu^  fire 
May  rise  distinguisli'd  o'er  the 

din  of  war; 
Or  died  it  with  yon  Master  of  the 

'Whosnngbeleagner'dllioQ'B  evil 
Bbu? 
finch,    Weujhotoit,    might   reach 
thee  from  afar. 
Wafting   its    descant   wide  o'er 
Ocean's  mage; 
Kot  shoDts,  noT  clashing  aims,  its 
mood  could  mar. 
All  as  it  Bwell'd  'twiit  each  lond 
trumpet  change. 
That  clangs   to   Britain   Tictoty,  to 
Portugal  revenge  I 

n. 

Yes  I  such  a  strain,  with   all  o'er- 
poniiug  meuBQrc, 
Might  melodize  with  each  tumal- 
tuoDs  Eonnd, 
Each  voice  of  fuar  or  triumph,  woe 
or  pleasure. 
That  ringi  Mondego's    ravitgcd 
shores  aronnd; 
The  thundering  cry  of  hosts  with 

The  ^lale   shriek,   the   roin'd 
peaaant's  moan, 
The  shont  ol  captives  from  their 
chains  nnbooud. 
The  foil'd  oppressor's  deep  and 
■ullea  groan, 
A  Nktion'i  ohoisl  hymn  for  tyiauuy 
o'eitnivwii. 


Bat  we,  weak  minstrels  of  alaggard 

4*?' 


Skilld  bnt  to  imitate  an  elder 
page, 
Tiniiil  and  raptoreleas,  can  we  re- 
pay , 
Tbu  debt  thon  claim'st  in  thia 
exhauHted  age? 
Thon  givcst  onr  lyres  a  theme,  that 
might  engage 
Those  that  could  send  thy  name 
o'er  sea  and  land, 
\Vhite  sea  and  land  shall  laet;  for 
llomcr'tt  r^e 
A  theciio ;  a  theme  for  Milton's 
miebty  hand  — 
How  much  unmeet  for  ns,  a  faint  de- 
generate band  I 

IV. 

Ye  mouDtaiun  stem  1  within  whoae 
ragged  breast 
The  friondij  of  Scottish  freedom 

Y'e  torrents  r  whose  hoarse  sounds 
have  soothed  their  rest, 

Itetnming  froia  the  field  of  van- 
quished Iocs; 

Bay  LiLve  ye  lost  each  wild  mr^estic 

That  erst  the  choir  of  Bards  or 
Draids  flung; 
What  time  their  hymn  of  victory 

And  Ciittrneth's  glens  with  voice 
of  triumpli  rung, 
And  myNtio  Merlin  barp'd,  and  gref 
hair'd  Llywarch  sung  1 
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Ol  ilyonr  wilds  ench  mioBtreUy 
As   BQre   joar    clumgeful    galea 

When  Bweepiug  wild  and  sinking 

soft  again. 
Like  tmmpct-jabilep,  or   liarp'R 

wild  Hvay ; 
If  ye  can  uoho  snch  triumphant 


by. 

Then  lend  tho 

loved  j-uu  lonp ! 
Who  pioas  gather'ii  aiich  tradition 

grey. 
That  Uoota  yonr  BoLtary  wnates 

And  with  affection   vaia  gave  them 
new  Toice  anil  song. 
VI. 
For  not  till  now,  how  oft  soe'er  the 

task 
Ut    truant  Tcrtie  hatli  lightcn'd 
gnivi-c  fan-. 
From  Btusa  or  Sylvan  wna  he  wont 

luphruHc  poetic,  inspiration  fair; 
Careless  hu  guve  his  oumbt'm  to 
the  air, 
They  came  unsought  for.  if  ap- 

KoT  for  himself  prefen  he  now  the 
prayir; 
Lt.-t  but  hiH  TGI80  bufit  a  hero's 

Immortal  bo  tha  rerse  I — forgot  tbo 

TIL 
Hark,  from  yon  misty  cairn  their 

"Minstri:!!   tho  fame  of  whose 

Capriciona-aarelling  now,  may  soon 
bi^  liiKt, 
Like  tliD  light  flii^ktringof  n  cot- 
t.H!e  firo; 
If  to  such  bisk  jjrusnmptuous  tliou 

Uedi  not  tnaa  ns  the  meed  to 
warrior  due: 


Ago  after  age  hath  gathered  boh  to 

Since  our  (^ey  clilb  the  din  of 
conflict  knew, 
Or,  pealing  through  onr  Talei^  Ticto- 

rioua  bugles  blew. 


new  thi-ii 
By    milk-maid  si'i-n   beneath    the 

hawthorn  hour, 
Or  round    thu  marge  of  Minch- 

more's  haunted  spring ; 
Savo    where    their   legends   grey- 

hair'd  sbepherds  sing, 
That  now  ecuruu  win  a  listening 

eiLr  but  thine,. 
Of  feuds  obsuurc',  and  Border  ntT- 


And 


111  V. 


igmtt. 


;f:cd    deeds   recount  in 
-ed  line, 

'ht  fiiTJiv  made  on  Teviot, 
UrTj-ne. 

IX. 

arch  mmiinlic  Innds,  whera 

u'ith  unstinted  boon  ethe- 

feme, 

III'  rude  villager,  his  labour 

ii'  sixmiimi'diu  chants  some 

s  trib- 


■WTii^lher  Oliiliu'a  chwuis 

Ilir    evo   of   diamond,  and  her 

lix-ksofjel; 
Or  whether,  kinilliDg  ut  the  deeds 

of  GniTne, 
lie  hiiirt,  lo  wild  SIoriHCO  meas- 


Uio  llinly  cres 
Of  wild  Suvadu  > 


regions,  where 

t 

!Ver  gleams  with 
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'Where   i&  the  prond   Alhambta's 
rniu'd  breast 
Barbaric  monamcnts  of  pomp  re- 

Or  where  the  bannen  of  more  ruth- 
less foes 
Than  the  fierce  Hoor,  float  o'er 

Toledo's  fane. 
From  whose  tall  towers  eTsn  now 
tbe  patriot  throws 
An  aniioas  glance,  to  spy  npon 
the  plain 
The  blended  ranks  of  England,  Por- 
tngal,  and  Spain. 
XI. 
"  There,  of  Numontian  fire  a  swar- 
thy spark 
Stilt  lightens  in  the   HUn-bnmt 

The  stately   port,  slow  step,   and 
visage  dark. 
Still  mark  enduring  pride  and 
constancy. 
And,  if  the  glow  of  feudal  ohivelry 
lleom  not,   ajt  once,  thy  nobles' 
dearest  pritle, 
Iberia !  oft  thy  crestleaa  peasantry 
:'t'n  the  plomed  Hidalgo 


quit 


xn. 

"And  cherish'd  still  by  that  nn- 

changing  raoe, 
Are  themee  for  minstrelsy  more 

high  than  thine  ; 
Of  strange  tradition  many  a  mysUo 

Iie^end  and  vision,  prophecy  and 
sign  ; 
where  wonders  wide  of  Arabesque 

With  Gothic  tmageiy  of  darker 
■hade, 
Forming  a  model  meet  for  minstrel 

Go,    seek   Bncb    theme  1"— Tbe 
Mnnnijin  Spirit  Said  : 
With  filiaiawe  I  heard— I  heard,  and 
I  obey'd. 


Eeibis'o   their    crests  amid    th«f 

olondlesB  skies, 
And  darkly  clustering  in  the  pole 

moonlight, 
Toledo's  holy  towers  and    spires 

Ah  from  a    trembling   lake   of 
silver  white. 
Their  mingled  shadows  intercept 
the  sight 
Of  the  broiul  burial-ground  ont- 
stretch 'd  below, 
And  nonghl  disturbs  the  silence  of 
the  night ; 
All  sleeps  in  sullen    shade,   or 
silver  glow, 
Ul  save  the  heavy  swell  of  Teio's 
ceaseless  flow. 

U. 

All  save  the  rushing  sw'ell 
tide. 
Or,   diatant  heard,   a 

Their  changing  ronnds  a 

horsemen  ride. 

To  guard   the  limits 

Buderiok's  (Amp. 

For,  through  the  nvor'n 

rolling  damp, 

Wiia     muny    a    proud 

Which  glunmer'd  back  og 

moon's  fair  lamp, 

Tissues  of  silk  and  silvt 


of  Teio's 
conrser's 

i  watchfol 
of  King 

nighl-fog 

dnst  the 


m 

But   of  their    Monarch's 
keeping  wanl, 
SincH  LkKt  the  dcpp-mouth'd  bell 
of  ve«pera  toU'd, 
The  chosen  soUlierH  of  the  royal 
gourd 
The  post  beneath  the  prond  Ca> 
thedral  hold ; 
A  band  unlike  their  Gotbio  eires  of 
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Who,   for  the  cop  of  steel  end 

Bear  alender  darts,  luid  casqaes  be- 
deck'd  with  gold, 
While  dlTer-Btudded  belta  their 
shoulders  grate, 
Whero  ivory  quivers  risg  in  the  broad 
falcluoii'ii  place. 
IV, 
Di  the  light  lungnage  ot   an   idle 


Inag  delHV, 
And  belli  hia  ^ecgtbcn'd  orisoiui  in 

"  What !  will  Don  Itoderick  here 
till  moming  staj. 
To  wear  in  shrift  ond  pmyer  the 
nightawKj? 
And  uro  his  hours  in  unch  dull 

For     fair     Floriuda's     plundet'd 
charms  to  pay '!'' — 
Then  to  the  east  their  wenry  eyes 
they  cast, 
And  wisb'd  the  lingorinR  dawn  would 
glimmer  forth  at  last. 
V. 


Kin^'-. 

The  Hilvi-rlninp  a  filfid  lustm  sent. 
So  lotiR  that  Slid  loulession  uit- 
nessittfi: 
For  Roderick  told  of  many  a  hid- 
den til  ill);. 
Such  as  aru  lothly  ntli^'d  to  the 

When  Fear.  Remornc,  and  Shame, 
the  bosom  wriii^', 
And  Guilt  hia  he^ret  burden  con- 

And  Cooscience  Rocks  in  speech  a 
respite  from  despair. 
VI. 
Full  on  the  Prelate's  face,  and  sil- 

The  Ktreom  of  failing  light  was 
feebly  roll'd: 


Bat  Itoderick'B  visage,  though  hU 
head  was  bate. 
Was  sbadow'd  by  his  hand  and 
mantle's  fold. 
While  of  his  hidden  aonl  the  aina 
he  told. 
Proud  AJaric'a  deaoendant  oonld 

That  mortal  man  his  bearing  ahonld 
behold. 
Or  boost  that  he  had  seen,  when 
Conscience  shook. 
Fear  tame  a   monarch's  brow,    B»- 
morse  a  warrior's  look. 
VII. 
The  old  man's  faded  cheek  wax'd  jret 
more  pale. 
Ah  many  a  secret  aad  the  £ing  be- 
As  la'jfl  and  glance  eked  out  the  un- 
finished tale. 
When  iu  the  midst  his  faltering 
whisper  staid.  — 
"  Thus  royal  Witiza*  was  slain,  "—he 

"Yet,  holy  Father,   deem   not   it 

Thns    Mill    Ambition    Btrivefl    her 

"Oh!  riitbcr  deem  it  'twas  stern 
lieccBsily  ! 
Self-prcservution  bode,  and  I  must 
kill  or  die. 

vm. 

"  And  if  Florinda's  shrieks  alarm'd 
th»  air. 
If  she  invoked  her  absent  sire  in 

AdA  on  her  knees  implored  that  1 

would  upare. 
Yet,  rcven-nd  priest,  thy  Benteiice 

r.-vih  refrain !  — 
,U1  is  not  us  it  seems— the  female 

Know  by  their  bearing  to  dis- 
guiHi>  their  mood;"— 
Bnt  (-onscience  here,  as  if  in  high 
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Sent  to  tho  Monarch's  cheek  the 
blood- 
He  ataj'd  his  apeech  abrupt— and  vp 
the  Prelate  stood. 


"0  hardea'd  o&prisg  of  an  iron 

What  of  tliv  crimen,  Don  Boder. 
ick,  abnll'lssy  1 
Wbat  nlniB,  or  prayers,  or  penance 

Murder' !(  d'krlc  spot,  wash  trea- 
Bon'i  Htnin  awaj  1 
For  the  foul  raTiaber  how  shall  I 
pray, 
Who,    scarce    repentant,   makea 
bis  crime  hiabooat? 
Hoff    hope   Almighty    vengeance 
shall  delay, 
Unless  in  uiercy  to  yon  Christian 

He  spare  the  shopbeid,  leetthe  guilt- 
less ahecp  be  lost." 


Then  kindled  the  dark  Tyrant  in 
bia  moo<l. 
And  to   bia  brow   retnm'd    its 
dauntleas  gloom; 
"And  welcome  then,"  he  cried,  "be 
blood  for  blood, 
For  treason  treachery,  for  diahon- 


Yet  will  I  know  whence 
or  by  whom. 
Sboir,  for  thon  canst — give  forth 
the  isAeA  key, 
And  guide  me,  Priest,  to  that  mys- 
terioua  room, 
Where,  if  aught  true  iaoldt^adi- 


"IU-fBted  Prince  1   recall  the  des- 
perate word. 
Or  pJLnse  era  yet  the  omen  thoo. 
obey? 

Bethink,  yon  BpeU-boimd  portal 
woola  afford 


Never  to  former  Monarch  en- 
trance-way; 
Nor  shall  it  ever  ope,  old  records 

Save  to  a  King,  the  laat  of  all  bia 

What  time  hia  empire  tottera  to 

And  treason  digs,  beneath,   her 
fatal  mine. 
And,  high  above,  impenda  avenging 
wrath  divine."— 

sn. 

"Prelate !  a  Monarch's  fate  brooks 

Lead  on  r — The  ponTIerotui  key 

the  old  man  took. 
And  held  tbs  winking  lamp,  and 
led  the  way. 
By    winding   stair,    dark   aiale, 
and  secret  nook, 
Then  on  an  ancient  gateway  bent 
hia  look; 
And,  03  the   key  tbe  deaperale 
King  esaay'd. 
Low  mntter'd  thunders  the  Cathe- 
dral shook, 
And  twice  he  stopp'd,  and  twioe 
new  effort  made. 
Till  the  fange  bolts  roU'd  back,  and 
the  lonJ  binges  bray'd. 

xm. 

Long,  large,   and  lofty,   was  that 

vaulted  hall ; 
Hoof,  walla,  and  floor,  v 

marble  stone. 
Of  polish'd  marble,  block  aa  fouor- 

Carved  o'er  with  signs  and  char- 

A  poly  Ugbt,  aa  of  the   dawning, 

Through  the  sad   bonnda,    bat 

whence  they  could  not  spy; 

For  window  to  the  upper  air  was 

Yet,  by' that  light,  Don  Boderick 
could  descry 
Wonders  that  ne'er  till  then  were 
seen  by  mortal  eye. 


-e  all  of 
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XIT. 
Grim  Hentmels,  Dgainst  the  app«r 

wall, 
0(  molten  bronze,  two  Statutes 
held  their  place: 
HasBiTe   their  uakeil  limbs,  their 
Btatnre  tall. 
Their  frowning  foreheads  golden 
cin-lna  f^cc. 
jUoalded  they  suem'd  for  kings  of 

That  lived  lind  sinu'd  before  the  j 
avenging  flood;  | 

This  gnmp'd  a  scj'the,  that  rented 
on  a  mace ; 
This  spread  hid  'vings  for  flight, 
that  pondering  stood. 
Each  stubborn  secm'd  and  stem,  im- 
mntable  of  mood. 


Fix'd  vas  the  right-hand  Oiant'H 
brazen  look 
Upon  his  brother's  glass  of  shift- 


n  dne  propoT- 


ingf 


nd, 


I  measured  by 

'Wliose  iron  volume   loaded  his 
huge  hand; 
In  TChioh  won  wrote  o£  iniiny  a  fal- 
len land. 
Of  empires  lost,  and  kings  lo  ex- 
ile dnvcn: 
And  o'er  that  pair  their  name  in 
scroll  exi>and — 
"  Lo.    Destim   and    Tiue  !     to 
whom  by  Heaven 
The  gnidoneo   of  the  earth  is  for  a 
aeuBon  given.'-— 

XVL 
I  vbile  they  read,   the  sand- 


Eve 


An.l,    I 


IS   the    lAKt  and  : 
IB  did  iTeep, 
That'rigLt'hand  Giant  'gnn  1 
npiwav. 

Full  on  the  upper  wall  the  i 
sweep 

At  onee  deKcendud  with  the  force 
of  thunder, 


And  hntlinK  down  it  onesw   in 

crumbled  heap, 
The  marble  bousdat;  wu  nnt 

asunder, 
And  gave  to  Roderick's  view  nevr 

Bights  of  fear  and  wonder. 

xvn. 

ght  spy 
broach. 
Realms  as  of  Spain  i: 
prospect  laid, 
Caslfca  and  towers. 

As  by  some  skilfnl  artast's  hand 
portray'd. 
Here,  crossed  by  many  a  wild  Sier- 

And  boundless  plains  that  Uxa 
tbe  tnivellcT's  eye; 
There,  rich  with  vineyard  and  with 
olive  glftde. 
Or  deep-emhrown'cl    by   foresta 
hucc  and  high, 
Or  waBh'il  by  mighty   streams,  that 
slowly  murmnr'd  bj. 
XVIU. 
And  here,  as  erst  upon  the  antique 
stage, 
Po-ss'il  forth   the   baud  of  mas- 
<iner9  trimly  led. 
In  various  forms,  and  vorions  eqni- 

E^e, 
ile  fitting  strains  the  hearer's 
fancy  fed; 
So,  to  sail  Roderick's  eye  in  order 

Snecessive    pageants    flU'd   that 
mystic  scene. 
Showing    the    fate   of  battles  ere 
the;f  bled. 
And  iwuc  of  events  that  hod  not 


nd.  < 


it  stortlcH  from  a  heavy 


xrs. 

First  shrill'd  an  onrepeated  female 

It  seemed  as  if  Don  Roderick 
knew  the  call, 
For  Che  bold  blood  was  blanohinjf 
in  hia  cheek.— 
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Then  auii'grer'd  kcttle-dnun  and 

Gong-peal  and  c;iDbaI-clank  the 
ear  appal, 
Tha   Tecbir    war-crj,   and    the 
Lftlio'a  yell, 
Ring  wildlv  diRsonant  along  the 
hull. 
NeeiJH  ncit     to    Roderick    their 
drcail  impnrt  tell — 
"The  Mnor!"  he  pried,  "TheMoor  ! 
ring  out  the  Tocsin  bell  I 


xxn. 

1  tomnt  c 


IS  d  the 


Jnst  then, 

flier's  coane; 
The  dangeroos  ford  the  Kingly 

Likeness  tried; 
Bat  the  deep  eddies  whelm'd  both 

Swept    like  benighted    peasant 
down  the  tide; 
And  the  proud  Moslemah  spread 
dura:   ■       ■ 


"Theycc 


i!thftvi 


lellK 


a  the  tnrbiLnB  of  each 
Arab  horde; 
Swart  Znarab  joins  her  misbelisT- 
ini;  bonds. 
Alia  and  Mahomet  their  battle- 
word. 
The  choice  they  jdcld,  the  Eoran 
or  tho  Sword- 
See  how  the  Christians  msh  to 

In.  yonder  shont  the  Toice  of  con- 


their  native 
locaat  baud; 
Berber ood  Ismael's  sons  the  spoils 

'With  naked  scimitani  mete  out 
the  land, 
And  for  the  bondsman  boss  the  free- 
born  natives  brand. 


XXUL 
3  the  grated  1 


a  closing 


flict  R 
The  shado«T  hosts 
on  the  plain — 
Now,  God  and  Saint  lago  strike,  for 
tha  good  canse  of  Spain  I 
XXI. 
"By  Hea*en,  the  Moors  prevail  1 
tho  Christians  yield  ! 
Their  coward   leader  gives  for 
flight  the  sign  1 
The  sceptred  craven  mountu  to  quit 
the  field- 
In  not  yon  steed  Orelio? — Tes, 


'tis  I 


ino  I 


But  never  was  she  tum'd  from  b 

tie-linc: 
Lo  !   where  the  reoruout  simts 

o'er  stock  and  stone  ! 
CarseH  porsne  the  slave,  and  wrath 

Biversinanlpb  him  !" — "Hash," 
in  ahnddering  tone, 
Th«  Prelate  said :—"  raab  Prince,  yon 
viiioa'd  form's  thiua  own." 


Then  r 
enclose 

The   loveliest   maidens  of  the 
Christian  line; 
Then,  menials,  to  their  miabeliev- 
ing  foes, 
Cratile'a  young  nobles  held  for- 
bidden wine: 
Then,  too,  the  holy  Cross,  salva- 
tion's sign. 
By  impions  hands  was  ftom  tha 
altar  thrown. 
And  the  deep  aisles  of  the  polluted 
shrine 
Ecbo'd,forholy  hymn  and  organ- 

Tha  Sunton's  frantic  dance,  the  Fa- 
kir's gibbering  moan. 

XXIV. 
Bow  fafes  Don  Boderick7~-E'en 
OS  one  who  spies 
Flames  dart  their  glare  o'er  mid- 
night's sable  wiiof, 
And  hears  around  his  children's 
piercii^  i/rieii, 
And  sees  the  pole  assistants  stand 
aloof; 
'While  crnel  Conscience  triogs  him 
bitter  proof. 
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His  foil;  01  luB  crime  bave  caas«d 
his  grief; 
And    wbile   aboTe  liim   uoda  the 
cmfflWing  roof, 
He  cnracs  earth  and   HeaTsu — 
himself  in  chief  — 
Desp«mte  of  enrthly  aid,  despairing 
Heaven's  rtlitf  I 

XXV. 

Thatsrythe-arm'd  Giant  tnm'd  his 

filial  cLua 
An<l  twilight  on  the   landscape 

closed  her  wings; 
Far  to   Astnrian   liillH    the    war- 

And  in  tlicir  ntcad  rebeck  or  tim- 
brel rind  a; 
And  to  tbo  wmnd  the  bell-deck'd 
dancer  Ki)riti^H, 

Baznnrs  ri:-siiiiiid  as  when  their 

In    toumi'v   h>;lit   the   Mcht    his 
And   on    the   lunil   us   evening 

Tha  Imaiim'H  eli;i[it  was lieunllrom 

mosquo  or  luimirtt. 


XXVI. 


Ere  t 


So  pnss'd  tbiit  pni^' 

Tho  visionary  Ki'cno  wii-'  wtiipp'd 

'Whoso   Bnlidi'rmis    wreaths   were 
cnwK'd  I>.v Khi'-ls  of  tliiiiu'; 
■\Vith  evi-iy  flush  a  bolt  tiplo- 
sive  hrr'to. 
Till  ItmliTi.'h   deem'd  the  fiends 
hud  Iinrrt  their  jotr, 
And  wiiviil  'ipiinst  heaven  the 
infcmid  iJOiifiiloTii'.t 
For  SVv  It  iii-w  and  drviidfol  hin- 
pfiiaKi!  spoke, 
Kever  by  aui.'i>nt  wiurior  heard 

Lightninniind  smoke  licr  breuth,  nod 
thunder  was  her  tone. 


XXVIL 
From  the  dim  landwape  roll  tb« 
doada  away— 
The    ChfistiaiiB    have    ragaiii'd 
their  heritage; 
Before  the  Cross  haa  waD«d  Om 
Cr«ecent'B  ray 
And  man;  a  molUHtary  decks  the 

And  lofty  chnicli,  and  low-brow'd 

hermitage. 
The  land  obeys  a  Hennit  and  a 

Knifiht,— 
The  Ueuii  those  ot  Spain  tor  many 

This  ckd  in  Boekclotb,  that  in 
armour  bright. 
And  that  was  ViiiOnB  named,  thia 
Bioonn  was  hight. 
XXMn. 
ViLucr.  was  humesE'd  like  a  Chief 
of  old, 
Arm'dutall  points,  and  prompt 
for  knightly  gcst; 
His  sword   was    lemper'd  in   tlis 
Xbro  eolil, 
SIoTcuu's  t'Ugle  plume  odom'd  his 

The  spoils  of  Afric's  lion  bound  bia 

Fii'ree  hn  stepp'd  forward  and 

fliin>;  dnnii  his  gage; 
Ah  if  of  uiurlul  kind  to  brave  the 

hest. 
Hiui   fiillow'd    his    Companion, 

As  ho,  111V  Miister,  sung  the  danger- 
ous Archimage. 
XXIX. 
Hnll|;lil7   of  heart   and  biow  the 

In  ln<ik  and  liincuage  proud  as 
pnindiiiiBlitlie, 
Vanutiii){  Lis   lurdxhip,     lineage, 
figliti*,  iind  fiinie  : 
l'<-t  wiiH  tliiit  barcfootmouk more 
pruiiil  tbiin  be  : 
And  IIS  tlio  ivy  climbs  the  talleat 
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And  wiCIi  hia  spella  subdued  tho 
fierce  and  free, 
Till  ermined  Aco  and  Yonth  in 

Honouring  Iiis  aconite  and  haircloth, 
meekly  kiau'il  the  gronnd. 
XXX. 
And  thaa  it  cbnnced  that  'Wnjovn, 
peerleBB  knight. 
Who  ne'er   to  King  or    Kaiser 
veil'd  hia  crest, 
Victoriooa  atiU  in  bnll-feast 
figlit. 

Since  first  hia  limba  with  moil 
he  did  invest, 
Stoop'd   ever    to  that  Anchoret's 

Nor  reoaon'd  of  the  riglit,  nor  of 
the  wronp, 
Bat  Bt  his  bidding  laid  the  lance 

And    WTongbt     felt    deeda    the 
troabled  world  along, 
For  he  wOB  fierce  as  bravo,  and  piti- 
less as  strong. 
XXXI. 
Oft  hia  proud  galleys  Bought  some 
ne w-f onnd  world. 
Thai  latest  sees  tho  son,  or  first 
the  mom ; 
Still  Bt   the    Wizord'a   feet   their 
spoils  he  hnrl'd, — 
Ingots  of  ore  finm  rich  Fotosi 

Orowns  by  Cadqaes,*  aigrettes  by 
Ommhs  worn, 


And  at  liis  woril  the  choral  hymns 

And   many    a    hand  the  silver 

censer  swaya. 
But  with  the  incenae-breath  these 
cenaera  raise. 
Mil  steams  from  corpses  smoul- 
dering in  the  fire  ; 
The  groans    of  priaon'd    victima 
mar  tlia  Inys. 
And  shrieks  of  agony  confound 

While,  'mid  the  mingled  8ound«,  the 
darkcn'd  scenes  expire. 

xxxnL 

Preluding  light,    were   strains   of 

As    once    again    revolved    that 
measured  sand ; 
Such  sounds  as  when,  fur  sylvan 
dance  prepared. 
Gay  Xcrca  summons   forth   her 
vintage  bond  ; 
When  for  the  light  bolero  ready 

The  mozo  blithe,  with  gay  mu- 
chncba  met. 
He  conscious  of  his  broider'd  cap 
and  band. 
She  of  bcr  netted  locks  and  light 


Wrought    of 
broke 


but 


Idols  of  gold  from  heathen  templea 

lledabbled  all  with  blood.— With 
grisly  scowl 
The  Hermit  mark'd  the  atoina,  and 
smiled  beneath  his  cowl. 

xxxn. 

Than  did  he  bless  the  offering,  and 


XXXIV. 
And  well  such  strains  the  oj 
scene  became: 
For  VaI/OVB  had  relax'd  his  ar- 
dent look, 
And  at  a  lady's  feet,  lil^e  lion  tome, 
Lay  stretch'd,  full  Inththewei^tbt 
of  arms  to  brook; 
And   eofton'd  DiooniT,  upon  his 

Patter'd  a  tnak  of  little  goo<l  or  ill: 
Cut  the  blithe  peasant  plied  hie 
prunine-liook. 
Whiatli'd  the  muleteer  o'er  vale 
and  hill, 
And   mug   from    village-green   th? 
merry  seguidille. 


nco-rrs  poetical  woiiks. 


3XXV. 
Grey  Hoyaltj,  grown  impotent  of 
toil, 
Lot  tbo  gmve  sceptre  slip  his 
bkzy  bold ; 
Ad<1,  mrelcss,  saw  tiix  mio  become 
tbo  K]>oil 
Of  a  loobo  Female  and  her  mia- 
ioa  boM. 
But  ticiico  was  (111  the  cottn^e  iiud 
fLu  fol-1. 
From  court  intrigue,  from  liick- 
eriat;  fnclion  far; 
Beneath   llio  cheHtnnt-tree  Lore's 
talc  ■KIM  toUl, 
And  to  tlio  tiaUiuB  of  tbo  light 

Sweet  Btoop'd  the  woKtem  huu,  sweet 


XXXVl. 
As  that  Rra-cli.tiil,  in  bizo  like  hu- 

^licn  lirKt  from  Cannol  by  the 
Tishbite-  HM>n. 
Cume  Blowly  ovtwhttdowing  Isracrt 

A   while,    iictcluint'f,    beduct'J 
wilh  i-«ItiurK  >hv.  n. 
Wliilo  j<t  tint  nnolKuiits  oi 
nkins  Uiid  Ih-ih, 

Linininu   with   puri'l"  ""il  ''i'h 
miiaitsKliroiKl, 
Till  lUvrli.r  foUlsiiibs'-un-a  tliu  blue 

.\iiil   bl..tl..l    hiiiv.-li    with   one 
liroiidiiiM.'.liina. 
Tl>in  Bhecl.il  rjiii  Inirst  down,  and 
whirlwinils  hnwrd  aloud:  - 


Even  BO,  niMin  Ihiit  peaceful  scene 
was  ponr'd, 
Like  t-atherini;  eloiuls,  fall  many 
B  fiirci^n  Imtid, 
AudJlE,th('ir  Leader,  wore  in  idicath 
his  Kwiinl, 
And  offcT'd  (leaeeful  front  and 
open  hand. 


Veiling  the  perjured  tr«Mlierj  lio 

pUnn'd, 

Bj  friendship's  zeal  and  honom'i 

Bpccioua  suise. 

Until  ho  won  the  pasnea  of  tha land; 

Then  burst  were  honour'B  o*th. 


call'd  fair  Spain  his  prise. 

XXX\TIL 

As  Iron  Crown  his  uixioni  fbrft- 

Anil  well  such   diadem  liia  heart 

Who  ne'tt  big  purpose  for  nmolM 

Orcheck'd  his  course  for  pie^ 

or  shame ; 
'\V'ho,   train'd  a  soldier,  deem'd  ■ 
soldier's  fame 
Might  flourish  in  the  wreath  of 
buttles  won. 
Thou^-U  neither  truth  nor  hononr 
deckM  his  name; 
Who,  placod  by  fortune    on  a 
Aliman-h's  throne, 
Itecb'd  not  of  Monarch's  Iiith,  or 
Mcrc.v'H  kingly  tone. 
XXXIX, 


IY.li 


n  rude  iule  his  ruder  lineage 


The  siNirh.  that,  from  a  snbuxb- 

hov-l  H  liciirlh 
sceuding.  wraps  noma  capital  in 

r1  111  birth. 

<r  tlie  soul   that   bade   biu 
waslo  the  earth— 
Tlie  Ralilu  latid-ilnod  ftom  soma 

That  ]H)iM>iis  tlie  glad  husband - 
field  Kith  dearth, 
An.i  b.v  d.-s 


Am 


e  snllen.  Blag- 
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Before  that  Leader  atrode  a  shad- 
owy Form; 
Ber  limbs  like  mist,  her  torch 
like  meteor  Bbow'd, 
'With  which    she    bcckou'd   him 
through  fight  and  storm, 
And  all  he  cmsh'd  that  cross'd 
his  denperate  road, 
I^or  thoDght,  nor  fear'd,  nor  look'd 
on  what  be  trode. 
BeolmB  could  not  glat  his  pride, 
blood  could  not  slake, 
84  oft  OS  eVr  she  shook  her  torch 
sbroad— 
[t  was  Ambitio!!  bade  her  tenors 

Noi  leign'd  xhe,  as  ot  yore,  a  milder 
form  to  take. 
XLL 

!)<>  longer  now  Bhespiuii'd  at  mean 
revenge, 
Or  staid  her  band  lor  conquer'd 
foeman'a  moan; 
i*  when,  the  fattBof  agedBometo 
change, 
By  CeHir'a  aide  she  cross'd  the 
Bobicon. 
M'v  joy'd  she  to  bcHtow  the  spoils 
she  von. 
Ah  when  the  banded  power* 
Greece  were  task'd 
Sqwiir  beneath  the  YoQth  of  Haoe- 

No  seemly  veil  ber  modem  niin- 
ion  uk'd, 
lUoair  her  hideoua  face,  and  loved 
the  flend  nnmask'd. 
XLir. 

That  Prelnte  anrk'd  his  march- 
On  bonnerK  blazed 
With  bnttlea  won  in  many  a  die- 
On  eagle-standard  n  and  on  arms  he 


I 


jopest   thou   then,"   he 

aaid,  "thy  poi "■"  -■—"' 

0,  thou  host  bnudi 
ingaand. 
And  thon  but  tempei'd  it  with 
alanghtei'a  flood; 


a.  the  sbift- 


And  know,  fell  sconrge  in  the  Al- 
mighty's hand, 
Gore-moisten'd  treea  ahall  petiah 
in  the  bad. 
And  by  a  bloody  death  ahall  di«  the 
Man  of  Blood  1" 
XIJIL 
The  ruthless  Leader  beckon'd  from 

A  wan  fraternal  Shade,  and  badj 
him  kneel. 
And  paled  hia  templea  with  the 
crown  of  Spain, 
While  tmmpclB  rang,  and  her- 
aldacried,  "CasUlel" 
Noi  that  he  loved  him— No  I— In 

Scarce  in  his  own,  e'er  joy'd  that 
sullen  heart; 
Yet  round  that  throne  he  bade  hia 

That  the  poor  Pnppet  m^ht  per- 
form hiB  part. 
And  be  a  sceptred  slave,  at  hia  stem 
beck  to  start. 

XLIV. 
Bnt  on  the  Nativea  of  that  Land 
misused. 
Not  long  the  silence  of  amaze- 
ment bang, 
Not  brook'd  they  long  their  friend- 
ly faith  abused; 
For,  with  a  common  shriek,  the 
general  tongue 
Esclaim'd,  ■'  To  arms  V  and  fast  lo 
arms  they  sprung. 
And  Valoub  woke,  that  Qenina 
of  the  Land  1 
Pleasure,  and  ease,  and  sloth,  aside 
he  Qung, 
As  burst  th'  awakening  Nazarite 
Ids  band. 
When  'gainet  bis  treacherous  foes  he 
clench'd  his  dreadful  band.* 
XLV. 
That  Mimic  Monarch  now  oast  anx- 

Upon  the  Satraps  that  be^rthim 
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Kow  iXaWA  his  rojiU  robo  in  act  to 

Anil  from  his  brow  the  diadem 
unboiinil. 
So  oft.  NO  near,  the  Patriot  bogle 

From  Tariclt'H  whIIm  to  Bilboii'a 

ThcHe  niarti^  Kati-llitcK  bard  labour 


To  Rtuird  n  vhile  bis  BnbRtitute<l 
thninc— 
Ligbl  ri'cliinf;  of  bis  caoae.  but  bot- 
tling for  Ibcir  own. 
XLVI. 
From  Aliiubam's  jieok  tbat  bugle 

And  it  was  ecboM  from  Conin- 

na'swall;  I 

6tat(-lv  Si^villo  rcMiionHiTu  wur-Kbot  I 
nil  11^. 
Gn-n:iilii  cau)-lit  it  inhi'r  Moorinb 
bull; 
Galiria  \ku\c  ber  children  fl^bt  or 
full. 
Willi  l!i*i:iy  Kliooli  biKnionulain- 

Viilcncia  roiiscil  biT  nt  tbc  battle- 
call, 
And,   forcm.i^t  Htill  wbi-n;  Val- 


XLVIi. 

Hut  Tin.iiiiniHM   iin.l  burniuH   for 
Ibi'  liKlit. 
The  Invudera  iii:ircb,  of  victory 


Prondly  tbey  marcb— but,  O !  they 
march  not  (orlh 
By  one  hot  field  to  crown  ■  brief 
nunpaini. 
As  wben  their  Eagles,  ■weeping 
thronab  the  North, 
Destroy  d  at  every  atoop  aa  an- 

Far  other  fate  had  Heaven  decreed 
forSpnin; 
In  Tain  the   iteel,   in   vain  the 
torch  was  plied, 
New  Patriot  armiea   started  from 
the  Hlaiu, 
High  blazed  the  war,  and  long, 
and  far,  and  wide. 
And  oft  the  God  of  Battles  bleat  the 
rightoons  side. 
XLIX. 
TSoT  nnatoned,    where  Freedom's 
toe»  (irevuil, 
Bfiiiain'd     tbeir   savage   waste. 
AVith  blEule  and  brand, 
Ily  diiy  the  Invaders  ravaged  hill 
iind  dnU', 
But.    with    the    dttrknees,    the 
t  incrilla  band 
Cnuie  like   niglit'H    tempest,    and 


I'rol't'd  till'  bnrd  heart,  and  It^p'd 

llic  iiiiirdrona  band; 
.\t)il  I>iiwn,  when  o'er  the  scene 
Iwt  bouiiiH  BhE  threw. 
Midst  ruins  tlicy  hod  made,  thespoil- 

cni'  eorpses  knew. 


Sor  skilful  less,  chiap  coiKinust  to 

DiHconl  to  lircalbr,  nnd  jcaloUKv 

To<inill  liybonstiny,  an  Jby  bribes 

'^'bilc  iiiinKhlnKriiDKt  tliem  bring 
the  nnpiiii-tiKi'il  fue. 

Save  bcartH  fur  Fr loin's  i-niiHe,  t 

bundx  for  Freedom's  blusr. 


'Wli.it  mmxtrul  voiee  may  sing,  oi 
tanyni.  may  tell. 
Amid  the  visiou'd  Htrife  from  aea 

How  oft  ilio  Pntriot  banners  rose 
or  f.ll. 
Still  lioiionT'd  in  defeat  as  vie- 
tory  1 
For  that  (tad  fiageant  of  events  to  be, 
Uhow'd  t'vety  form  of  fight  by 
field  nnd  tlood; 
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Slangbter  and  Buiu,  ehoatiag  forth 

B«beld,  vhile  riding  on  the  tem- 
pest Bead, 
The  wateni  choked  with  slain,   the 
earth  bedreuch'd  with  blood  ! 
U. 
Then    Zftngozo— blighted   be  the 

That  names  thy  name  -witboat 

the  houonr  dne! 
Foi  never  hath  the  harp  of  Minstrel 

rung 
Of  faith  so  felly  proved,  so  Bnnlf 

Mine,   sap,   and  bomb,  tb;  ebat- 

Each  art  of  vdc'b  extremity  hod 

Twice  from  thy  half-sack'd  Btreeta 
the  foe  withdrew, 
And  when  at  length  atom  taXe 
decreed  thy  doom. 
They  won  not  Zaragozo,  bnt  her  chil- 
dren's bloody  tomb. 

Lir. 

ITet   raise    thy     head,    sod    city  I 
Though  in  chainn, 
£nthrslTd  thou  canst    not  be  1 
Aiise,  and  claim 
Beverence  from  every  heart  where 
Freedom  reignit. 
For  what  thon  worahippest  1— 
thy  sainted  dame, 
She  of  the  Column,  hononr'd  be 

By  all,  whate'cT  their  creed,  «bo 
honoor love  I 
And  like  the   sacred  relics  of  the 

That  gave  some  martyr  to  the 
bleaa'd  above. 
To  erery  lojral  heart  may  thy  sad  em- 
bera  prove  I 

un. 

Nor  thine  alone  such  wreck.    Ge- 

ronatair! 
Faithful  to  death  thy  heroes  shall 

be  sung, 
Uumiug  the  towen  while  o'er  their 

heads  tba  air 


Swart  OS  the  smokn  from  n^jing 
furnace  hnng; 
Now  thicker  dark'niug  where  the 
mine  was  sprung, 
Now  briefly   lightened   by    the 

Now  arch'd  with  fire-sparks  as  the 
bomb  was  flung. 
And  Tcdd'mng  now  with  eonfla- 
oration's  glare. 
While  by  the  fntul  light  the  foea  for 
storm  prepare. 
LIV. 
While  all  aronnd  was  doi^er,  atrife, 

While  tbo  earth  shook,  and  dark- 
en'd  WMthoskT, 
And  wide  DeEtruclion  stunu'd  the 
listening  ear, 
AppallM  tbo  heart,  and  stupified 

Afar  was  heard  that  thrice-repeated 
cry, 
In  which  old  Albion's  heart  and 
tongue  unite, 
Wheu'er  her  soul  is  up,  and  pulse 
beats  bigb. 
Whether  it  hail  the  wine  cap  or 
the  iight. 
And  bid  each  arm  be  strong,  or  bid 
each  heart  be  light. 
LV. 
Don  Roderick  tnm'd  him  aa  the 
shuut  grew  loud  — 
A   varied   scene   the  changeful 
vision  sbow'd, 
For,  whore  (he  ocean  mingled  with 
the  cloud, 
A  caBant  navy  stemm'd  the  bil- 
lows  broad. 
From  ma^t  and  stem  St.  George's 
symbol  ilow'd, 
Blent  with   the   silver  cross  to 
Scotland  dear; 
Mottling  tlie  sea    their  landward 


And  Safth'd  the  Bon  on 
brand,  end  spear. 
And  the  wild  beach  retum'i 
man's  jovial  cheer. 


bayonet. 
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LVT. 

It  was  ft  diead,  ;et  spirit-Btimng 
Bigbtl 
Th«  billowa    foMu'd    beneath 
tiioasaud  oora. 
Fast   as   tlicy   Uud  the  red'Cross 
Tanks  unite, 
Lesions   on  legions  brighfiuDg 
lUl  (be  Bliori'D. 
Then  b^mnira   riBe,   and  cannon- 
Then  pealH  the  warlike  Uinnder 
otlbeUrnm, 
Thrilla  Iho  lou.l  fife,  the  tnimi)et- 
flouri^h  pourx. 
And  pulriot  hupes  awoke,   and 
donl)l4  are  diiiub, 
For,  bohl   in  Frecdotu's  cauae,  the 
bands  of  Ocean  L-ome  t 

Lvn. 

A  TarionH  boat  (hoy  eaiue— whose 
racks  di^iiluy 
Eavh  mode  in  which  the  warrior 
iiicetH  the  light. 
The  deep  battalion  lockH  its  firm 

And  meditates  his  aim  the  marks- 
nian  light; 
Far  glanes  the  light  uf  siibrea  flash- 
ing blight. 
Where  mounted  Bqnadrons  shake 
tho  ei'lioing  nieucl. 
Lacks  nut  artilli-ry  breathing  Same 
nnd  nijiht. 
Nor  the  fleet  ordnance  wliirl'd  by 
rapid  steed. 
That  rivals  lifibtning's  flash  in  rain 

L^TIL 
A    varions    host— from    kindred 
reuluiM  Ihty  came, 
Btuthrt'n  in  arms,  bat  nvais  in 
renown  - 
For  yon  fair  bands   shiili    raerty 
England  claim. 
And  with  their  deeds  of  valonr 
dock  her  crown. 
Hers  tbi-ir  bold  jKirt,  and  hers  their 
martial  frown. 
And  hers  their  Bcom  of  death  ii 
freed  oia's  cause. 


There   eyes  of  knm,    and   tbeir 
locks  of  brown. 
And  the  blnnt  speech  that  boista 
without  a  panse. 
And  f  reebom  thonghts,  which  league 
the  Soldier  with  the  Iaws. 
LIX 
And,  O  t  loved  warriors  of  the  Uin- 
strel's  land  I 
Yonder  yonr  boimeta  nod,  your 
tartans  wnve  1 
The  ru^ed   form   may  mark  the 

And  hfLrsher  feat  ores,  and  a  mien 
more  grave: 
Bnt  ne'er  in  batUe-field  throbbed 
heart  so  brave, 
Aa  that  which  beats  beneath  the 
Scottish  pliiid; 
And  whrn  tho  pibroch  bids  the  baU 

And  level   for  tho  charge  your 

arms  are  laid, 
Where  lives  tli"  ilcKperate  foe  that  for 
EQch  onsvt  htaid  1 
LX. 
Hark !  from  yon  stately  ranks  what 
langhtiT  rings. 
Mingling  wild  mirth  with  war's 

His  jest  while  e^icirblithe  comrade 
round  hiui  AinRx, 
And  moves  to  death  with  mili- 
laryglcc: 
Itoost,  Erin,  b(i:ist  them!  tatnelesa, 
frank,  and  fit'c. 
In  kindness  wiiriu,  and  fierce  in 
danger  known, 
ItoDgh  nature's  children,  hiunoi- 

And   He,   yon  <.!hieftain— strike 


iwW:  Coninin.  JnnodrjlflHi.liMB: 
Jul;  'Stii,  1«09;  Buuco,  Septem- 
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On  Tal&vera'B  fight  ahonld  Bod- 
erickgaze. 

And  hear  Coninna  wail  her  battle 

And  Bee  Bnsaoo's  orest  with  Ught- 
Ding  blaze: — 
Bnt  sball  fond  fable  mix  with  he- 
roea'pmiae? 
Hath  Fiction'H  ataga  for  Truth's 
long  trimnpha  room  7 
And  dara  her  wild-flowera  mingle 
with  the  baya. 
That  claim    a  long   etemi^  to 

Aionnd  the  warrior'a  creat,  and  o'er 
the  wartior's  tomb  I 
XLH, 
Or  may  I  gi»e  adTentnrons  Fancy 

And  stretch  a  bold  hand  to  the 
awful  Tail 
That  hides  futurity  bom  aniiooB 

Bidiling   beyond    it    acenea   ol 
gloryhaiX 
And   painting  Eniope   rousing  at 
the  tale 
Of  Spain's  inTodetB  from  her  con- 
fines huil'd, 
'While  kindling  nations  buckle  on 
their  m^ 
And   Fame,    with   olsiion-blaat 
and  wings  nnfull'd, 
To  Freedom  and  Barei^  awakes  an 
injured  World? 

Lxm. 

O   Tsin,    thoDgh   anxious,   is  the 
glance  I  cast. 
Since  Fata  has  mark'd  futurity 
her  own: 
let  fat«  resigua  to  worth-the  glori- 
ous past. 
The  deeds  recorded,  and  the  lau- 
rels won. 
nien,  though  the  Vault  of  Deatiny 
he  gone. 
King,  Pr^te,  all  the  phantasms 
of  my  brain, 
ICelted  away  like  mist-wreaths  in 
Ibemui, 


mt  for  faith,  for  Talour, 
'  pride  and  &re,  aPatriot's 


"  Who  Bholl  command    Eatrelht'a 
mountain  tide 
Back  to  the  source,  when  tem- 
pest-chafed, to  hie? 
Who,  when  Gaacogne's  Tex'd  gulf 
IS  raging  wide, 
Shall  hush  it  as  a  nurse  her  in- 
fant's cry? 
Hia  mogia   power    let  such   Tiun 
booster  try, 
And  when  the  torrent  shall  his 

And    Biscay's  whirlwinds  list   hui 
lullahj, 
Let  him  slASd  forth  and  bar  mine 
eagles'  wny. 
And  the^  ehoU  heed  hie  voice,  and  at 
his  bidding  stay. 

n. 

"  Else  ne'er  to  atoop,  till  high  on 
Lisbon's  tone  is 
They  close  tLeir  winga,  the  sym- 
bol of  our  yoke. 
And  their  own  sea  hath  whelm'd 
yon  red-crOKB  Powers ! " 
Thus,  on  the  summit  of  Alrerca's 

To  Uarshal,  Dnko,  and  Peer,  Oanl's 

Lender  spoke. 


n  the  land  hia 


While  downward  o 

legions  press, 
Before  them  it  was  rich  with  Tine 

and  flock, 
And  smiled   tike  Eden  in  her 

Behind  their  woHteful  march,  a  reek- 
ing wilderness. 

nr. 

And  shall  the  boastful  Chief  main- 
tain his  word, 
Thongh  Heaven  hath  heard  the 
wailings  of  the  land, 

Thongh  Lnsi  taniawhet  her  vengeful 


SCOTT'S  POETICAL  WOBEH. 


Though  Britons  arm.  and  Vkl- 
LiHOTOM  command  I 
Ko  t  grim  Uossco'e  iron  rit^e  shall 

An  adamantine  barrier   to   his 

And  from  its  base  shall  wheel  his 
sbatter'd  band, 
As  (rnm  (ho  ausboken  rock  the 
torrent  hootso 
Be«TS  off  its  broken  waves,  and  seeks 
a  devious  coaree. 


Yet  not  because  Alcoba't 
hawk 

Bath  on  bia  best  and   bravest 
made  her  food. 
In  uuniberH  confident,  yon  Chief 
Kbidl  bnik 
Bis  LdrJ'H  imperial    thirst  for 
Bpoil  imd  blooii;- 
For  full  in  vipw  tliu  promised  con- 


wallemiKbti. 
Thomvriuds  that  hnJ  half  (ho  world 

And  hcnr  the  distant  thun^lem  of 
llio  dnim, 
That  bids  the  bands  of  France 
storm  and  havoc  come. 


Fonr  moons  have  heard  these  thun- 
ders i.ily  roU'd. 
Have  Koen  theso  wistful  myriads 
eje  their  Jircy, 
As  famiKh'd  wolves  survey  a  guard- 
ed fold  - 
Bnt  in  the  middle  path  a  Lion ' 
lay  I 
At  leni;lh  they  move— bu 
balllp-fray, 
Kor  bhKe  yon  fires  where  mecta 
the  munly  fight ; 
lieneonH  uf  infamy,  they  light  the 
wny 
Whero    cowardice   and    cruelty 


TL 
O  triniuph  for  the  fiends  of  Lnit 
andwrathl 
Ne'er  (o  be  told,  yet  ne'er  to  be 
forgot, 
What  wautomhoTToramark'd  their 
wreckfnl  path! 
The  peaBOut   butehet'd   in    his 
miu'd  cot. 
The  hoary  priest  even  at  the  alter 
shot. 
Childhood  and  Eige  given  o'er  to 
Gword  and  flame. 
Woman  to  infamy ; — no  crime  for- 


B  J  which 
proclaim 
Immortal  hate  to  man,  end  Boom  of 

God'H  groat  name  I 

va 

The  mdestscntincl.  in  Britain  bom. 
With  horror  paused  to  view  the 
havoc  done. 
Gave  his  poor  cmst  to  feed  some 
wretch  forlorn, 
Wipcil  bin  stem  eye,  then  fiercer 
grasp'il  bin  gun, 
Kor  with  IctiS  zeal  shall  Britain's 
peaceful  son 
l^iult  the  debt  of  sympathy  to 
pny; 
liicht's  nor  poverty  the  tax  shall 

Nor  prince  nor  peer,  the  wealthy 
nor  the  gay, 
Nor   the    poor   pi-asrint'B  mite,  nor 
bard's  more  worthless  lay. 

vni. 

Bat  thou— nnfoDgbtcn  wilt  thou 
^'ield  to  Fate, 
jUiuiiin  of  Fortune,  nowmiscoU'd 

I  confidence 


Can  vuDlatjc- ground  n 

jVIaruella's    pass,    n 
moiinCnin  chain, 
Voinglorions  fugitive !    yet    turn 

Bebold,  where,  named  by  same 
])roi)hetio  Seer, 
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FlovB  Hoaonr'a  Fonntaiu,*  as  fore- 
doom'd  the  Btain 
From  thj  diahononr'd  name  aod 

Fallen  Child  of  Fortnne,  tain,  redeem 
her  favour  here ! 
IX. 
Yet,  ere  tbon  Inrn'st,  collect  each 
distant  aid; 
Those  chief  that  never  heard  the 
lion  roar  I 
Within  whoae   sonls    lives  not 
trace  portray'd 
Of  Talavera,  or  Mondego's  shore  t 
Marshal  each  band  thou  hast,  and 


B  exhaust 

the  whole ; 

Bank   npon    rank,    sqaodi 

squadron  pour, 

Legion  oa  legion  on  thy  foeman 


O  vunly  gleams  with  steel  Agneda'e 

Tainly  thy  squadrons  hide  As- 

And  front  the  flying  thnnders  as 
they  roar, 
With  trautia  charge  and  tenfold 
odds,  in  viun ! 

And  what  avails  thee  that,  for  Cm- 

Wild  from  bis  plaided  ranks  the 
yell  was  given — 
Vengeance  and  grief  gave  monn- 
tain-rage  the  rein, 
And,  at  the  bloody  spear-poiDt 
hMdloDg  driven, 
H>y  Despot's  giant  gnards  fled  like 
the  TMk  of  heaven. 
XI. 
Go,    baffled    boaster  I    teach    thy 
haughty  mood 
To  plead  at  thine  imperions  mas- 
ter's throne, 

•  Hm  llteni  tiwulaitlMi  ol  Fuenlet  d'  Bo- 


Say,  thou  host  left  his  l^ons  in 
their  blood, 
Deceived  his  hopes,   and  frus- 
trated thine  own ; 
Say,  that   thine  ntmost  skill  and 
valour  shown. 
By  British  skill  and  valour  vere 

Lost  say,  thy  conqueror  vras  Wev 

And  if  he  chafe,  be  hie  own  for- 


XII. 
But  yoD,  ye  heroes  of  that  well- 
fonght  day. 
How  shall  a  bard,    unknowing 
and  nnknown. 
His  meed  to  each  victorious  leader 

Or  bind  on  every  brow  the  laur- 
els won? 
Yet  fain  niy  harp  would  wake  its 
boldest  lone, 

O'er  the  wide  aea  to  hail  Cado- 

And  he,  perchance,  the  minstrel- 
note  might  own. 
Mindful  o(  meeting  brief  that 
Fortune  gave 
'Uid  yon  far  western  isles  that  hear 
the  Atlantic  rave. 
XIII. 
Yes!  hiird  the  task,  when  Britona 
wi>.bllheBword, 
To  give  each  Chief  and  every  field 

Harkl  Albuera  thunders    Bsaia- 

And  Ited  Barosa  shouts  for  daunt- 
less Gbxhe 1 
U  for  a  verse  of   tninult  and  of 

Bold  as  the   bursting   of  their 

To  bid  the  world  ro-eoho  to  theit 

For   never,    upon    gory   battle- 
ground. 
With  conquest's  well-boi^ht  wreath 
were  braver  victors  crown'd  I 
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UV. 
Ovho  shall  grudge  him  Albueis's 
buys. 
Who  bionght  a  race  regeneiate 

to  the  field, 
Boaaed   them    to   emulate    their 
fathers'  pmise, 
Temper'd  their  headlong  mgo, 
their  conrnKO  steel'd, 
And  rBiKod  lair  Lusitauia'H  fallea 
shield, 
And  g^iveiiiiw  edge  to  Lusitania's 
Bword. 
And  luagbthiTBongfotgottenBrmB 
to  wield   - 
Shivi'r'd  uiy  hiirp,  and  burst  its 
every  chord. 
If   it  forget   thy  worth,   victorious 


Not  on  that  btoo<ly  fit-Id  of  liatUe 

Thiiufih    Gntil'a   i)roud    legions 

rull'il  lIliL'  inist  awHy, 
Was  liiilf  hiH  ttil- do  voted   valour  ; 

Khoun,-  I 

He  j!:>^'>.'d  but  life  on  thut  illus- ; 


From  clime  tocllme,  irli«re*«T  wmr'a 


Iriu 


^  duy; 


ISut  \t  lien  liu  ttiil'd  tboiie  stiuadmns  ' 

to  urrny.  i 

Wliof  .nubt  like  Ilritoas  in  the  I 

bloo.|y  |::iiiu-,  I 

Sbariii-i  ttiaiil>uliiilipikenras(i|T:iv, 

Ho  bn>v.>a  the  sLufta  of  censuru 

and  of  shame, 

And,  dfariT  fur  thiin  life,  he  pledged 

iisuldi.r'sfiimo. 

XTL 

Xot  bi>  his   iiriiise  o'erpast    who 

Iti-ni^uihtiiF  warrior's  vest  affec- 
lioii'snuund, 
\Vhi>^<'  wi«^h  Ib'oven  for  his  raun- 
irv'swcid  d.^nied; 

a  sought,  but 


The  wanderer  vent;  yet,  Cale- 
donia I  still , 
niine  was  hia  thought  in  inarch 
and  tented  ground; 
He  dreamed  'mid  Alpine  dillb  of 
Athole's  hill. 
And  beard  in  Ebro'a  roerhlsIiTn- 
doch's  lovely  rilL 

xvn. 

O  hero  of  a  nee  renown'd  of  old. 
Whose  vu-cTj  oft  has    waked 
the  battle-awell. 
Since  &tnt  distinguish'd  in  the  on- 
set bold. 
Wild  sounding  when  the  Bonisn 
rampart  fell! 
By  Wallace'  side  it  mng  the  South- 
ron's knell, 
Alderne,  Kilsythe,   and   fibber, 
ownd its  fame, 
Tummell'H  rude  pass   c«n  of   ibi 
terrors  tell, 
lint  nr'cr    fiom  prouder    field 
oroHe  the  name. 
Than  when  wild  ronda  leam'd  the 
conquering  bhout  of  Orxme  ! 

snn. 


gli>ry  found. 


Hpuncerap 

Dy  shoal  and  rock  bath  s' 
v.ntur,>U3bark, 
And  liLndwnrd  now  I  drive  be- 
fore the  gale. 
And  now  tlie    blue    and    dtataut 
shore  I  hail, 
And  nearer  now  I  see  the  port 
eipiiud, 
And  now  I  gladly   furl   my  weary 

And  as  tbu  prow  light  tonohea 
on  the  Btrand. 
I  strike  my  red-cross  flag  and  Und 
my  skifi  to  land. 


KOKEBY. 


CANTO  FIBST. 


The  Moun  is  in  hei  eumtner  glow, 
Bot  haanie  and  high  the  bieezea  blow, 
And,  racking  o'er  hertoce,  the  cloud 


Seems  nowflerce  anger's  dorkerflomi 
Shifting  thnt  ehnde,  to  come  nnd  gi 
Like  apprehenHian'a  hurried  glow; 
Thtn  BOTTow'a  Iivtry  dims  llic  air, 
And  dies  ia  darknaes,  lika  doBpair. 
Such  varied  huea  the  warder  seas 
Keflected  from  the  woodland  Tees, 
Then  from  old  Baliols  tower  looks 

forth, 
Seca  the  cIouiIh  muttering    in   the 

HearB,  upon  turret-roof  and  wall. 
By  liU  tho  plashing  rain-drop  fall, 
Lists  to  llie  breeze's  boding  sound. 
And  wrapa  his  shaggy  mantle  round. 

U. 
Thoie  towen,  which  in  the  changeful 

Throw  murky  shailowB  on  the  streiun. 
Those  towQis  of  Barnard  bold  a  guest, 
The    emotions  o(   whone   troubled 

In  wild  and  strange  confusion  driven, 
Uival  the  flitting  raclc  of  heaven. 
£re  Bleep  stem  (Jswaui's  sensen  tied, 
Oft  had  he  changed  his  weary  side, 
Composed    his    limbs,    and   vainly 

sooght 
By  eBori  strong  to  baniah  tbonght. 
Sleep  came  Ht  length,  bat  with  utruiu  < 


Of  feelingB  true  and  foncies  Tain, 

Mingling,  in  wild  disonlei  cast, 
The  expected  future  with  the  past. 
Conscience,  antidpating  time, 
Already  rues  the  enacted  crime, 
And  coils  her  furies  forth,  to  shake 
The  sounding  scoorge  and  hiseing 

While   her    poor   victim's    outward 

throes 
Bear  witness  to  his  mental  woea. 
And  £bow  what  lesson  may  be  read 
Beside  a  sinner's  restless  bed. 

ni. 

Thus  Oswald's  labonring  feelingstnioe 
Strange  changes  in  his  sleeping  face. 
Rapid  and  ominous  as  these 
With  which  the  moonbeams  tinge  the 

Tees. 
There  might  be  seen  of  shame  the 

There  anger's  dark  and  fiercer  flush, 
While  the  perturbed  aleeper's  hand 
Beem'd     Rraapiug    dagger-knife,   or 

Belax'd  that  grasp,  the  heavy  sigh. 
The  tear  in  the  half-opening  eye, 
Thepallid  cheek  and  brow,  confeas'd 
That  grief  was  busy  in  his  breast; 
Nor  paused  that  mood— asudden  start 
Impell'd  the  life-blood  from  the  heart. 
Features  conTolaed,  and  mntterings 

Show  terror  reigns  in  sorrow's  stead. 
That  pang  the  painful  snuDber  broka. 
And  Oswald  with  a  start  awoke. 


He  woke,  and  fear'd  ^oin  to  close 

His  eyelids  in  such  dire  repose; 

Ue  woke, — to  watch  the  lamp,  and 

teU 
Front  honr  to  bonr  the  costle-belL 
Or  listrn  to  the  owlet's  cry. 
Or  the  sail  breeze  that  whistles  by. 


scorrs  poetical  works. 


Or  catch,  bj  fits,  the  tuneless  rhymi 
With  whicn  the  wsTder  cheatB  the 

Aud  eiiTying  think,  how,  when  the 

Bids  the  poor  soldier's  watch  be  done. 
Conch'd  oil  his  straw,  and  fancj-^e, 
He  sleeps  like  careless  infancy. 


Far  townward  Bounds  a  dislauttread, 
And  Oswald,  starting  from  his  bed, 
Unth  ciitight  it,   tbongb  no   human 

UnHbarpen'd  by  revenge  and  fear, 
Coald  o'er  distingnisb  horse's  clank. 
Until  it  reach'd  the  castle  bank. 
Nov  nigh  and  plain  the  Baand  aj>- 

Tho  warder's  challenge  now  ho  hears, 
Then  clanking  chains  and  levers  tell. 
That  o'er  the   moat   the  drawbridge 

fell. 
Anil,  in  the  cnbtle  court  below, 
A'oicrett  are  heard,  nml  ttrclies  glow, 
Aa  niarshallinK  the  slranocr's  waj-. 
Ktmiirbt  for  the  room  where  OawaW 

The  cry  was, — "Tidings   from  the 

Of  weight— a  mcasonger  comi-B  post." 
Stifling  the  tumult  ol  his  broast, 
His  answer  Oswald  thus  eijiress^d— 
"Uring  food  anil  wine,  and  trim  the 

Admit  the  stranger,  and  rutbre." 

TL 
The  stranger  came  with  ht^avj  stride, 
The  uiorioo's  plumes  his  visage  hide, 
And  the  buff-coat,  an  amplo  fold, 
ManlU's  hiH  form's  gi|^intic  mould. 
Full  slender  answer  deigneil  ho 
'I'o  Oswald's  auxioua  courtetij-, 
But  mark'd,  by  a  disdainful  amile. 
He  Bflw  and  scorn'd  the  petty  wile, 
n*hi'n  Oswald  changed  the  torch'H 

AnxiouH  that  on  the  soldier's  face 

Its  partial  lustre  might  bo  thrown. 

To  Dhow  his  looks,  yi^t  bide  his  own 

His  gui'st,  the  while,  laid  low  aside     .  The  lip  of  pride,  the  eye  of 


The  pondeimu  doak  of  tough  boll's 

And  to  the  torch  ^anoad  brokd  and 

The  coislet  of  a  oninsaiBr; 

Then  from  his  brom  the  eaaqna  ha 

And  ^m  the  dank  plume  daah'd  tlui 

From  gloves  of  mail  leUersd  his 

And   spread  them  to  the  kindling 

brands, 
And.  turning  to  the  genial  board. 
Without  a  health,  or  pledge,  or  word 
f«-~,tftndBOcial  r " 


Deeply  be  drank  and  fiercely  fed; 

As  free  from  ceremony's  away. 

As  famish'd  wolf  that  tears  his  pi«y. 


With   deep  impatience,  tinged  with 

His  host  beheld  him  go^a  hia  cheer. 
Anil  quaff  the  full  carouse,  that  lent 
His  brow  a  fiercer  hardiment. 
Now  Oswald  stood  a  space  aside. 
Now  paced  the  room  withhasty  etride. 
In  feverish  agony  to  learn 
Tidings  of  deep  and  dread  conoeru. 
Cursing  each  moment  that  his  gnaat 
Protracted  o'er  his  ruffian  feast. 
Yet,  vifwinn  «-ith  alarm,  at  lart. 
The  end  of  that  imcoath  xopast. 
Almost  \in  secm'd  their  baste  to  ma. 
As,  at  hin  Kign,  his  train  withdrew. 
And  left  him  with  the  stranger,  frsa 
To  question  of  his  mystery. 
Then  did  bis  silence  long  proclaim 
A  Ktrugglo  between  fear  and  shama. 
Till. 


Much  in  the  slcanger's  mein  i^pMta, 
I  To  justify  BUBpicious  fears. 
I  Ouhis  dark  fate  a  scorching  olima, 
'And  (oil,  had  (lone  the  work  of  time, 

Rongbcn'd  the   brow,  the   temples 


Tbe  full-dtswn  lip  that  upward  oarl'd, 
The  eye,  thai  seen'd  to  scorn  the 

That  lip  had  terror  never  Ueoch'd ; 
Ne'er   in   that   eye    had    tear-drop 

Jaench'd 
iash  severe  of  swarthj  glow, 
Thatmock'd  at  pun,  and  knew  not 

toured  to  danger's  direst  form, 
Toniade  and  earthquake,  flood  and 

Death  bad  he  aeen  bj  sndden  blov, 
By  Tasting  pl^pie,  by  tortures  slow. 
By  mine  or  breach,  by  steel  or  ball. 
Knew  all  bis  shapes,  and  scorn'd 
themalL 

IS. 
But  jet,  tbongb  Bta/roin'e  barden'd 

look, 
Unmoved,  conld  blood  and  danger 

Still  woniB  than  apathv  bad  place 
On  bis  Bwart  brow  and  callous  face; 
For  evil  pasaiona,  cherish'd  long, 
Had  ploughed  them  with  impressions 

All  that  ^ves  gloss  to  sin.  aU  gay 
Light  foUy,  past  with  youth  away. 
But  rooted  stood,  in  manhood's  hoar, 
The  weeds    of  vice   without   their 

And  ^et  the  soil  in  which  they  grew. 
Had  It  been  tamed  when  life  wiisnew, 
Had  depth  and  vigonr  to  bring  forth 
The  harder  fruit*  o(  virtaona  worth. 
Not  that,  e'en   then,  bia   heart   had 

The  gentler  feelings'  kindly  tone; 
But  lavish  waste  bod  been  reftned 
To  bounty  in  his  chasten  d  mind, 
And  lust  of  gold,  that  waste  to  feed, 
Been  lost  in  love  of  glory's  need. 
And.  frantic  then  no  more,  his  pride 
Hftd  ta'en  fair  virtue  for  iU  guide. 

X. 
Kv«n  now.by  consdenoe  uniestnun'd, 
dogg'd  by  gross  viee,  by  alaogbter 

Btai  knew  bis  daring  soul  to  soar, 
And  maatety  o'er  the  mind  he  bore; 


EBY.  ai3 

For  m^mer  gniH,  or  heart  leaa  hard, 
Qnail'd  beneath  Bertram's  bold  regard , 
And  this  felt  Oswald,  while  in  vain 
Ha  etrove.  by  many  a  winding  train. 
To  lure  bis  snlten  gnest  to  show, 
Unask'd.the  news  be  long'd  to  know, 
While  on  far  other  anbject  hong 
His   heart,    than   falter'd  from  his 

tongue. 
Yet  nought  for  tbathisgnest  did  deign 
To  note  or  spare  bis  secret  pain. 
But  still,  in  stem  and  stubborn  sort. 
Return 'd  him  answer  dark  and  short. 
Or  started  from  the  tbeme,  to  range 
In  loosedigresaion  wild  and  strange, 
Aikd  forced  the  embarrass'd  boat  to 

By  query  close,  direct  reply. 

XL 
A  while  he  glozed  upon  the  oanse 
Of  Commons,  Covenant,  and  Laws, 
And  Church  Reform'd — bnt  felt  re- 

Beneathgrim  Bertram's  sneering  look, 
Then stammer'd— "Has  a  Seldbeen 

fought? 
Has  Bertram  news  of  battle  biongbt? 
For  sure  a  soldier,  famed  bo  fat 
In  foreign  fields  for  feats  of  war, 
On  eve  of  figbt  ne'er  left  the  host. 
Until  the  field  were  won  and  lost*' 
"Here,   in  yoar  lowers  by  clrding 

Toes. 
Tou.  Oswald  Wycliffe,  rest  at  ease; 
Why  deem  it  strange  that  otheis  come 
To  share  such  safe  and  easy  home, 
i'rom  fields  where  danger,  death,  and 

Are  tbe  reward  of  civil  broil  ?"— 
"Nay,  mock  not,  friend!  since  well 

we  know 
The  Dear  advances  of  the  foe. 
To  mar  our  northern  army's  work. 
Encamp 'd  before  beleaguer'd  York; 
Thy  liorse  wit^  valiant  Fairfax  lay. 
And  must  have  fought — how  went  the 

day?" 

in. 

"  Wonldst  heat  the  tale?— On  Uars- 

ton  heath 
Met,  front  to  front,  theranks  of  death; 
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Flonriah'd  tlie  tnunpata  fierce,  anil 

Filed  wBs  each  eye,  and  finsh'd  each 

On  either  aide  load  olamoon  ring, 
'Ood  and  the  Causa!' — ■  Qod  and 

the  Kiiiff  r 
Bight  Eugbsh  all,   thej  meh'd    to 

With  nooght  to  win,  and  all  to  lose. 
I  ooDid  have  Ungh'd— but  lack'd  the 

To  see,  in  phrenes  j  sablime, 

How  the  tierca  zealots   fought  and 

bled, 
For  king  or  state,  as  hnmonr  led. 
Some  for  a  dream  of  public  good. 
Some   for  chnruh-tippet,  gowa  and 

hood, 
Draiaing  their    veins,    in   death   to 

A  patriot's  or  a  martyr's  aame. — 
Led  Bertram  Risinghum  the  hearts, 
Tiiat    counler'd    there   on    Bdvenie 

parts. 
No  RUpeiHtitiona  fool  had  I 
Songiit  tl  Donulos  in  the  stj ! 
Cliili  hud    heoid   lue    through    her 

states, 
And  Lima  oped  her  silver  gates. 
Rich  Mexico  I  had  uiarcli'd  through, 
And  sack'd  thu  bplendours  of  I'era, 
Tilt  sunk  Pizarros  daring  Dnme. 
And.    Cortez,    thine,    in    Bertram's 

"Still  from  the  pari>03e  wilt  thoo 

Oood  gentle  friend,   how  went  the 
day?"— 

TTTT. 

"  Qood    am   I   deem'd   at  trampot- 

sound, 
And  good  where  gohlets  dance  the 

Though  gentle  ne'er  waajoin'd,  till 

With    ragged  Bertram's  breast  and 

But  I  r^anme.     The  battle's  mge 
Was  like  the  strife  wliioh   currents 


Where  Orinoco,  in  his  pride. 
Rolls  to  the  main  no  tribute  tide. 
But  'gainiit  broad  ocean  nrges  fu 
A  rival  sea  of  roariuK  war; 
^Vhile,  in  ten  thousand  eddiea  driven. 
The  billows  fling  their  foam  to  heaT- 


Even  thus  upon  the  bloodhr  field. 
The  eddjing  tides  o(  oon£ct  wheel'd 
Ambiguous,  till  that  heart  of  flame, 
ilot  Rupert,  on  our  squadrons  cun^ 
liurlini;  ajjainat  our  spears  a  line 
Of  gnllantit,  fierjr  aa  their  wine. 
Then  oura,  though  sttibbom  in  their 

In  zeals  despite  begim  to  real. 
What  wouldst  thou  more  ?— in  tumult 

tost, 
Our  Icudem    fell,   our    ranks    were 

lost. 
A   tbooaond   men,    who    drew   the 

For  bot'Li  the  Hoases  and  the  Word, 
Froacli'd  fortli  from  hamlet,  grange, 

and  down. 
To  curb  the  crosier  and  the  crown, 
Now.  Blark  and  slifi',  lie  stretoh'd  in 

giiro. 
And  ne'er  aball  rail  at  mitre  more. — 
Tbna  fared  it,  when  I  left  the  fight. 
With  tbe  good  Cause  and  Commons' 

right."— 


Assumed  despondence  bent  his  head. 
While  troubled  joy  was  in  bis  eye, 
Tbe  WL'll-feign'd  sorrow  to  belie.— 
■•  DisasirtiuM    news  I— when    needed 

Told  ye  not  that  your  chieb  were 

lost? 
CompU'is  the  woful  tiile  and  say. 
Wbo  fell  ujMia  that  fatal  ibij; 
What  k'a.lerji  of  repute  anil  name 
^ou^'ht   by  tui'ir  death  u  di'atbless 


.ch  u.y  ,1 


<t  foemon'a  doom. 
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iiy    teai    shall    dew   his   bouoni'd 

No  MiBWM?— Friend,  oteM  oar  boat, 
ThoDfcDOw'st  whom  I  should  hate  the 

Wlioin   thou,  too,  onoe  vert  wont  to 

hate. 
Yet  leaveBl  me  donbtftil  of  bis  late." 
With  look  uunoTad,— "Of  fneod  or 

toe, 
Aught,"  aDBirer'd  Bertram,  "woald'st 

tbon  know 
DemBD<l  ID  simple  terms  and  plain, 
A  Bolilier's  answer  sbalt  tbon  gain ; — 
for  queution  dark,  or  riddle  high, 
I  have  nor  jadgment  nor  reply." 

XT. 

The   wntb  his  art    and   fear   snp- 

Ifow   blazed   at   ones   in   WycUifs 

And   brave,    from   man   so   meanly 

Roused  lua  hereditary  acorn. 
"Wretohl  hast  thou  paid  thy  bloody 

debt? 
Pbiuf  of  Hoktbam,  Uvea  be  yet  ? 
False  to  thy  patron  or  tbine  oatb, 
Trait'roQB  or  peijnred,  one  or  both. 
Slate  I  bast  thou  kept  thy  protniee 

plight. 
To  slay  thy  leader  in  tba  Bgbt?"— 
Then     from    his    feet    the    soldier 

And   WyoUfle'a   band 
wmng; 


If  Hortbam's  wealth  and   lands  be 

tbine? 
What   carast    thon    for   bele^^nerd 

York, 
If  this  good  band  have  done  its  work? 
Or  what,  thoogb  Fairfax  and  his  best 
Are    reddening    Maiston'ti    swarthy 

breast. 
If  Philip  Mortbam  with  them  lie, 
Le'nding  his  life-blood  to  the  dye?— 
Dit,  tbon  !  and  as  'mid  comrades  free 
Carousing  after  victory. 
Wben  tales  are  toldof  blood  and  fear, 
That  boys  and  women  shrink  to  bear. 
From  point  to  point  I  frankly  tell 
The  deed  of  death  or  '  '^-'-'' 


strongly 


utd,  ere  be 


"A  healtbr  he  cried; 

Flnng  horn  him  Wyoliflie's  band,  and 

laogb'd: 
^"Now,    Oswald    Wyoliffe,    speaka 

thy  heart' 
MT  pla; 

part; 
Worthy,  but  for  thy  craven  fear. 
Like  me  to  nam  a  Docanier. 
What  reok'st  tbon  of  the  Oaase  dirine. 


it  befell 


XVI. 
When  parposed  vengeance  I  forego. 
Term  me  a  wretch,  nor  deem  me  foe; 
And  when  an  insult  I  forgive. 
Then  brand  me  as  a  slave,  and  live  I — 
Fbilip  of  Mortbam  is  with  those 
\vhom  Bertram  Itisingbom  coIUfoes; 
Or  whom  more  sure  revenge  attends. 
If  nnmber'd  with  nngratcful  friends. 
Aa  was  his  wont,  erd  battle  glow'd, 
AloD({  the  morahali'd  ranks  be  rode, 
And  wore  his  vizor  up  tba  while. 
I  saw  his  melancholy  smile. 
When,  full  opposei  in  front,  he  knew 
Where  ItuiEBY's  kindred  banner  fiew. 
'Andtbus,'be  said,  'will  friends  di- 
vide!'— 
I  heard,  and  thought  bow,  side  by 

side. 
We  two  bud  tnm'd  the  battle's  tide, 
In  many  a  well-debikted  lielil. 
Where  Bertram's  breast  waa  Philip's 

shield. 
I  thonght  on  Darien's  deserts  pale. 
Where  death  bestrides  the  evening 

gala, 
How  o'er  my  friend  my  cloak  I  threw. 
And  fenceless  faced  llio  ilendly  dew; 
1  thought  on  Qairiaaa  ,H  iliti, 
Where,  rescued  from  uur  foundering 

BkiH 

Throogb  the  white  breakers'  wr»th  I 

Exbansted  Hortbom  to  the  shore; 
And  when  bis  siile  au  arrow  fonnd. 


2ie 
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I  snck'd  the  Indian's  TfDom'd  vonnd. 
These  thoughts  like  torrents  lOHh'd 

To  sweep  away  my  purpose  atrong. 

xvu. 


"  Beartit  i 


1  not  flint,  and  flints  a 


Heitita  are  not  etccl.  and  steel  is  bent. 
When  Mortiiuiii  hiuie  me.  as  of  yore. 
Be  near  biiii  ia  the  bAttle'a  roar, 
I  searcely  siiw  ilie  spi'iu-s  laid  low, 
I  Biiiri'i'ly  liL-ftrd  the  triimi>et»  blow; 
LoHt  wuH  the  war  in  inwaril  strife, 
DelmtiiiK  Mortliam'R  death  or  life. 
Twaa  then  I  thought,  how,  lured  to 

As  partner  ot  his  wenlik  iind  home, 
Yeara  of  piratic  wancU'ring  o'er, 
With  him  I  siiught  our  native  nhore. 
But   Morthau  D   lord   grew  far    vs- 

From  the  hold  heart  with  whom  hu 

Doubts,  horrors,  sui)erstitiiiut  foars 
BodJcnd    find    dimiu'd    di-uuendiug 

Thowily  priests  their  victim  sought. 
Anil  damn  'il  each  (ree-Uorn  deed  and 

thouglit 
Then  must  I  seek  another  homi?, 
My  license  hhnox  hi.-i  sober  dbinu; 
If  gold  he  gavi',  in  oiio  wild  day 


In 


eird  ti 


-t  tiifii  I 

Unfit  for  tiliii„'e  or  f.  T  Ir.iJe. 

Deem  d.  li\e  the  k'p'A  of  rusted  lance, 

Tbo  woDii-n  friir'd  my  liurdy  look, 
At  my  approuth  the  pcitu<' fill  ahook; 
The  iueri:li:int  baw  my  glanou  of  llaiiii', 
And  lock'd  hi^  hoariis  when  Itcrtriiiu 

Each  cliild  ot  cowsrd  peace  kept  far 
From  the  neglected  sou  of  war. 

XVI II. 
*'Btlt  civil  discord  gave  tho  call, 
And  made  my  Irade  tliu  trade  of  all. 
]W  Morthnm  urgod.  I  c:ime  again 
lUH  vassalH  !•>  the  light  to  train. 
What  Guerdon  wuiti;d  on  my  care? 


And  I,  diahononr'd  and  disdain'd, 
Oain'd  bnt  the  high  and  Itapp;  I<^ 
Inthesepoor  arms  to  front  the  shot ! 
All  this  ttauti  knov'st,  thy  g«star«a 

teU; 
Tet  hear  it  o'er,  and  maih  it  wdL 
'Tis  honour  bids  menowrdat* 
Kach  citctunEtance  of  Hortliaiu's  hto. 


"ThoDghts,   from  the  tongoe    that 

slowly  part. 
Glance  quick  as  lightning   throng 

the  heart. 
As  my  epor  press'd    my  couraer'a 

I'hilip    of    Mortham'a     oauae    «M 

And,   er..'   the    charging   sqaadrona 

Hisplea  was  cast,  his  doom  was  Bx'd. 
I  wali'h'd  him  through  the  donbttnl 

fray. 
That  changed  nt  March's  moody  day. 
Till,   like    a  stream  that   bofrts  its 

baiik. 
Fierce  Bopert   thunder'd    on     our 

'Twas  then,  'midst  tumult,   smoke, 

When  each  man  fought  for  death  or 

life. 
Twos  then  I  fired  luy  jiotronel. 
And  Moribaui,  steed  uid  rider,  feU. 
i,)ue  dying  look  ho  iipwanl  coat, 
(.If  wrath  and  iingaisli — 'twas  his  last. 
Think  not  that  there  I  stopp'd  to 

■  What  of  the  battle  should  ensue  ; 
!  liut  ere  T  olea/d  that  bloody  press. 

Our  northern  horAU  ran  masterless  ; 
'  Mimehton  and  Litton  told  the  news, 

llowlioiipH  of  ruundheads  choked 

I  And  many  a  bonny  Scot,  aghast, 
'  Spurring  his  I'nlfrt'y  northward,  past, 
I  Cursing  tho  tl:iy  when  zeal  or  meed 
I  I''irsL  luri^l  thi.'ir    Lesley    o'er   tha 

Tw^H.-d. 


Tet  vhen  I  leaeh'd   the  banliH  of 

Had  nunooT  leMu'd  Another  tale  ; 
With  his  borb'il  hnran  fresh  tidings 

Btont  Cromwell  bnsrudcem'd  the  day: 
Balwhetbei  fulao  Iha  ucwb,  ortnie, 
OHWaid,  I  reck  sh  light  as  yuu. " 

XX 
NottLen  by  Wycliffe  might  b«ahown, 
Uuv  bis  pnile  atnitlf^il  at  tba  tono 
In  which  Bia  compliee.flerco  nnd  free, 
Aseerted  Roilt'a  equnlttj'. 
In  Bmootheat  tenos  bis  Bpeec^h  ho 

Of  endleHSfHenduhip,  faith,  and  love; 
Promisedand  low'd  In  ciiarteoua  aort. 
But  Bertram  broke  profcssiona  ahort. 
"  Wydiffe,  be  sutB  not  here  I  stoy, 
No,  ecaroely  till  the  rising  dsy  ; 
Warn"d  by  the  legends  of  my  youth, 
I  irnat  not  an  asBocinlea  truth. 
Do  not  my  native  dales  piMloug 
Of  Percy  Itede  the  tragic  song, 
Tmio'dTforward  to  his  bloody  fiJl, 
By  (^tson field, that  trencheroua  Hall? 
Oil,  by  thoPriQgle'shunntL'JBide, 
The  eliepbeTd  sees  bis  spectre  glide. 
And  near  the  apot  that  gave  menniue, 
The  mooted  mound  of  Bisinghnm, 
Wbare  Keed  upon  her  margin  see  a 
Sweet   Woodbnme'a    cottnges     and 

Home  ancient  scolptor's  art  has  nbown 
An  ODtlaw'a  imago  on  the  stone  ; 
Uomoteh'd  in  strength,  a,  giant  be, 
With  quiver'd  back,  and  kirtled  knee. 
Ask  how  he  died,  that  hantsr  bold, 
The  tameleHS  monarch  of  the  wold, 
And  age  and  infancy  can  tell. 
&r  brother's  treachery  ha  fell. 
ifina  wnm'd  by  legends  of  my  yoath, 
I  tmat  t. ~.^^:.^-.  .™.t. 


XXI 
"When  last  wsreuaon'd  of  this  deed, 
Hongbt,  1  bethink  mo,  was  agreed. 
Or  by  »biit  rale,  or  when,  or  where. 
The  wealth  of  Mortham  we  shanlti 

Xhen  list,  whllu  I  the  portion  name, 


Onr  difTering  laws  give  each  to  olaim. 
Than,    vaasal   Bwom    to   Engbmd's 

throne, 
Her  inlea  of  heritage  mnat  own  ; 
They  deal  thee,  an  to  nearest  heir. 
Thy  kinsnuin'a  lands  and  livings  fal^ 
And  tbt'se  I  yield  :— do  thou  revere 
The  etutatea  of  the  Bucanier. 
Friend  to  the  sea,  and  foeman  sworn 
To  all  that  on  her  wavea  are  borne, 
■When  falls  o  mote  in  battle  broil, 
Hiacomradeliejrshiaportion'dspoil; 
When  dies  in  figbl  a  daring  foe. 
He  ctaima  bis  wealth  who  etmok  the 

blow; 
And  either  rule  to  me  BSBigna 
Thoae  spoils    of   Indian    seas   and 

Hoarded  in  Uortham'it  caverns  dark; 

_  t  of  pold  and  diamond  spark, 
Chalice    and   plate    from    chutelies 

And  gems  ttom   shrieking  beanty 

Each  i^tring  of  pearl,  each  silver  bar, 
And  all  the  wealth  of  weatem  war. 
I  (;o  to  search,  where,  dark  and  deep, 
Thoao  Trans-atlantic  treanurea  sleep. 
Thou  must  along — for,  lacking  thee. 
The  heir  will  scarce   find  entrance 

And  then  farewell.    I  haste  to  tr; 
Each  varied  pleasure  wealth  con  buy; 
When  cloyud  each  wish,  those  wars 

Fresh  work  for   Bertram's    restless 

XXIL 

An  nndecided  answer  bung 
Un  Oswald's  hesitating  tongue. 
Despite  bis  craft,  he  beard  with  aws 
This  mfBan  stabber  fix  the  law; 
While  bia  own  troubled  pasaioua  veer 
Through    hatred,   Joy,    regret,   and 


Hntedhia  pride'a  presnmplaons  tone. 
And  fear'd  tu  wend  with  him  alone. 
At  length,  that  middle  uoorae  to  steer. 
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To  cowardice  «iid  craft  ho  dear. 
"His  charge,"  he  said,   "would  in 

Hit  abseiioe  ftem  tiie  fortresB  now; 
'WlURlD  on  Bertram  Hhonld  attend. 
His  son   shoold  journey   -with   Us 

xxin. 

Contempt  kept  Bertram's  anger  down. 
And  wreathed  to  savage  smile   bis 

"Wilfrid,  or  tLon — 'tis  one  tome, 
'Wliichever  beuTH  the  golden  key. 
Yet  tliink  not  but  I  mark,  and  smile 
To  mark,  thy  poor  and  ttelfish  wile  1 
If  injury  from  nie  jou  ffiir, 
Wliat,  Oswttld  VjcliSe,  shields  thee 

Fve  Bprung  from   walla  more  high 

thnn  thcRe, 
Fve  Hwiiui   through   decpt-r  Htreama 

than  Ttit'S. 
Micht  Inot  stub  thee,  ere  one  yell 
Could  roune  the  distant  sentinel  1 
Mtart  not    it  is  not  my  deKlgn, 
Bnt,  if  it  W(-n-,  weuk  fence  wi:re  tliini;; 
Anil,  trust  mc,  tlint,  in  time  of  iioril. 
This  hnaJ  hath  dune  more  despcrute 

deed. 
Go,  huntu  and  ronse  thy  slnmberiug 

Time  culls,   and   I  must  needs   be 

«one," 

XXIV. 
Nonght  of  his  nm'tt  nngencroiia  part 
I'uilulcd  \Vilfri.r«  g,  alio  heart; 
A  htiirt  ti  11  ruifl  from  eiirlv  life 
To  huld  with  IVittnno  needful  strife. 
His  Kire,  wUilc  yet  a  har.lier  race 
<JI  nuiiioruuH  nuns  were    Wycliffc'ii 

finite, 
On  M  ilfrid  set  contempt uons  hrind, 
Fur  tet-litu  heart  und  foreel'KS  hand ; 
ISnt  a  toiiil  mother's  cnre  nnrl  joy 
Were  cenlri>d  in  lier  sickly  boy. 
'So  tonch  of  childhood'a  frolic  mood 
ShowM  the  elastic  sjiring  of  hlood; 
Hour  after  honr  he  foveillo  imro 
On  Shak!4i>eore's  rich  anil  varied  lore, 
iiut  turn'd  from  martiul  scenes  and 

light 


From  FslstalTB  faut  and  Percy's  flgbt. 
To  ponder  Jaqnes'  morkl  Btialn, 
And  moae  with  Hamlet,  wise  in  «>in; 
And  weep  himself  to  soft  repoas 
O'er  gentle  Desdemona's  woea, 

XXV. 
Is.  youth  he  sought  not  plesnms 

By  yoQtb  in   hoise,   and  hswk,  and 

hound. 
But  loved  the  quiet  iojFS  that  waks 
By  lonely  stream  and  ulent  lake; 
In  Deepaale's  solitude  to  lie. 
Where  all  is  cliff  and  copse  and  sky; 
To  climb  Catcastle's  dizzy  peak, 
Ur  lone  Pendragou's  monnd  to  seek. 
Such  was  hia  wont,  and  thets  his 

!^oa^M  on  some  wild  fantastic  theme, 
I  )r  faithful  love,  nr  ceaaeleHH  spring, 
rill  Conleuiplation'a  wearied  wing 
The  <Mithusiuat  oonld  no  more   boh- 

And  sail  be  sank  lo  earth  again. 

XXTL 
He  loveil — as  many  a  lay  can  tell, 
I'rcsi'rverl  in  Stonmoro's  lonely  dell ; 
lorhiswiismiiistrersskill,  heoaught 
The  art  unlta(.'hab]e,  nntanght; 
He  hiv.rl  -Ilia  soul  did  natureframe 
I'or  luvi',  und  fancynurseil  the  flame; 
Vainly  lie  loved-for  seldom  swain 
Of  such  soft  mould  is  loved  again; 
.Silent  ho  '.lived     in  every  gaze 
^Vas]lasHion,friendshLpmuis^hraBe. 
So  .iiiised  hia  lite  affay  -  till  died 
His  lirelbrcn  all,  their  father's  pride. 
Wilfrid  is  nnw  the  only  heir 
Of  idl  liia  slPiL-igems  and  caire, 
An.l  d'stined,  iliiikling.  to  iiarsne 

'  Ambition's  maze  by  Oswald  s  cina. 

I  XXVII. 

!  Wilfrid  m  list  loT  I'  and  woo  the  bright 

1  MutiMo,  heir  of  l(.>keby's  knight. 

'  To  love  her  w:ih  an  easy  heat, 

I  The  seen  t  eiiiiiress  of  his  breut; 
To  V-  III  li<  r  was  n  harder  task 
To  one  thai  dnrst  not  hope  or  aak. 
Yet  all  Matilda  could,  she  gave 

I  In  pity  to  her  gentle  slave; 


Frieadahip,  esteem,  snd  fair  regwd, 
And  pniie,  the  poet's  beet  reward  I 
fibe  read  the  tales  hU  taste  approved, 
And  snug   the   Jays   he  (horned   or 

T"t.  loth  to  nnrse  the  fetal  fl^e 
<)f  hopeless  love  in  friendship's  name, 
I:i  kind  caprice  she  oft  withdrew 
The  taTonring  glance  to   friendship 


ssvin. 

So  did  the  suit  of  Wilfrid  slAud, 
When  war's   load  summons  waked 

the  land. 
Three  bannem,  floatii^  o'er  the  Tees, 
The  wo-forboding  peasant  sees; 
In  concert  oft  they  braved  of  old 
The  bordering  Boot's  infinrsion  bold; 
Frowning  defiance  in  Uieir  pride. 
Their  vassals  now  and  lords  divide. 
From  his  fair  halt  on  Greta  banks, 
The  Knight  of  Rokeby  led  hi«  ranks, 
To  aid  the  valiant  northern  Garls, 
Who    drew    the    swurd    for    Royal 

Charle.i, 
Hortham,  by  marriage  neatr  allied,  — 
His  sister  had  been  Kokeby's  bride, 
Thongh  longbefore  the  civil  fmy. 
In  peaoefal  grave  the  lady  lay; — 
Philip  of  Mortham  mised  his  band, 
And  march' il  at  Fairfax's  command; 
While  Wyoliffe,   bonnd   by  many   a 

Of  kindred  art  with  wily  Vane, 
Lees  prompt  to  brave  the  blooily  field. 
Uade     Bunard'ti     battlements    bis 

shield, 
Secvred    them    with    his    Lnnedale 

powers. 
And   for   the    Commons    held    the 

XSIX. 
The  lovelv  heir  of  Rokeby's  Enigbt 
-  Waits  in  his  hulls  the  event  of  fight; 
For  England's  war  revered  the  claim 
Of  every  unprotected  name. 
And  spared,  amid  itd  fiercest  rage. 
Childhood  and  womanhood  and  age. 
Bnt  Wilfrid,  son  to  Uokeby's  foe, 


Uusl  the  dear  privilege  forego, 
By  Greta's  side,  in  evening  grey. 
To  steal  npon  Matilda's  way, 
Striving,  with  fond  hypocrisy. 
For  careless  step  and  vaoant  eye; 
Calming   each     anxioQS    look     and 

glance. 
To  give  the  meebn^  all  to  chance, 
Or  framing,  as  a  fair  eicnse. 
The  book,  the  pencil,  or  the  mnse: 
Something  to  give,  to  sing,  to  say. 
Some  modern  tale,  some  ancient  lay. 
Then,   while  the  long'd-for  minntes 

last,— 
Ah !  minntes  quickly  over-past  I 
Recording  each  expression  free. 
Of  kind  or  careless  coart«By, 
Each  friendly  look,  each  softer  tone. 
As  food  for  fancy  when  alone. 
All  this  is  o*er~bnt  still  onseen, 
Wilfrid  may  lark  in  Eastwood  green, 
To  watch  Matilda'a  wanted  ronnd. 
While  springs    his    heart    at   every 

She  comes !— 'tjs  bnt  a  passing  sight, 
Yet  serves  to  cheat  his  weary  night; 
She  comes   not — He  will   wait   the 

When    ber   lamp    lightens    in    the 


"  What  is  my  life,  my  hopef"  he 
"Alasl  a  transitory  shade.'' 

xxs. 

Thus  wore  his  life,  thoagh  reason 

For  mastery  in  vain  with  love, 
Forcing  npon   bis  thoughts  the  Bnm 
Of  present  woe  and  iUs  to  come. 
While  still  he  tum'd  impatient  ear 
From  Truth's  intrusive  voice  severe. 
Gentle,  indifferent,  and  subdued. 
In  all  but  this,  unmoved  he  view'd 
Each  ovitword  change  of  ill  andgood; 
lint  Wilfrid,  docile,  soft,  and  mild. 
Was  Fancy's   spoii'd  and  wayward 

child; 
In  her  bright  ear  she  bade  him  ride. 
With  one  fiiir  form  to  grace  his  rid^ 
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Oi.  in  some  wild  and  lone  retreat, 
Flun-t  her  high  spells  oronnd  hlaseat, 
Biithoil  in  lier  dews  his  limguiil  head, 
Her  fiiirj  muntle  o'.t  him  Hpread, 
For  him  her  opiates  gave  to  flow, 
Which  he  wbotastea  can  ne'er  forego, 
Aud  placed  hira  ia  her  circle,  free 
rrom  every  nlcm  reaLty, 
Till,  to  tba  Tisionnry,  seem 
llL-r  day-dreams  truth,  and  truth  a 


dre 


XXXI. 


Woj  to  the  yoQth  whom  fancy  gaina, 
W  innina  from  Roaaon'sbandthereins. 
I'ity  and  woe  1  for  aiich  a  raiDil 
'-  -  ft.  cont 

y.puth. 

And  apiire  to  preas  the  rights  of  truth. 
The  mind  to  strengthen  ami  uun^il. 
While  OH  thd  stithy  glows  tlia  st.'el ! 
O  te.ich  him,  wliile  your  lessons  lust, 
To  judi-o  the  present  by  the  pnsi; 
llcminil  him  of  each  wish  pursued, 
How   rich   it  glow'd  with  promised 

fiood; 
Remiud  bim  of  each  wish  enjoy'd, 
How  soon  his  hopes  poHsession  doy'd ! 
Teil  bim,  wo  play  unequ:.!  game, 
■WlieneVr  we  tlioot  by  Fim<-y*s  aim ; 
And,  ere  La  strip  him  for  ht-r  race. 
Show  the  condiiiouDof  tbe  chose. 
Two  Bistera  b;^  tha  goal  nra  ait. 
Cold  Disappointuieut  nii  I  Kvyret; 
One  (lis<>ncb»nts  the  w-iniur'a  eyes. 
And  strips  of  nil  its  worth  tbo  prize. 
While  Olio  augments  its  gaudy  ahow, 
More  to  enhance  tbo  lostr'a  woo. 
Tbe  victor  sees  bia  fairy  gold, 
Transiorm'd,   when  won,   to  drosHv 

mold.  ' 

Bnt  still  the  Tanquish'.l  mooma  bia 


xxsir. 

More  wouldat  thott  know— vt 


Ton  nntrimm'd  lamp,  whose  yellow 

Is  mingling  with  tbe  oold  moonbeam. 
And  ^on  tnin  fomL !— tha  hectio  rbd 
On  bis  pale  cheek  ijieqaal  spread; 
The  head  reclined,  ^he  looaen'd  hair. 
The  iiuilia  relui'd,  the  monrnfnlaic. 
See,  he  looks  up;  —a  wofnl  smile 
Lightens  bis  wo-wom  cheek  a  whUe, 
'Tis  fancy  wakes  some  idle  thonght, 
To  gild  the  ruin  she  has  wronght; 
For,  like  the  bat  of  Indian  brakes. 
Her    piniona    fan    the  wannds   she 


Now  to  tha  lattice  torn  hia  e^ea, 
>'i(in  hope  !  to  see  the  ann  anae. 
The  moon  with  clondsiBatill  o'eroaat. 
Still  bowls  by  fits  the  stormy  blast; 
-inotber  bone  mast  wear  away, 
Ere  the  East  kindle  iaM>  day, 
A.aii  bark !  to  waste  that  weary  hotu, 
Uo  tries  the  minsttel'B  magio  power, 

xxsm. 


Untroubled  view  onr  scenea  below. 
Or  how  u  tearless  beam  supply 
To  light  a  world  of  war  and  woe  I 

:  bUme  thee 


Fair  Qneen !  I  will  tj 

As  once  by  Greta's  fury  aide 
Each  little  cloud  that  dimm'd  thj 

Did  tben  an  angel's  beanty  hide. 
And  of  the  sluulesl  tben  cowd  chide, 
Still  are  tlio    thoughts   to  memory 

For.  while  a  softer  strain  I  tried. 
They  bid  my  blnsh,  and  oalm'd  taf 
fear. 


By  two  foncl  lovers  only  seen, 
Reflected  from  the  crystal  well. 

Or  sleeping  on  tbeir  mossy  cell, 
Or  qniveiing  on  the  lattice  brij 

OrDlsncins  on  their  couch, 
How  swiftly   wanes   the 

XXXIV. 

He  Btarta— n  step  at  this  lone  hour  I 
A  TOice  ! — his  father  seeks  the  tower, 
With    hBggEkrd    look    and    troubled 

Freeh  from  his  dreadtnl  conference. 
"Wilfrid! — what,  not  to  sleep   sd- 

dMBsM  ? 
Tbon  hast  no  csrea  to  chase  thy  rest. 
Mortham  hssfall'aonHiirston-nioor; 
Bertram  brings  warrant  to  secoie 
His  tronsares,  bought  by  spoil  and 

For  the  State's  nse  and  public  good. 
The  menials  will  thy  voice  obey; 
Let  his  commission  nave  its  way, 
In  every  point,  in  every  word.  — 
Then,   in  a   whisper,  —  "  Take  thy 

Bertram  is— what  I  most  not  tell. 
1  bear  his  hasty  step — farewell  1" 

CANTO  SECOITD. 
I. 

Fab  in  the  chambers  of  thewest. 
The  gale  has  sigh'd  itself  to  rest; 
The  moon  was  cloudless   now  and 

But  pale,  and  soon  to  disappear. 
The  thin  grey  clouds  wui  dimly  light 
On  Bru^leton  and  Houghton  height; 
And  the  rich  dale,  that  eastward  lay, 
Waite<l  tlie  wakening  touch  of  day. 
To  giveit:!  woods  and  cultured  plain. 
And  ttiwi-rsandspircB,  to  light  imiiin. 
But,  wpHtwatd,  Stonmoro's  Bhapeless 

swell. 
And  Lunedalo  wild,  and  Kelton-fell, 
And  rock-begird  led  GilinaDucar, 
And  Arkiogarth,  la;  dark  afar; 


'£BT.  ^ 

While,  MBlivelier twilight lUU, 
Emerge   proud  Barnard's  bannar'd 

High-crown'd  he  sits,   in   dawning 

The  sovereign  of  the  loTely  Tale. 

n. 

What  prospects,  trom  his  votoh-toww 

high, 
Gleam  gradual  on  the  warder's  aye  I — 
Far  sweeping  to  the  east,  he  aee« 
Down  his  deep  woods  the  conrio  of 

Tees, 
And  tracks  his  wanderings  hj  th6 


vapours  from  the  atraam ; 
And  ere  be  paced  his  destined  hour 
Bt  Bmckenbury's  dungeon-tower. 
These  silver  mists  Bhallmelt  away, 
And  dew  the  woods  with  glittaring 

Then  in  broad  lustre  shall  be  shown 
That  mighty  trench  of  living  stone, 
And  each  huge  trunk  that,  from  the 

Reclines  bim  o'er  the  darksome  tide. 
Where  Tees,  full  manya  fathom  low. 
Wears  with  his  r^e  no  common  foe; 
For  pebbly  bank,  nor  sand-bed  here. 
Nor  clay-mound,  checks  his  fierce  oa- 


m. 

8hall  rnah  upon  the  n  „    . 

But  many  a  tributary  stream 

Each  from   its  own   dark  dell  shall 

gleam: 
Stsindrop.     who.    from     her   silvan 

Salutes  proud  Baby's  battled  towers; 
The  rural  brook  of  Egliston, 
And  Balder,  namt  d  from  Odin's  son; 
And  Greta,  to  wboae  banks  ere  long 
We  lead  the  lovers  of  the  song; 
And  silver  Lune.from  Stanmore  wild. 
And    fairy   Thorsg ill's    murmuriug 

And  lost  and  least,  but  lovelieat  slil^ 


SCOTT'S  POETICAL   WOSXS. 


!Romantic  Deepdale'a  RlcEider  rill, 
WLo  in   tnat   dim-wood  glen    hath 

Btrayd, 
Yet  Ion^<l  for  Boslin's  m^c  glade  ? 
Who.  wan<1ering  there,  hath  Bought 

to  change 
Even  for  that  Tale  bo  stem  and  ftrange, 
Where   Cartland's    Crags,    fantastic 

Xhtough  her  green  copse  like  spires 

Yet.  Albin.  yot  the  praise  be  thine, 
Thy  Kcenes  and  story  t.j  combine  I 
Thou   bid'st   him,   who   by  Kosljn 

List  to  the  deeds  of  other  dnys  ; 
'Mid  Cortland's  Crags  tbou  show'st 

The  refuge  of  thy  chnmpion  brave; 
Giving  eai;h  rock  ita  storied  tale. 
Pouring  B  lay  from  cv>i,y  dale, 
KniUioB.  aa  witb  n  moral  Ijoml, 
Thy  nalive  h'^omls  with  thy  land. 


Stem  Bertram  shnnu'd  Qi%  i 


And,  akirtins  hish  the  valley's  ridge, 
Tbej    CTOSB^    by    Greta's    andant 

bridge. 
Deaceniiing  whore  ber  waters  wind 
Free  lor  a  space  and  unconflned, 
Aa,   'scaped   from   lirignall'a   dark- 


Baised  by  that  Legion  long  cenown'd. 
Whose  votive  siuine    asMrta   their 


■'Stern  e 


Wilfrid 


To    1 


the    i 


IV. 


'  Behold  the  boast  of  Boman  pride ! 

^Vhat  uow  of  nil  your  toils  are  known? 
A  grassy  trench,  a,  broken  stone  V'^ 
""  '  i  Ui  hiiDselt' ;  for  moral  strain 
I  To  Uertraa.  were  addresa'd  in  vain. 

1  Ti. 


Of  different  mood,  a  deeper  sigli 
Awiike,  wben  Kukeby's  torretsbi^^ 

Were  northward  iu  the  dawning  teen 
To  reur  tlieiii  o'er  tbe  thicket  green. 
0  tbi'n,  tbouyh  Speuaer's  sell  bad 


Bertram  awaiteil  not  the  sight 
Whic'i  Kiin-rise  shows  from  Uaftiard't 

hi'i/ht, 
Bnt  from  tbo  tower*,  preventin'i  ihiy, 
With  Wilrri.1  to.ik  his  .'^irly  way.         ,         siniy  ,i 
While  misty  dnwn,  and  mo.>nboam  iBesiilebimthrongh  the  lovely  gladi 

Slill  mingled  in  the  Kilent  d.il. 

By  Jiiirnard's  bridge  ot  nt.it.^ly  slone. 

The   southern    b;ink   of   Tic-i 


chanU-i  to  show. 
I  I'oiuting  the  streiun  rujoicing  free. 
.  As  captive  sot  at  liberty. 
I  Hashing  her  sparkling  waves  abroad, 
Their  winding  path   then  enstward  .  And  cl.imoiiring  joyful  on  hcrroad  ; 
ciist.  I  i'ointinjT  where,  up  the  sunny  banks. 

The  trees  retire  ia  scatter'd  ranks, 
^ave  where,  advanced  before  the  rea^ 
1  )u  knoll  or  hillock  rears  his  crest. 
Lonely  anrt  huge,  the  giant  Oak, 
Aii  chimnjiomi,  when  their  band  is 

broko, 
Stand  forth  to  gnard  the  rearward 


And  i^^liston's  grey  ruins  puss'd ; 
Kiih  on  bis  own  deep  vi^ious  b,>nt, 
SiLiit  and  K;id  Ibev  i.nw:ird  'K.-^-A. 
Well  niav  you  thiuk  thut  iierir,im'; 


To  M  ilfrid  savaae  seem'd  and  rade 
Well  i,i;iv  vou  tiiink  bi-ld  Iti^inyba: 
Held  Wilfrid  trivinl,  iioor,  and  tnmt 
And  small  the  in  ten-nurse,  I  ween, 
tiuch  uncongenial  souls  bitween. 


,.Ost, 


Yet  Taste  in  Tain  his  magio  Iny, 
While  Wilfrid  ejad  the  distant  towei. 
Whose  lattice  lights  Matilda's  bower. 

TIL 
The  open  Tale  is  soon  passed  o'er, 
Eokeby.thongh  nigh,  is  seen nomore; 
Sinking  'mid  Greta's  thickets  de«p, 
Awild  and  dnrker  conrse  thej  keep, 
A  Btern  ond  lone,  jet  lovely  rood. 
As  e'er  the  foot  of  MinRtrel  trade  t 
Brond  HhndowB  o'er  their  passage  fell, 
Deeper  and  narrower  grew  the  dell  ; 
It  Beem'd  some  moontain,  rent  and 

A  channel  for  the  gtrenm  had  giTen, 
So  high  the  cliSs  of  limestone  giej 
Hong  beetling  o'er  the  torrent's  way, 
Yieliling,  along  their  ragged  base, 
A  Uinty  footpath's  niggard  space. 
Where  he,  who  winds^wiit  rock  and 

May  hear  the  headlong  torrent  rava, 
And  like  a  steed  in  frantic  fit. 
That  flincs  the  froth  from  corb  and 
bit, 

May  TIG  IT  her  chafe  her  wsTea    to 

spray. 
O'er  every  rock  that  bars  her  way. 
Till  foBm-(;Iobee  on  her  eddies  Tide, 
Thick  B.t  the  Kchemes  of  bnman  pride 
That  down  life's  eorrent  driTe  amain, 
As  frail,  as  frothy,  and  as  Toin  1 

■VIII. 
The   cliffii  tlittt    rear  their    haughty 

High  o'er  the  river's  darksome  bed. 
Were  now  all  naked,  wild,  nnil  grey. 
Now  waving  all  with  greenwood  ppraj; 
Hero  trees  to  every  crevice  tlung. 
And    o'er   the    dtll   their   branches 

hung; 
And  there,  nil  Bplinter'd  anrl  nneven, 
The  hbiver'd  rocks  ascend  to  lienven  ; 
Oft,  too,  the  ivy  swath'd  thtir  brea»t, 
And  wreathed  its  gadand  round  their 

Or  from  the  spires  bnde  loowely  flare 
Ita  tendrils  in  the  middle  nir. 
As  pennons  wont  to  wave  of  old 
O'er  the  high  feast  of  Baron  bold, 


When  revell'd  lond  the  fendal  rent, 
And  the  ucb'i  halls  letnrn'd  their 

Such  and  more  wild  is  Greta's  roar. 
And  such  the  eohoe«  from  bet  shore. 
And  HO  the  ivied  bBnDers'  gle«Di, 
Waved   wildly    o'er     the     brawling 

IK. 
Now  ftom  the  stream  the  rocks  re-  ^ 

cede. 
Dnt  leave  between  no  sunny  mead. 
No,  nor  the  spot  of  pebbly  sand. 
Oft  found  by  anchamonntain  strand; 
Torming  such  warm  and  dry  retreat. 
As  fancy  deems  the  lonely  seat. 
Where  hermit  wandering  ftom  his 

ceU, 
His  rostuy  might  love  to  telL 
Bat  here,  twiit  rock  and  riTet,  gmr 
A  dismal  groTO  of  sable  yew. 
With  whose  sad  tints  were  mingled 


The   earth    that  nonrish'd  them   to 

blast; 
For  never  knew  that  swarthy  grove 
The  verdant  hne  that  fairies  love; 
Nor  wilding    green,    nor   wooiUand 

flower,- 
Arose  within  its  bslefol  bower: 
The  dank  and  sable  earth  reoeiveB 
Its  only  carpet  froni  the  leBves, 
That,  from   the  withering  branches 

Bestrew'd    the    ground    with    eTery 

bIftKt. 
Though  now  the  son   wss  o'er  the 

hill. 
In  this  dark  spot  'twas  twilight  still, 
^ve  that  on  Greta's  farther  side 
Some      straggling      beams    throngb 

copsewood  glide; 
And  wild  and  snvage  contrast  made 
'i'bnt  dingle's  deep  and  funeral  shade. 
With  the  bright  tinls  of  early  day, 
Which,  glimmering  through  the  iTy 

spray, 
On  the  opposing  snmmit  lay. 
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The  lated  peMont  Bbium'd  the  dell; 
For  Saperatition  iroDt  to  tell 
Of  muiy  a  grialy  sonncl  and  aight, 
ScariDgits path  at  dead  of  ni^ht. 
When  ChriBtmas  loga  blaze  high  and 

Bnch  vondera  speed  the  feetal  tide; 

While  Cnrioait;  and  Fear, 

Pleasnre   and   Pain,    sit    cnQching 


I'm    childhood's     cheek   i 


And  village  maidena  lose  the  rose. 
The  thnlUDK  interest  risea  higher, 
The  circle  closes  nish  and  ni^er, 
And  slinddering  gbtuce  is  cast  be- 

Ab  looder  moana  the  wintrj  wind. 
Believe,  that  fitting  scene  was  laid 
For    sneh    wild    tales    in    Slortham 


In  such  a  spot,  at  snch  an.  hour,— 


While  Wilfrid  s  form  li 

glide 
Like  bis  pale  victim  bj  hia  Bide. 


o  rank  nor  sex  confined 
Is  this  vnin  ague  of  the  mind  : 
Eearlll  firm  as  steel,  oa  marble  hard, 
'Gainst  (nith.tindlove.nnd  pity  barr'd, 
Have  qouked.   like  aspen  leaTes   in 

May, 
Beneath  its  univereal  eway. 
Bertram  Lad  li>:ted  many  a,  tale 
Of  wonder  in  hia  native  dale, 
That  in  his  secret  soul  rcljiin'd 
The  credence    tliey    in    childhood 

juth 


Leam'd  when,  beneaUL  tha  inite 

gale. 
Full  BweU'd  th«  venel'B  steady  nail. 
And  the   broad    Indian  moon  har 

light 
Fonr'd  on  the  vatch  of  middle  night, 
When  seamen  love  to  hear  and  tell 
Of  portent,  prodig;,  and  spell : 
What  galea  aro  sold  c-   '*  ~' 


Of  Erick'H  cap  and  Elmo's  light ; 
Or  of  that  Phantom  Miip,  whose  form 
Shoots  liks  a  meteor   through   the 

When  the  dark  send  oomes  driving 

And  lowcr'd  is  every  topsail  yard. 
And  canvas,  wove  in  earthly  looms, 
No  more  to  brave  tbe  storm  presnmeal 
Then,  'mid  the  war  of  sea  and  sky. 

Top  and  top-gnllant  hoisted  high. 
Fall  spread  and  crowded  every  sail. 


TIT. 

Then,  too,  were  told,  in  stifled  tonc^ 
Marvels  and  omens  all  their  own. ; 
How,  by  some  desert  isle  or  key, 
Where     Spaniards     wroaght     theic 

cmelty. 
Or  where  the  savage  pirates  mood 
Repaid  it  homo  in  deeds  of  blood. 
Strange  nightly   sonnds  of  woe  and 

.Vppall'd  the  listening  Bncanier, 
Whose  light-arm'd  shallop  anchoT'd 

I         lav 
In  ambash  by  the  lonely  bay. 

I  The  groan   of  grief,   the    shriek  of 

I  Ring  from  tie  moonlight  groves  of 

The   fierce  Bdventiirer*B  heart  the; 

Who  wenriea  memoiy  for  a  prayer, 
I  Cnrses  the  roadatead,  and  -wiOi  gala 
!  Of  early  morning  UIIb  the  sail. 


To  give,  in  thirst  of  blood  and  proy, 
A  legend  for  another  hey. 

Thiu,  OB  a  atiD,  a  youth,  &  child. 
Traiu'd  is  the  layatio  and  the  wild. 
With  thia  on  Bertraio'B  sonl  at  times 
Bnah'd  a  dork  feeling  of  his  crimen ; 
Such  to  Lis  troubled  Boal  their  form. 
As  tte  pole  Dcath-Khip  to  the  storm, 
And  sni^li  their  omen  dim  and  dread, 
As  shrieks  and  voices  of  the  dead,— 
That  pang,  whose  transitory  force 
Hovei'd  'twu.t  horror  and  remorse  ; 
That  pang,    perchance,    his  bosom 


JF.' 


B'd, 


As  Wilfrid  sndden  he  addreas'd  :— 

"  Wilfrid,  thia  glen  is  never  trode 
UntU  the  sun  ndes  high  abroad  ; 
Yet  twice  have  I  beheld  to-day 
A  Form  that  aeem'd  to  dag  our  way  ; 
Twice  from  my  glance  it  aeem'd  to 

flee. 
And  shrond  itself  b;  cliff  oi  tree, 
Howtbink'atthoo? — la  ont  path  way- 
laid! 
Or  hath  thy  sire  my  trust  betiay'd  ? 
If   so" Ere,    starting     firom   his 

That  tomodtipon  a  gentler  theme, 
Wilfred  had  roused  him  to  reply, 
Bertram  spmng  forward,   shouting 

high, 
"  Whate'er  thou  art,  thoa  now  shalt 

And  forth  he  darted,  sword  in  hand. 


As  bnrsta  the  levin  in  hia  wrath. 
He  shot  him  down  the  sounding  path; 
Hock,  wood,  and  stream,  rang  wildly 

To  hia  lond  at«p  nnd  aavaf;e  shout. 
Seems  that  the  object  of  his  race 
Hath   Rcnled  the  clifib;   his    frantic 

Sidelong  he  torus,  and  now  'tis  bent 
Itight  op  the  r'jck's  (all  battlement  ; 
Straining  carh  sinew  to  ascend, 
Foot,  hand,  and  knee,  their  aid  most 

Wilfrid,  all  dizzy  with  dismay. 


Now  trasts  hia  weight  to  ivy  strings; 
Now,  like  the  wild-goat,  most  he  ditre 
An  nnsTippurted  leap  in  air; 
Hid  in  tho  shrabbv  mia-coorso  now. 
Yon  mark  him  by  the  crashing  boi^h. 
And  by  his  corslet's  sadden  clank. 
And  by  the  stones  spnm'd  from  the 

And  by  the  hawk  seared  from  bei  nest. 
And  ravens  croaking  o'er  tlseir  gneat, 
Who  deem  his  forfeit  limbs  shoU  p^ 
The  tribnte  of  his  bold  essay. 

XV. 
See  I  be  emerges  I^-despeiste  now 
All     farther    conrae— ton    beetling 

In  craggy  nakedness  sublime. 
What  heart  or  foot  shall  dare  to  climb? 
It  bears  no  tendril  for  his  clasp. 
Presents  no  angle  to  his  grasp : 
Sole  stay  his  foot  may  rcbt  npon. 
Is  yon  earth-bedded  jetting  stone. 
Baumced  on  such  precarions  prop. 
He  strains  his  grasp  to  reach  the  top. 
Jnst   as    the   dangerous  stretch   he 

By  heaven,  his  faithless  footstool 
shakes  1 

Beneath  his  tottering  balk  it  bends, 

It  sways,  ...  it  loosens,  ...  it  de- 
scends I 

And  downward   holds  its  headlong 

Crasbing  o'er  rock  and   oopsewood 

spray. 
Iiond  thunders  shake  the    echoing 

deU!- 
Fotl  it  alone  ?— alone  it  fell. 
Jnst  on  the  very  ve^e  of  fiite. 
The  hardy  Bertram's  faUingweight 
He  trusted  to  his  sinewy  hands, 
And  on  the  top  unborm'd  he  standsl— 


Render'd  the  cliCs  accessible. 


scorrs  posticaz  wosks. 


By  ciicnit  alow  ha  thns  Bttun'd 
lloheight  that  Risingham  had  gain'd, 
And  vrlien  he  issaed  from  the  wood, 
Before  the  gate  of  Horthom  stood. 
'TwRB  a  fair  acene  I  the  sunbeam  lay 
On  battled  tower  and  portal  grey: 
And  from  the  grasBy  tUope  he  Bees 
The  Greta  flow  to  meet  the  Teee; 
Where,  Uaaing  from  her  darksome 

b.d. 

She  caught  the  momiDg'H  eoiitem  red, 
And  throngh  the  Hofteniog  vale  below 
Boll'd  her  bright  wares,  in  rony  glow, 
All  blnshinf!  to  her  brnial  bed. 
Like  Bome  Hbj  maid  in  convent  bt9d ; 
While  linnet,  lark,  and  bliu^hird  gny. 
Sing  forth  her  nnptial  toundelny. 

S\1L 


But  iiioming  beam,  and  wild>blrd'a 

otll. 
Avukfd  not  Mortham'a  aUent  holt. 
Ko  porter,  by  the  iow-brow'd  goto, 
Took  ia  ths  wonted  nirhe  his  seal ; 
To  tbo  paved  conrt  no  pi-'.i'umt  dri'w; 
'n'ukfd  to  thuir  toil  no  niL'Diiit  crew; 
The  lunidcu'a  enrol  w^l4  net  heard. 
Ah  to  her  morning  task  bUb  farud: 
In  the  void  oflii.-i?>«  n round, 
l{nn){  nut  a  hoof,  ii'<r  luiy'd  n  booQd; 
Nor  o,ii{er  slc-d,  with  shrillint!  lieigh, 
Accu!wd  tho  lugging  groomw  deliij; 
UntrinimM.iiudress'd.neglectcclnow, 
'n'luiidley'dwiillcfiud  on-hard  bough; 
All  K[>ukethe  niiu^er'i  nbHunt  cure. 
All  apoke  negU-ut  and  dinrepitir. 
iiontb  of  the  g  ite,  iin  nrrun-  Higbl. 
Tw'i  uiighly  elms  Ibc^ir  limbs  nnite, 


For    their    huge  boughs  i 

Above  a  massive  monomcnt, 
Ciirvt'd  o\'r  in  antieut  Gothic  wise. 
With  many  a  ai^utchoon  and  device; 
Tliere,  ujii-nt  with  toil  and  sunk  in 

Bertram  stood  pondering  by  the  tomb. 


ZVUL 

"  It  ToniBh'd,  likeaflimn^Bbartl 
Behind  this  tomb,"  he  aaid,  "twia 

lost— 
This  tomb,  wbere  oft  I  deam'd  lies 

Of    Morthom'B   Indian    we«lUi    the 

Tie  true,  tha  aged  aerrants  aaid 
Hera  his  lomauted  wife  ia  laid; 
But  weightierTettaona  maybe  gosM'd 
For  their  lord's  strict  and  atem  be- 
hest. 
That  none  should  on  his  Btep«  in- 

Wbene'er  he  sought  this  solitnds. — 
An  ancient  mariner  I  knew, 
\Vfaat  time  I  sail'd  with  Moivan'a  oiw, 
Who  oft.  'mid  onr  carouaab,  spake 
OCliuleigh,  Frobisher,  and  Drake; 
AdventarooH  hearts  1   who  barter'd, 

bold. 
Their  English  aleel  for  Spaniah  gold. 
Tiiiiit  not,  would  his  eiperisnoe  aay. 


And  bid  the  dead  your  treaanre  keep; 
Sure  Btcwurdi)  they,  if  btting  apell 
Their  service  to  tho  task  com))aL 
Lacks   there  anch    chamel? — kill   a 

Bliive, 
Or  prisoner,  on  the  treaanre-giBTe; 
Anil  bid  his  dlscoatented  ghoat 
Stalk  nightly  on  his  lonely  post. — 
Sueb  woB  his  tale.     Its  truth,  I  ween. 


nmyn 


XIX. 


Wilfrid,  who  seom'd  the  legend  wild. 
In  mingled  mirth  and  pity  smiled, 
lluch  marvelling  that  a  breast  ao  bold 
Is  anch  fond  tale  belief  should  hold; 
I  But  yt-'t  of  ISertrom  sought  to  know 
;  Tno  appariUon'a  form  and  show.  — 
;  The  power  within  the  guilty  breaat, 
-Oft   vanqnish'd,    never    quite    tap- 

'  That  unsubdued  and  lurking  lies 
;  Tn  take  the  felon  by  surpriBe, 


And  foroe  him,  »a  by  magio  epell. 
In  hia  deapite  hu  guilt  to  telt — 
That  po  wei  is  Bertmm'B  breast  awoks ; 
Scarc«  acauaioiia  be  vaa  heaid,  he 

"  TwBs  Hoztham'k  form,  ftorn  toot  to 

head  I 
Hia  morion,  with  the  pliun«  Of  red, 
Bia  abuie,  Itia  mien—  twas  UortbajDo, 

right 
Aa  'when  I  slew  him  in  the  fight. "~ 
"Tbondayhim?-thon?"— Withcin- 

RcionB  atart 
He  hwid,  then  mann'd  hia  haughty 

"  I  Blew  him?— I ! — I  hod  fo^ot 
Thou,   Btripling,  know'at  not  of  the 

plot 
Bnt  it  is  spotcoi— nor  will  I 
Seed  done,  or  spoken  word,  deny, 
tslswhim:  II  tor  thankless  pride; 
Twaa  bT  this  hand  that  llortham 

died. 


Villrid,  of  gentle  Iiand  and  heart, 
Arena  to  arery  aotlTO  part, 
Bnt  most  avetae  to  martial  bioil, 
Vtotn    dangeJT   ■lirnnV,    aad   tm^^d 

bom  toil, 
Tet  the  meek  lover  of  the  lyre 
Nnraed  one  biaTe  spark  of  noble  fire, 
Asainat  injnatioe,  fiaad,  or  wrong, 
ma  blood  beat  high,  his  hand  wai'd 

Not  bis  the  nervra  that  ooolil  sostain 
Unshaken,  danger,  toil,  and  pain; 
Itat,  when  that  spark  blazed  forth  to 

He  rose  superior  to  hie  frame. 

And   now  it    oame,  that    generooa 

And,  in  fall  cnrrent  of  his  blood, 
On  Baitram  he  laid  desperate  hasd, 
Plaoed  firm  hia  foot,  and  drew  his 

"  Should  BTory  fiend,  to  whom  tbonVt 


Attach  the  roTtrdeier  of  your  Lord  1" 


XXI 
A  moment,  fii'd  as  by  a  spell, 
Btood  BertJftm~It  Bcem'd  miracle 
That  one  so  feeble,  aoft,  and  tnms 
8et  graHp  on  warliko  Risingbam. 
Bnt  when  he  felt  a  feeble  stroke. 
The  Bend  within  the  roffinn  woke ! 
To  wrench  the  sword  from  Wilfrid's 

To  dash  him  headlong  on  tbo  sand, 
Was  bnt  one  moment's  work, — one 

Had  drench'd  the  bbde  In  Wilfrid'B 

Bnt,  in  the  instant  it  arose. 
To  end  bis  life,  hia  love,  bin  woeH. 
A  warlike  form,  that  mark'd  the  scene. 
Presents  bis  rapier  sheathed  between, 

Parries  the  faHt-dencending  blow, 
And  stafis  'twizt  Wilfrid  and  his  foe; 
Nor  tbpn  nnsoabbarded  his  brand. 
But,  stcmty  pointing  with  his  hand. 
With  tnonaroh's  voice    forbade    the 

fight, 
And  motinn'd  Bertram  from  his  eight. 
"  Oo,  and  repent,"  he  said,  "wbil« 

Is  given  tbee ;    add  not    crime    to 

xxn. 

Mule,  and  uncertain,  and  amazed. 
Ah  on  a  viHion  Bertram  gaied  ! 
'Twos  Slaribom's  bearing,  bold  and 

high, 
His  sinewy  frame,  bis  fpileon  eye, 
ilia  look  and  accent  of  command, 
rbo  lunrtial  gesture  of  his  liand, 
HiB  stately  form.  Kpure-built  and  toll. 
His  war-bleach'd  lockit— 'twiu  MoF' 

tbom  all. 
Through  liertram's  dizzy  brain  career 
A  tlioimand  thoughls,  and  all  of  fear; 
1  lis  wavering  faiUi  received  Dot  quite 
The  form  bo  saw  asMorlbam'sKprite, 
But  more  ha  fear'd  it,  if  it  stood 
His  lord,  in  liviog  fle^b  ami  blood. — 
What  spectre  can  tlie  chamel  send. 
So  dreadful  aa  an  injnrod  friend? 
Then,  too,  the  hnbit  ot  command, 
I'sed  by  the  leader  ot  the  band, 
AVhen  TlininnhifciTij  for  many  a  day. 
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Had  iDarcb'd  &nd  fought  beneath  his 

Tamed  him— and,  vith  reverted  f&ce, 
Backwards  he  bore  hia  HoUen  pace ; 
Oft   Htopp'd,  and  oft   on  Uorth&m 

And  d&rk  as  rated  mastiff  glared; 
But  when  the  tramp  of  steeds  trbs 

Flnnged   in   the   glon,  and    disap- 

Kor  longer  there  the  VHirior  stood , 
RottrinR  eastwanl  through  the  wood; 
Bnt  find  to  Wilfrid  woruine  gives, 
"Tell  tbon  to  none  that  Mortham 

xxin, 

Stm  mng  these  words  in  Wilfrid's 

Hinting  be  knew  not  what  of  fear; 
When  ncatercame  the  coursers' tread, 
And,  with  his  father  iit  their  bead, 
Of  horsemen  urm'il  a  gallant  power 
Bcin'd  up   their  steeds  before    the 

'■  Whence  theeo  pale  looks,  my  son?" 

he  sjiid; 
•■^Vhere'H  IJertrBm?— Wliv  that  naked 

blade  r 
Wilfrid  ambignoufil)-  replied, 
(For  Morthaju's   clinrge  his  honour 

tied.) 
"  liertram  is  gone — the  villain  s  word 
Avonch'd  him  rannlerer  of  his  lord  \ 
Even  now  we  fongbt  -bnt,  when  yont 

Annonnred  yon  nii^b.  the  felon  fled.'' 
In  WyelifCe'a  conacions  eye  appear 
A  gnilty  hope,  a  gnilty  fear; 
On  bin  pnle  brow  the  dewdrop  broke, 
*nd  his  lip  quiver'd  aa  he  spoke: — 

'■Amnrderer! — Philip  Mort ham  died 
Amid  the  bnttle's  wildest  tide. 
Wilfrid,  or  Bertmni  nives,  or  yon  ! 
Yet,  grant  snch   Htmnge   confession 

Pursuit  were  vain — let  him  fly  afar — 
Justice  must  sleep  in  civil  wur." 
A  gallant  Youth  rode  near  liis  side. 
Brave  Bokeby's  page,  in  battle  tried ; 


That  mom,  an  embasCT  of  weight 
He  brought  to  Banutrd't  oaatle  gate, 
And  follow'd  now  in  Wycliffa's  toain. 
An  answer  for  bis  lord  to  sain. 
His  steed,  whose  arch'd  andaable  neck 
An  hundred  wreaths  of  foam  bedeck. 
Chafed  not  against  the  cnrb  more  high 
Than  he  at  Oswald's  cold  repljr; 
He  bit  his  lip,  implored  bia  aaint, 
(His  the  old  fiutb}— then  btust  re- 

XXV, 
"Tesl  I  beheld  his  bloody  fitQ 
By  that  base  traitor's  dastard  b«U, 
Jnst  when    I  thoi^ht    to   nMMrare 

Bword, 
PresnmptnouB  hope  t  with  llortlum's 

And  sh^  the  murderer  'sokpe  who 


that  dew  al 
Ftilse  Risingbam  shall  yield  or  die. — 
Ring  out  the  caatle  'larum  bell  I 
Arouse  the  peasants  with  the  knelll 
Meantime    disperse — ride,  gallftnta, 

lieset  the  wood  on  eveiy  side. 
Hut  if  utnong  you  one  there  be, 
Thut  honooTa  Alortham's  memory. 
Let  him  dismouDt  and  follow  me  I 
Eti^e  onyourcreatssit  fear  and  ahune. 
And  foul  suspicion  dog  your  name  1" 

XXVL 
Instant    to    earth    young   RKmcmro 

sprung; 
Instant  on  earth  the  hamem  rang 
Of  twenty  men  of  Wycliffe's  b^ 
Who   wuited  not    their   lord's  Dom- 


His  mantle  from  his  shonldera  tbraw, 
His  pistols  in  his  belt  he  placed. 
The  green-wood  gain'd,  the  footitepa 

traced. 
Shouted  like  hnntamau  to  his  hounds. 
"  To  cover,  hark  l" — andinheboDDd^ 


SoBTM  heud  WM  Osvald'a  aosioiui 

*'  Bnspioion  1  yea — pniBiiB  him,  fly — 
But  Tentnie  not,  in  lueleBB  Btiiie, 
On  mflUa  d«Bpeimta  of  his  life, 
'Whoarer  fl&ds  him,  shoot  him  de&d  1 
Fiva  Irandmd  nohlea  for  his  head  ]'' 

XX7IL 
Tha  horaemem  gjillop'd.  to  make  good 
£aoh  p«th  that  iwned  tiom  the  vood. 
Lond   from  the  thickets  rang   the 

Of  Beyond  and  Ub  easei  loat; 
With  them  inta  WUlrid,   Btnng  with 

And  envying  Bedmond'a  maiii&l  Are, 
And  amulouH  of  fame. — Bnt  vhcra 
la  Oswald,  noble  Mortham's  heii? 
He,  bonnd  by  honour,  law,  and  faith, 
ATenger  of  hia  kinsman's  death  ? — 
laeaoine  against  tha  elmin  tree, 
With  diooping  head  and  slooken'd 

And  clenched  teeth,  and  oloee^lasp'd 

In  agony  of  oonl  he  stands  1 
His  doinicaBt  eye  on  earth  is  bent. 
His  aonl  to  every  soond  is  lent; 
For  in  eaoh  abont  that  cleaves  the  air, 
Hay  liag  disooveiy  and  despair. 

JXYUL 
That   "nU'd   It  him,   that   brightly 

play'd 
mi*   moniing    atm    on     Slortham'a 

glade7 
All  aeems  in  giddy  round  to  ride, 
Zdke  olqecta  on  a  stormy  tide. 
Seen  eddying  b^  the  moonlight  dim, 
Impecfectly  to  aink  and  swim. 
Vhat  "rail  d  it,  tbat  the  fair  doronin, 
na  battled  mansion,  hiU,  >md  pliiin, 
Oa  which  the  son  so  brightly  sliniio, 
EnTied  BO  long,  was  nnw  his  i.vn  7 
Hia  lowest  dongeoi),  in  that  hoar. 
Of  Brackenbary  B  dismal  tower, 
Had  been  his  choice,  could  such  a 

Have  open'd  Uortham's  bloody  lomh! 
Forced,  too,  to  turn  unwillins  ear 
To  aaoh  mrmiae  of  hope  or  fear. 


Mnrmor'd  among  the  roatics  round. 
Who  gaiher'd  nt  the  'lomm  Hovmd; 
He  dared  not  tarn  hia  head  away. 
E'en  to  look  np  to  heaven  to  pray. 
Or  call  on  hell,  in  bitter  mood. 
For  one  sharp   death-shot  from  the 

XXIX. 

At   length,    o'erpast    that    dresdAiI 

Back  atroggling  came  the  ecatter'd 

Jaded  and  weary,  horse  and  man, 
Retum'd  the  troopers  one  by  one. 
Wilfrid,  the  last,  arrived  to  say, 
All  trace  was  lout  of  Jiortram'a  way. 
Though  Redmond  still,  up  Brignall 

The  hopeless  quest  in  vain  pursued. — 
O,  fatal  dootu  of  human  raco  1 
What  tyrant  passions  passions  chaae ! 
Eemorsa  from  Oswald'n  hrow  ia  gone. 
Avarice    and    pride    resume     their 

throne ; 
The  pong  of  instant  terror  by, 
They  dictate  thus   their  slave's   re- 
ply :- 

XXX. 
"  Ay— let    him    range     like     haaty 

hound ! 
And  if  the  grim  wolfu  loir  be  found, 
Small  is  my  cure  how  uoes  the  gome 
With  Hi'dmond.  or  with  liisingham.— 
Nay,  nnswtr  not,  thou  aimple  boy ! 
Thy  fair  Jlatildii,  nil  eo  coy 
To  thee,  ia  of  another  mood 
To  that  bold  youth  of  Erin's  blood. 
Thy  ditties  will  she  freely  praise. 
And    pay   thy    pains    with    courtly 

pliraae; 
In  a  rough  path  will  oft  command  - 
Accept  at  Iciist  -thy  friendly  hand; 
His  Blie  avoids,  or,  urged  and  jiray'd, 
Unwilling  takes  bis  proffer'd  aid. 
While    coDBciona     iiossion     plainly 

In     downcast     look    and     blushing 
I         cheeks. 
I  Whene'er    be  sings,   will  she   glide 

I  And  m  her  soul  is  in  her  eye; 
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Tot  doubts  she  still  to  tender  free 
The  wonted  »orfs  of  coniteay. 
These  ore  strong  signel— ^et  where- 

fote  sigb. 
And  vipo,  enetninate,  thine  ejre? 
Thine  shall  she  be,  if  thoa  attend 
The  ooDnsels  of  thy  sire  and  friend. 

XXXI 
"  ScBTOe  wert  thon  gone,  when  peep 

of  light 
Broocbt  gennine  nevs  of  Marston's 

fight. 
Biave  CromweU  tnm'd  the  doabtfnl 

tide, 
And  oonqDestbleas'dtherightfOl  side; 
Three  thoneand  cavaliera  he  dead, 
Bnpert  and  that  bold  Matqnis  fled ; 
Kutiles  and  knightH,  (w  prond  of  late. 
Mast  fine  for  freudom  and  estate. 
Of  these,  committed  Ui  ray  charge. 
Is  Hokebj,  jirisiiDcr  at  large; 
Kedtuond,  liis  page,  arrived  to  say 
lie  reaches  Barnard's  lovers  to-ilsy. 
Ril^ht  heavy  shall  his  ransom  be, 
Unless   that  maid  compound    with 

theel 
Go  to  her  now— be  bold  of  cheer, 
^Vhile  her  soul  floats  'twiit  hope  and 

It  ifl  the  very  change  of  tide. 
When  hPHt  the  female  heart  is  tried— 
Pridp,  jirejodice,  and  modesty, 
Are  in  the  current  swept  to  sea; 
And  the  bold  swain,  who  plies  his  oar, 
Mny  lightly  row  his  hark  to  shore. " 
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The  hunting  tribes  of  air  and  earth 
Ilesjicr^  the  brethren  of  their  birth; 
Nnlurc,  who  loves  the  claim  of  kind. 
Less  cmel  chase  to  each  asfii)-n'd. 
Thii  falcon,  poised  on  soaring  wing, 
■M'atchpM  the  wild-dock  l.v  the  Hpring; 
The  Klow.hoand  wakes  the  foi  a  Init; 
The  greyhound  presses  on  the  hare; 
The  eafile  pounces  on  the  lnuib; 
The  wolf  doTonrs  the  fleecy  dam: 
Even  tiger  fell,  and  BoUen  bear. 


Man,  only,  mars  kind  Natnrrs  pUi 
And  tarns  the  fierce  f  orsniton  man; 
Plying  war's  desnltory  trade, 
InctuBiou,  fluht,  and  ambwotde. 
Since  Nimrod,  Cash's  mighty  son. 
At  Sxet  the  bloody  game  bc^on. 

a 

The  Indian,  prowling  for  his  prey. 
Who  hears  the  settlers  track  his  way. 
And  knows  in  distant  forests  far 

Camp  his  red  brethren  of  the  war; 
He,  when  eath  double  and  disgnise 
To  baffle  the  pursoit  he  tries, 
Iiow  crouching  now  his  head  to  hide, 
^^liere  swampy  streams  thronghmsh- 

es  glide, 
Xnw  covering  with  the  wither'd  leaves 
The  foot-prints  that  the  dew  receives: 
He,  skili'd  in  every  eilvan  euile, 
Knows  not,  nor  tries,  each  varions 

wile, 
-is  Riaiayhnra,  when  on  the  wind 
Arose  the  loud  pursuit  behind. 
In  Redesdalo  his  youth  hod  heard 
I  Each  art  her  wily  dalesmen  dared, 
^Mien  Rooken-cdge,   and    Bedsvrair 

high, 
Tobni^e  rung  and  blood-honnd'scry, 
Announciug  jedwood-aie  and  spear. 
And  Lid'sdale  ridcru  in  the  rear; 
And   well    his    ventnrons   life    had 


■the 


C 


■ed. 


n  that  his  childhood  loved. 

m. 

Oft  hail  he  shovm,  in  climes  abr. 
Each  attribute  of  roving  war; 
The  sharpen'd  ear,  the  piercing  eye^ 
The  quick  resolve  in  danger  nigh; 
The  H|>eed.  thntin  the  flight  or  chase, 
Outsliipp'd  thy  t'haribrt  rapid  race; 
'I'ho  Htcudy  lindn,  the  sinewy  limb. 
To  leap,  to  climb,  to  dive,  to  swim; 
The  iron  fninie,  inurfd  to  bear 
Eitch  dire  inclemency  of  air, 
Xor  loss  conlinu'd  to  nndcrgo 
Fatigue's   faint  chill,   and   famine's 
I         throe. 
T"  
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On  ArBWBca's  desert  shore. 
Or  vhere  Ia  Plsta's. billows  tour. 
When  ofl  the  Hom  of  vengeful  Spain 
Track'd  the  niiiraiider's  stepa  in  vain. 
These  ute,  in  Indian  warfare  tried, 
Most  Mve  him  now  b;  Qreta's  aide. 

IT. 
Twos  then,  in  honr  of  utmost  need. 
He  proved   his  conrage,    art,    and 

Now  slow  he  stalk'd  with  stealthy 

Now  started  forth  in  rapid  race, 
Oft  doabling  back  in  mm;  train, 
To  blind  the  trace  the  dcwa  reUin  ; 
Now  clomb  the  rocfesprojepting  high. 


ing  Honnd 
The  eono  of  his  tooteteps  drown'd. 
But  if  the  forsst  verge  he  oeors. 
There  trample  ateeds,  and  glimmer 

U  deeper  down  the  copse  be  drew, 
Ue  heard  the  rangers'  lond  halloo. 
Beating  each  cover  while  the;  came. 

Am  if  to  start  the  silvan  game. 
Twoa  then  —like  tiger  close  beset. 
At  every  pass  with  toil  and  net, 
'Conntsr'd,   where'er   he   tarns  his 

glare, 
Etv  claHhing  arms  and  torches'  flare. 
Who  meditalee,  with  fnriona  boond, 
TobnratoDhnntcr,  horse,  and  honnd, 
'TwBs  then  that  Bertram's  sonl  arose, 
Prompting  to  rosh  npon  his  foes: 
Bnt  as  that  crouching  tiger,  cow'd 
By  brandish'd   steel   nnti    shonting 

Retreats  beneath  tbe  jangle's  shrond, 
Bertram  smipends  his  porpose  stem, 
And  coaches  in  the  brake  and  fern. 
Hiding  his  face,  lei^t  foemen  spy, 
'IThe  sparkle  of  bis  swarthy  eye. 


Then  Bertram  might  the  bearing  trace 
Of  the  bold  yoath  who  led  the  chase; 
Who  paused  to  list  for  every  s 
Climb  every  height  to  look  ar 
Then  rashing  on  with  naked 


Each  dingle's  bosky  depths  explored. 
TwBfl  Redmond— by  the  aiare  eye ; 
'Twas  Bedmond  — by  the  locks  that 

fly 
Disorder'd  from  his  glowing  cheek ; 
Mien.  face,  and  form,   yoang  Ked' 

mood  speak. 
A  form  moreactive,  light,  and  strong 
Ne'er  shot  the  ranks  of  war  along; 
The  modest,  yet  the  manly  mien, 
Might  grace    the  coort  of   maiden 

A  face  more  fair  yon  well  might  find. 
For  Itedmond's  knew  the  snn  and 

Nor  l>oasted,  flrom  their  tinge  whoi 

The  charm  o(  regularity  ; 

Bat  every  feature  had  the  power 
To  aid  the  expression  of  the  honr  r 
Whether  gay  wit,  and  hnmour  sly, 
Danced  laoghing  in    his  ligbt-blnv 

Or  bended  brow,  and  glance  of  Are, 
And  kindling  cheek,  spoke  Erin's  ire; 
Or  soft  and  saddcn'd  glances  show 
Her  rpady  sympathy  with  woe  ; 
Or  in  that  wayward  mood  of  mind. 
When  variooB  feelings  are  combined. 
When  joy  and  sorrow  mingle  near, 
And  hope's  bright  wings  ore  cheek'd 

And  rising  doubts    keep  transport 

And  anger  lends  a  abort-lived  frown; 
In  that  strange  mood  which  maids 

approve 
Even  when  they  dare  not  call  it  love; 
With  ever;  change  hi*  featares  plav'd 
As  aspenB  show  the  light  and  shade. 

TL 
Well   Bisingham    young   Kedmond 
And  mach   he   marvell'd   that  the 
Boniied  to  revenge   bold    Mortham 

Were  by  that  Mortham's  loeman  led  ; 
For  nf  vcr  felt  his  sool  the  wop, 
That  wails  n  generons  focman  low, 
F.irlo.y  tliut  l-ibbo  of  justice  strong. 
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That  wmaka   a   g«ii«roiu  foenun's 

But  BnudThiB  lelbore  now  (o  pMwe; 
Bedmond  is  flnt,  vh«t«'er  tbe  oanse: 
And  twice  that  Bedmond  c&me  so 

Where  Bertrant  conch'd  like  hunted 

Th«  Terjr  boughs  his  steps  displace, 
Bustled  agftinst  tbe  mffian'a  face, 
Who,  d««pente,  twice  prepared  to 

sUrt, 
And  pl<mge  hie  dagger  in  hja  heart  I 
Bat  Bedmond  tmu  d  a  different  wny. 
And  tbe  bent  bODghs  resomed  their 

And  Bertram  held  It  wise,  unseen. 
Deeper  to  plonge  in  coppice  green- 
Thus,  circled  in  his  ooil,  the  snalie, 
When  Toving  hunters  bent  the  brake, 
Watches  with  red  aad  fjlistening  eye, 
Prepai'i'd,  if  hceillesa  step  draw  nigh. 
Witb  forked  tnngne  and  venom 'd  tang 
Imtaat  to  dart  the  deniUj  pang; 
But  if  tbe  intrndcrs  tnm  aside, 
Awaj  his  coils  unfolded  glide. 
And  tbroneh  the  deep  savannah  wind. 
Home  nndistorb'd  retreat  to  find. 

vn. 

But  Bertram,  aa  he  boclcward  drew. 
And  beaid  the  loud  pnrsnit  renew, 
And  BediQond's  hollo  on  the  wind. 
Oft  mattec'd  in  his  savage  mind — 
"Bedmond  O'.Veole  1  were  thonand  I 
Alone  this  day's  event  to  try, 
With  not  a  second  here  to  sea, 
But  the  Brey  cliff  and  oaken  tree. — 
That  voice  of  thine,   that  ahontfl  so 

Bhonld   ne'er    repeat    its    sommons 

No  !  nor  e'er  try  its  molting  power 
Again  in  maiden'H  Hummer  bower.'* 
Eluded,  now  behind  him  die, 
Faint  and  more  faint,   each  hostile 

cry; 
He  stuids  in  Scar^dl  wood  alone, 
Nor  benrH  he  now  a  harBher  tone 
Than  the  hoarse  cushat's  plaintive 

017, 
Or  Greta's  sound  that 


And  on  the  dale,  so  lone  and  irild. 
The  Bommer  son  in  qniet  amiled. 

vm. 

He  listen'd  long  with  anxlons  heart. 
Ear  bent  to  hear,  and  foot  to  start. 
And,  while  his   stretch'd    attention 

glows, 
Befoaed  his  weary  frame  repose. 
'Twns  silence  all— he  laid  him  down. 
Where  pnrple  heath  profneelystrown. 
And  throatwort,  with  its  aznre  bell. 
And  moss  and  thyme  his  'cnahion 

There,   spent  with  toil,  he  listless 

The  coarse  of  Greta's  plavfnl  tide; 
Iteneath,  her  banks  now  eddying  dnn 
Now  brightly  gleaming  to  tbe  son, 
Ab,  dancing  over  rock  and  stone. 
In  yellow  light  her  cnrrents  shon^ 
Matching  in  hue  the  favorite  gem 
Of  Albin's  mountain-diadem. 
Then,  tired  t*>  watch   the  cnrrent's 

play, 
He  tnm'd  his  weary  eyes  away, 
To  where  the  bank  opposing  show'd 
Its  huge,  sc^nare  cliSs  through  shaggy 

One.  prominent  above  the  rest, 
Kear'd  lo  the  Ban  its  pol^-  grey  breast; 
Aroond  its  broken  summit  grew 
The  hnzid  rude,  and  aable  yew; 
A  thousand  varied  'jchens  dyed 
Its  waijte  and  weather-beaten  aide. 
And  round  its  ragged  baaia  lay, 
Ity  time  or  thunder  rent  away, 
Fragments,   that,   from   its    frontlet 

Were  mantled  now  by  verdant  thorn. 
Such  was  the  scene's  wild  majesty. 
That   fill'd   stern  Bertram's   gazing 


In  sullen  mood  he  lay  reclined, 
Bevolving,  in  his  storoi;  mind. 
The  felon  deed,  the  fruitless  goilt. 
His  patron's  blood  by  treason  spilt; 
A  cnme,  it  seem'd,  so  dira  and  dread. 
That  it  had  power  to  wake  the  dead- 
Then,  pondering  on  his  hfe  betzay'd 


Bj  Oswald's  ftrt  to  B«dmond'8  blade. 
In  tr«*ebeio(u  pnrpose  to  withhold, 
Bo  B«em'd  it,  Moraiam'B  promised 

gold, 
A  deep  and  full  rerenge  he  voVd 
On  Bedmond,   forward,   fierce,   and 

Berenee  on  'WHftid—  on  his  sire 
Bedonbled    YengeaiuM^    swift    and 

If^  in  aneh  mood,  (as  l^ends  say. 

And  well  bellered  that  simple  day,) 

Tba  Enemy  of  man  has  power 

To  profit  bj  the  evil  hour, 

Hare  stood   a   wretch,   prepared   to 

change 
ffia  sool's  redemption  for  revenge  I 
Bat  tbongh  his  tows,  with  snvli  a  fire 
Of  earnest  and  intense  desire 
for  vengeance  dark  and  fell,   w«re 

ia  well   might   reach    hell's  lowest 

No   deeper  doada   the  grove    em- 
brown'd. 
No    nether    tbonden    shook     the 


And  spared  temptation's  needless  art. 

X. 
Oft,  mingled  with  the  direful  theme, 
Cama    Uorttuun's   fonn— Was    it   a 

dream? 
Or  had  ho  seen,  in  vipion  tme, 
That  Tery  Mortham  whom  he  alev  7 
Or  had  in  living  flesh  appear'il 
The  only  man  on  earth  lie  fenr'd  7 — 
To  try  the  mystic  cense  intent. 
His  eyes,  that  on  the  cliff  vere  bent, 
'Coonler'd  at  once  a  diizzlin^  glance, 
like  sunbeam   flash'd  from   sword 

At  once  he  started  as  for  fight, 
Bnt  not  a  foeman  was  in  sight; 
He    heard    the     onshat' 


He  heard  theiiver'a  sonnding  couTse; 
The  solitary  woodlands  lay. 
As  alnmbering  in  the  aaiuiner  ray. 
He  gazed,  like  lion  roiiKeil,  around. 
Then  sank  again  npon  the  gronnd. 
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Twaa  bat,  ha  thonglit,  mniie  fitfiil 
Glanced  suddi'U  from  iLi!  aparkliug 
Then  plunged  him  (mm  his  glwiny 

Of  iU-.>onnected  thoughts  uKnin, 
Until  ft  voice  behind  liim  criid, 
"Jiertram  I  well  ciot  on  Gr<'tii  nido.'' 

XI. 
Instant  hia  aword  uhk  in  liin  hand, 
As  instant  annk  the  ready  lir.iiid ; 
Yet,  dubious  Hi  ill.  ii]iiJoni>d  ho  etood 
To  hiin  Ibut  iHsu.td  fiom  tlio  wood: 
■'  Guv  r.riiiiil !     in  it  thou  r"  hu  said; 
"Do  wi-  two  i!iu.t  in  Swiiyill  hIuuIi'V   - 
Stand   buuk  u  i^iiuiio !    tliy  piiriHJSo 

■WhcUitr  thou  couiiwt   an  frimd  or 


•■  A  Kl.amo  I  owo  ilmt  hot  0'N'™li>, 
Wh.>  told  his  kuiybt,  in  iu-<-vUU  y.r«i, 
or  uiy  iiian.udiiif!  '.ti  t:...  .l.mna 
Uf  Calvi-rli-y  nna  Jlraaford  il.iw.is. 


Ibri 


ivo  Ihu   K'aiU'C 


Snits  ill  iiiv  iHond;  m\-\  hdUr  k"'"" 
Awuils  UHlK.lh,  if  th.m'rt  tli.haiiii' 
rnwroimlou^,  Ih'M  Jiislni;liinii, 
Who  waluhud  With  j-.o  ill  midnight 

d:irk. 
To  wi:ilc!,  n  doer  fr..iii  I!<.k.  bv-|H.r1i. 
Uow    Ihink'wt  tli..nV'    --Spvak.  Ihy 

r  lovo  iiiit  iiijstLry  or  duiibl."- 

XII. 
■'ThMi,liHt.-  KotfiirthrirliiriiiiiTi'W 
Ot'truatyconiriicli'M,  hl;iuuc1iiiiidtni<^ 
Uleau'd  fr<im  liiiih  factinnH     itiiiuid- 

htac;s,fro,'.i 
From  cant  of  Kenuon  iind  of  ctwA; 
And   Cavaliurii,    whose     soiila,    like 

Spnrn  Kt  the  bondH  of  iHspipline. 
Wiat-r,  wo  judge,  by  di.Ii.  anJl  wold. 
A  warfare  o£  our  own  tu  liidil, 
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Th°"    breathe   om   last   on    bettle- 

For  cloak  or  enrpliae,  mace  or  croim. 
Oar  schemes  are  laid,  our  pnipose 

Bet, 

A  chief  and  leader  lack  wa  yet— 
TboQ  ait  B  wanderer,  it  is  said  ; 
For  Hortham's  death,  th;  steps  vay- 
laid, 

Thy  head  at  price— so  say  our  Hpies, 
"Who  rouge  the  valley  ia  diH^^oiHe. 
Join  then  with  uh  :— though  wild  de- 

And  wrangling  rend  our  ia&mt  state, 

Eath  to  ail  cijosl  loth  to  bow, 

Will    yield    to    chief   renown 'd   on 

*'ETen  now.''  thought  Bertram,  pas- 

Bion-Htirr'd, 
"I  ciiil'd  on  bt'll.  imil  hell hashmrd  t 
What  lui-lcl,  vi'ngMuii'e  to  couiniand, 
liut  of  Bl:inch  conimdca  such  a  band  ? 
This  Doii/;l,  vow'd  to  ovi-ry  evil. 

ales 

»('h  knuvB  and  fool 
Shall  KtTve  us  my  rBTenRc's  tool."-  - 
Aloud,  "Ilukothy  proff.*r,  Guy, 
But   tell   lue   vhere    tliy   vonuades 


And  brambles,  from  its  bwe  vrnxf. 
He  saw,  appealing  to  the  air, 
A  little  entrance,  loir  and  square. 
Like  opening  cell  of  hermit  lone. 
Dark,  winding  throngh   the  Uving 

Here  entei'd  DenzU,  Bertnuu  here; 
And  load  and  louder  on  their  ear, 
As  from  the  bowels  of  the  earth. 
It  esonnded  shouts  ofboisterona  mirth . 
Of  old,  the  cavern  straight  and  rode. 
In  slater  rook  the  peasant  how'd; 
And  BngnaU'a  woods,  and  Scargill's, 


The  wedce  and  lever  ply  their  thrift. 
Bat  WOT  had  eilenced  rnral  trade. 
And  the  deserted  mine  was  made 


'llicre  Uiiilt  his  anxioan  revel  kept; 
Tliere,  on  his  sor.lid  pallet,  alcpt 
Gnilt-hom  EiuetH,  the  goblet  drain'd 
Still  in  bis  slum  btring  grasp  retain'd; 
Begret  wus  there,  his  eye  still  cast 
n'itb  Till  n  repining  on  the  paet; 
Among  the  feast ors  waitird  near 
Sorrow,  and  unrepentant  Fear, 
And  BliLsphemy,  to  frenzy  driven, 
With    his  own  crimes  reproaching 

heaven; 
WhileBettramshow'd.amid  the  crew. 
The  Maater-Flend  that  Milton  drew. 
SV. 


I  Hark  I  the  loud  revel  wakes  again. 

Then   mutter'd,    "It  is   best  make .  To  greet  the  leader  of  the  train. 

sure:  liehold  the  croup  h}'  the  pale  lamp. 

That  htmggles  with  the  earthy  daim]!. 
j  By  what  strange  features  Vice  hath 


Guy  Deiizil'a  faith  was  never  pure. " 
lie  I'ullunM  don'n  the  deep  deucent, 
Thin  through   the    Greta's  Htreams ' 


kuowi 


Ani 


Klif.r 


(bey  reoch'd  the  farther 


Th>'.v  Blood  the  lonely  cliff  before. 

XIV. 
With  wonder  Bertram  heard  within 
The  flinty  rock  a  mnrmnr'd  din; 


Less  deeply  stamp'd  her  brand  and 

See  yon  pale  stripling  I  w-hen  a  boy, 
A  molher'H  pride,  n  father's  joy  I 
Kow,  'gainst  the  vault's  rude  walls 

reclined. 
An  early  image  fills  bis  mind: 


The  eotinofi,  ohm  his  Biie'a,  he  seea, 
Eubowerd  npoa  the  banks  of  Tees ; 
He  views  street  Winston's  woodland 

And  ahwea  the  dance  on  Oainford- 

green. 
A  teu  is  ipringing— bat  the  zest 
Of  some  wild  tale,  or  brntal  jest, 
Hath  to  lond  laaghter  stiir'd  the  rest. 
On  him  the;  cftU,  the  apteat  mate 
For  jorial  book  and  merty  feat: 
Fast  flies  his  dieam— with  '  ~ 


Aa  one  Tictoriona  o'ei  Despair, 
Ue  bids  the  mddy  cup  go  round. 
Till    sense    and    sonow   both    are 

diown'd : 
And  HOOD,  in  merr;  waBoail,  he. 
The  life  of  alL  their  lefelrj, 
Peals  his  loud  song  1— The  muse  has 

Her  blosBomB  on  the  wildest  gtonnd, 
'Mid     noxioQB    weeds    at    random 

Themaelvea  all  profitless  and  rude.  — 
With  desperate  merriment  he  sung, 
The  cavero  to  the  chorus  rung; 
Yet  mingled  with  his  reckless  glee 
BemoTse'e  bitter  agony. 
XVL 
Song. 
O,  Brignall  bonks  ore  wild  and  fair, 

And  Qreta  woods  are  green, 
And  JOQ  maj  gatber  goriandii  there, 

Woatd  grace  a  summer  queen. 
And  aa  I  rode  by  Dat ton-ball, 

Beneath  the  turrets  high, 
A  Maiden  on  the  castle  wall 

Waa  singing  merrilj,— 

CBOatrs. 
"  O,  foignall  banks  are  fresh  aud  fair. 

And  (£eta  woods  are  groi'u; 
Td  rather  rove  with  Edmund  thorp, 

Than  reign  our  English  queen."—  | 

"UiUaiden,  than  wouldst wend  with  i 


'    That  dwell  by  dale  and  down? 
And  if  thou  canst  that  riddle  read, 

As  read  fnll  well  you  may, 
Then  to  tiiB  gruenwood  shalt  thon 

Aa  bLth'e  a«  Queen  of  May."— 
Tet  anng  she.  "Brignall  banks  are 


foil 


And  Greta  woods  nre  green; 
rd  rather  rove  with  Edmund  there, 

Tlum  reign  our  EuKlisb  queen, 

XVII, 

"I  read  you,  by  your  bugle-horn. 

And  by  your  palfrey  good, 
I  road  you  fur  a  rauRer  nworu, 

To  keep  the  king's  greenwood." — 
"  A  Hanger,  Indy,  win.iK  bis  horn, 

And  'tis  at  pefp  of  lifibt; 
His  blast  is  heard  lit  merry  mom. 

And  mine  at  dead  of  night."— 

Yet  Hung  Hhe,  ''  lirignuU  banks  are 
fair, 

And  (jreta  woods  are  gay; 
I  would  1  were  with  Edmund  there. 

To  reign  bin  Queon  of  M..y  I 
"Wilb  burnish'd  brand  and  muske- 

So  Kiillantly  yon  pome, 
1  rpEid  you  for  a  bolil  DiiiROon, 
■Ihat  lists  the  link  ol'  dium."— 
tbc  tui'k  of  ilrum. 


Nou 


e  the  ti 


And.  0 !  though  Brignall  banks  be 

And  Greta  woods  be  Rfiy, 
et  mickle  must  the  maiden  dnre. 
Would  reign  my  Quuen  of  May ! 
XV  III. 

"  Maiden !  a  namelens  life  I  lead, 
A  n.iraelcss  death  I'll  die  1 

The  flond,  whoso  lantern  lights  the 

Were  better  mode  than  1 1 
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AnA  wbeD  Fm  with  my  comrnileB  met, 
Ben^nlh  the  (treenwooil  bongh. 

What  once  we  were  we  all  forget. 
Not  think  what  wo  are  now. 


And  Greta  woods  are  green, 
And  JOQ  ma;  gather  gHrtanda  there 

Woolil  graoe  a  Boiumcr  queen," 
When  EdmuTtd   ceased  liis   eimple 


Wttflsi 


sons. 


Q  the  Bnlkn  throng, 
1111  wiiKiii  iHjioe  ruder  uinle  their  glee 
With  note  of  coarser  minatrelBj-. 
Bat,  (nr  apart,  in  dark  divan, 
Denzilitnd  Kertram  uiony  a  plan. 
Of  import  font  and  ^^rce.  dmign  i], 
While  Btill  on   Uertram'a   grimping 

The  wealth  of   murder'd  Mortham 

Though  half  he  funtM    his   d.iring 

When  it  Khonld  give  hiB  wishes  hirth. 
Might  raise  a  spectre  Irou  the  earth ! 

XIX. 
At  length  his  woadmaR  tnle  he  told: 
When.  Kpomfnl,  smiled  his  comrade 
hold; 


At  this  he  pansed— for  "n^i^  shame 

Lower'd  on  the  brow  of  Buingham. 
He  blaah'd  to  think,  that  he  should 

Asaertor  of  nn  airy  dream. 

And  gave  bin  vrath  another  theme. 

"Denzil,"  be  says,   "tbongh  lowly 

Wrong  not  the  memoir  o(  the  dead; 
For.  while  he  lived,  at  Mortbam'a  look 
Thy  Tery  soul,  Gny  Dendl,  shook  ! 
And  when  be  tai'd  thy  breach  of  word 
To  yon  fair  Roso  of  Allenford, 
IsawtbeecroTichlike  chasten'  d  boon  3, 
Whose  bftck  the  Uuntamtui'a  lash  h«th 

Nor  dare  to  cull  lli«  foreign  welJtb 
;  The  spoil  of  piracy  or  stealth; 
I  Hi>  won  it  bravely  with  his  brand, 

When  Spain  waged  warfare  with  oiu 

Mark,  too— I  brook  no  idle  jeer, 
Nor  couple  ISertrom's  name  with  fear; 
I  Mine  ia  bat  half  the  demon's  lot, 
!  For  I  believe,  but  tremble  not.— 
I  Enougb  of  this. — Say,  whytbiaho&rd 
'  Thou  deem'st  at  liokeby  castle  stored ; 
I  Or  think 'st  that  Moitbam  would  be- 


!  His  treoKure  with  his  iJaction'B  foe  7" 


For,  train'd  in  license  of  a  court, 

ReUgi<m'B  self  woa  Denzira  sport; 

Then  judge  in  whnteontt-iiipt  be  held  i 

The  visionary  tales  of  ckl  t  I 

His  awe  for  Bertr.im  scnree  repress'd   Soon  quench'd  was  Denzil'B  ill-timed 

The  nnbciiever's  sneering  jeHt.  '         .«,-.!.. 

"'Twere  hnril,"  he  sidd,  "tor  sage  o: 


awn'd.' 

Vision  and  oiuon  to  exponnd. 
Yet,  faith  if  I  mast  needs  afford 
To  spectre  watcbinit  treiisurcd  hoard. 
As  bandog  keeps  bis  maKtcr's  roof, 
Biddiug  the  plunderer  stand  aloof. 
This    liniibt    remains— thy   goblin 

Hath  elii-'^en  ill  bis  gbistly  haunt: 
For  wliv  his  guard  on  Mortbom  hold, 
When  fiokeby  castle  hath  tb^  gold 


nirth; 
Halber  he  wonld  have  seen  the  earth 
Give  to  ten  thoasand  spectres  birth. 
Than  venture  to  awake  to  Aome 
The  deadly  wrath  of  Itisingham. 
Sabmiss  be  unswer'd, — "Mortham'a 


Thou  know'at,  to  joy  wos  ill  inoUned. 

In  voiitb,  'tis  said,  a  gallant  fre& 

AlusIjrevcUerwasbe; 

But  since  retum'd  from  o*et  eea, 

A  sullen  anil  n  silent  mood 

Hatb  DUfflb'il  the  current  of  bis  blood 
'  Hence  he  refused  each  kindly  call 
I  To  Bokeby's  hospitable  hall, 
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AM  our  stout  faught,  at  dawn  of   *rwaH  I  tliiit  wrunsUil  f"f  Iiih  fiwht, 

mom  1  lli'cleuiu'il  bi«  jHirtiim  r.f  tlie  jiny 

Wlio  loTed  to  h«ar  the  bngle-hom.        Tbnt  cfei'litr  mates  lin'l  U-ta  nwuv: 
Kor   lesB.   when  ere    hU  oaks  em- ,  In  A';!''  """'  ^'"''"  *''"''"  ""''^  "'* 
brown'd, 


Aniloi 


liilmir 


■ailes'slrif.',- 


,1  iifvvo  Iovi-.l  tboi' !    Well  liuth 
Sefosed  to  share  his  cfaaae  anil  cheer;  ]ir<ivri1 

Thns  did  the  kindred  barona  jar,         !  >Iy  toil,  lu.v  annger,  bow  I  lov.-.l  ■ 
Ere  they  diTided  in  the  wur.  |  Vet  will  I  tiumrn  n..  tiior«  thy  fiiti-. 

Tot,  tnwt  me.  friend,  Matilda  fnir       •  Innnile  in  lif.-.  in  a«iili  inimit.'. 
OfMortham'B  wealth  is  destined  heir.  iitiKoiftlminiinKt  r'b<'biiiktlun>nnil, 
J  And     sternly    Ktiiiuii'd     a]H>u    tbu 


xxn. 


"Destined  tc 


Br  I  to  yun slJifht  maid !  I         \\\,-\, 
Tha  prize  my  life  had  wellnigb  paid,    p^v,,^,  jf^  [\,\. 
When    'gainat   Larochc,    by   Cayo't     ^'„,j  ^{^-,, ,,,, 

'"«-  .  ■  ho  li:ius,d 

I  foncht,  my  patron's  wealth  to  save  !  ,         fri-.'d 
D«nzi1, 1  knew  him  long,  yet  ne'er      '  llml,.  I)r>ii'/.i] 
Knew  him  that  joyouN  cavalier. 
Whom  yottthfni   friends  ond   early 

t^^f^^  "  llert]"!!!!   1 

C*ll'd  BOol  of  gallantry  aaS,  Ramo.  Wimt  tiioii  1 

A  moody  man,  be  sought  our  itow,       HowShth  rs 
Desperate  and  dark,  whom  no  one     ^rcxiiil  ih' 

knew;  ,  i;„t  ^i,,,.,, 

And  rose,  as  men  with  nn  muat  nse,  |         (i,,,  _.,, 
By  scorning  life  and  all  its  tioH.  i  .^  m'uil  li<''  t 

Oa  each  adventare  rash  he  roved,        '  \s\,.,~..-  •:i„., , 
As  danger  for  itself  ho  loved ;  I         hniv 

On  bia  sad  brow  nor  mirth  nor  vine    •[•„  ,,-\,..\'.',  i, 
Could  e'er  one  wrinkled kiKiti 
111  was  the  om^n  if  ho  Hmilp 
For  'twaain  peril  stern  and  wild:        i  jj, 
Bnt  when  he  luugli'd,  eatli  IncUloss    ■^■■^ 

mate  ,  jj, 

Might  hoH  our  fortune  di'sprnitt!.  [  i^', 
Foremost  be  fonglit  in  every  liri'il,  ;  --^i 
Then  scornful  turned  him  Inim  the 

Kay,  often  strOTo  to  bur  tbi;  wiiy 
Between  bis  comrades  and  their  jiri'y; 
Preaching,  even  then,  to  such  ili  wl, 
Hot  with  onr  dear-bonght  victory, 
Of  mercy  and  hnmaniiy. 

SXIII. 

"I  loved  him  well— His  fearless  jKirt, 
His  gallant  leading,  won  uiy  heart. 
And  after  each  victorious  light. 


(■rou 
Rist-.  with  thy  l)e;iriliy  proud  a 


with  hist 
XXiV. 


I,  lik..>I).ni.i'sii.irj..hiid 


I  l:ii. 


IV  )iiH  en  mm  an  ds, 
ili.'irir<jn)»inds, 
uult,  at  miduij^hr 


I'runi  MurtLum' 

To  her  lone  bower  in  Eokeby-Xeep; 
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Ponderous  iritb  gold  and  plate  of 
ms  gift,  if  be  in  batOe  died."— 

XXV. 
"  Then,  Denzil,  as  I  Riieaa,  la^B  train. 
These  iron-banded  ohesta  to  gain; 
Else,    wherefore   should    he   hoTsr 

Where  many  a  peril  waits  him  neai, 
For  all  his  feats  of  war  and  peace. 
For  plnnder'd  boors,   and  harts  of 

Since   through    the  hamlets  aa   he 

fared. 
What  hearth  has  Ouy's  marauding 

Or  where  tbe   cbase  that  hatb  not 

mng 
With    Denzil's    bow,    at    midnight 

Strang  V"— 
"  I  hold  my  nont — my  rangers  go. 
Even  now  to  (rack  a  miIk-whiC'<  doe. 
By  Itokeby-hall  she  takes  her  lair, 
In  Greta  wood  she  harbours  fair, 
And  when  m;  hnntsman  marka  her 

waj. 
What  think'st  thon,  Bertram,  of  the 

prej? 
Were  Rokeby's  daogbter  in  our  pow- 

We  rote  hei  ransom  at  her  dower." 


"  Tis  well  1— there's  vengeance  in  the 

tboagbt, 
Matilda  is  by  Wilfrid  sought; 
And  bot-brain'd  Uedmond,  too,  'tis 

Fays  lover's  homage  to  tbe  msid. 
Bertram   sho  scom'd—  If  met  by 

chance. 
She  tum'd  from  me  her  nbnddeiing 

glance, 
Like   a   nice  dame,    that    will  not 

On  what  she  bates  and  loathes  to  look ; 
She  told  to  Morthsm  she  conld  ne'er 
lieholil  me  without  Hecret  fenr, 
PorebodJt^  evil ;— She  roaj'  rue 
To  find  her  prophecy  fall  true  !— 
The  war  has  weeded  Bokeby's  train. 


Few  followers  in  his  balls  remain; 
If  thy  scheme  miss,  then,  brief  and 

bold. 
We  are  enow  to  atorm  the  hold; 
Bear  off  the  plunder,  and  the  dame. 
And  leave  Uie  caatle  all  in  flame." — 


Yet  ponder  first  the  risk  to  run : 
The  menials  of  the  castle,  true, 
And  Btabbom  to  their  charge,  tiiougb 

The  wall  to  scale— the  moat  to  cross — 
The  wicket-gwte— the  inner  fo«e." — 
— "Fool !  if  we  blencb  for  toys  like 

On  what  fair  guerdon  can  we  seize? 
Our  hardiest  venture,  to  elplore 
Some    wretched   peasant's  fenceless 

And  the  beat  prize  we  bear  away. 
The  eaminKS  of  his  sordid  day.  — 
"  A  while;  thy  hasty  taunt  forbear : 
In  sight  of  riW  more  anre  and  fair, 
Thou  wonldHt  not  choose,  in  blind- 
fold wiath. 
Or  wantonness,  a  desperate  path  ? 
List,  tben; — for  vantage  or  assault. 
From  gilded  vime  to  dnngeon-vaolt. 
Each  pass  of  liokeby-bouse  I  know : 
There  is  one  postern,  dark  and  low. 
That  issuea  at  a  secret  spot. 
By  most  neplected  or  forgot 
Now,  could  B  spieJ  of  our  train 
On  filir  pretext  admittance  sain. 
That  sally-port  might  be  anbsrr'd  : 
Then,     vain   were   battlement  and 

xxvni. 

"Now  speak'st  thou  well:— to  ma  tbe 

If  force  or  art  Rball  urge  the  game; 
ladifft-rent,  if  like  fox  I  wind, 
Ur  spring  like  tiger  on  tbe  hind. — 
But,  bark  1  our  merry-men  so  gay 
Troll  forth  another  roundelay.  — 
B.«g. 

"  A  weary  lot  is  tliinc.  fair  maid, 
A  weary  lot  is  tbinel 


A  UghtBome  e je,  k  eoldier'a  mien, 

A  fe*U>er  of  the  blue. 
A  doublet  of  the  Lincoln  green, — 

So  more  of  me  yon  knev, 

Uj  bTe! 
No  more  of  me  jron  knew.  I 

"  This  mom  is  menr  June,  I  trow, 

The  rose  is  budding  tiuu; 
Bat  she  shall  bloom  in  winteisnow, 

Ere  W8  two  meet  agniu." 
He  tnm'd  his  chorscr  ns  he  spake, 

Upon  the  river  hhore. 
He  gave  his  bridle-reioB  a  shake, 

Baid,  "Adiea  for  evermore. 

My  love  1 
And  adien  for  evermore." — 


Yet  Alleo-a-Dalc  lins  rt.l  gol.l  for  the 

TinninR. 
Coma,    read    me    my  ri^l.lli- '  cme. 

hfitrken  mv  t;U<' : 
And  tell  me  the  craft  of  biiUl  A'i1<-n-a< 

Dale. 
The  Bnron  of  Eavenswortli*  ptancea 


"What  fonth  ia  this,   your  band 

among. 
The  beat  for  minBtreky  and  song 
In  hii  wild  noteii  aeem  aptly  met 
Aallsin  of  pleasare  and  regret."^ 
"Edmund  of  Winston  is  Lis  naiiit.'; 
The  hamlet  sounded  vith  tlie  fume 
Of  early  hopes  his  childhood  gnve, — 
Now  center'd  all  in  Srignall  cave  i 
I  watch  him  well— his  wiiyworil  course 
Shows  oft  a  tincture  of  romoise. 
Some    early    love-sbaft    gmzud    his 

And  oft  the  scar  will  ache  and  smiirt. 
Yet  is  he  useful ;— of  the  rest, 
B~.t  fits,  the  darling  and  the  jest, 
His  harp,  his  story,  and  his  Jay, 
Oft  aid  the  idle  hours  awny. 
When  unemploy'd,  each  fiery  mate 
Is  ripe  for  mntinouH  deliatc. 
He  toned  faia  strinf^s  c'eu  now— again 
He  wakes  them,  with  ablither  strain." 
XXX. 


.4nd  he  vi.-ws  his  ilomaiiis  iip.pn  .Vp- 
kindnli;  side. 

The  mere  for  his  nt  I.  ami  Ihe  laud 

for  his  i::>iii.'. 
The  chase  f.T  the  wilil.  nn.l  tli.>  park 

for  th.-  tan:,-. 
Yet  ihc  ii-h  of  the  hike,  ami  tl..*  door 

of  ll,.  vale. 
Are  less  frov  t..  Lord  Dacre  thau  Al- 

lt-n-ii-Ui,le  ; 
AJlen-a-Dale     -nas    n.'.r    l-.lt.J     a 

kiiij^'lil, 
Thonjjh  Lis  spur  l>p  as  shan'-  i""! 

Lis  bla.lv  !..■  as  l.rielit: 
AUen-a-Ihile  h  m.  Iian.n  or  l.inl. 
Yet  iwentv  tall  vomon  wUl  draw  at 

hiswnrd: 
Andtho  iH'St  of  our  iiolil.'s  his  l.on. 


Tin;  iij.)ther.  Ki.ensUM  -I  Lis  L„us,^ 

liol.l  »nd  hoia.'^ 
'■TLnUj(L   tlie  .■..-tie    ,.t    Itidmi.ind 

Ktau'l  lair  i.ii  til.' hill. 
irvL.ill,'(ni.ith  1...1.1  All.  II,  "-ihowH 

'   ^iilliinlerhtill; 
Tis  thi:  I'luo  vault  of  li.  i.v.u.with  its 


iml.-._  _ 


ThcfalhiT  was  Ktcel.  an.l  th.'  ii>..thcr 

Tlicy  liftcil  the  latih,  an.l  thry  bmle 

■  T1i.'nilii»..ritiir<'i»««rl1i  r.i.Mn  Miiiid 


^ 


SCOTTS  POETICAL   VTOBES. 


But  loud,  on  the  morrow,  their  wail 

and  their  cry: 
He  hail  laash'd  on  the  Imb  with  hu 

bonny  bla<^k  eye. 
And  she  fled  to  the  foieat  to  hear  a 

love  tale, 
And  the  yoath  it  wee  told  bj  was 

AUen-a-Dalc  I 

XXXL 
"ThoD  tiee'st  that,  whether  sad  or  gaj. 
Love  mingluH  ever  in  his  lay- 
But  when  his  boviflh  wayward  fit 
U  o'er,  he  hutU  n.ldrei«  and  wit; 
O  !  'tin  a  bisin  of  fire,  can  ape 
Each  dialect,  each  Tarioviswhftpe." 
ir,then,lOBidthj-jiHoot,Goy- 


■■ily  tmaty 


Soft !  who  tx 

Speak, 'Uamliu  !  hast  thoa  lodged  oor 

dei-rV— 
"Ihave— but  two  fair  staus  are  near. 
I  wntt-h'd  ber,  us  kLo  hIcwIv  elray'd 
From  ^liKtuu  up  ThorsKill  glaoe; 
But  Wilfrid  ■tt'j-cliffi-  Bonjiht  her  Rid«. 
And  then  voung  Itedmund,  in   bin 

pride.  ' 
Shot  down  to  meet  them  on  theit  way : 
JIui'li,  as  it  Bi-ciu'd.  »an  Ihtirs  to  say: 
There'fl  time  to  piti-h  both  toil  and 

net. 
Before  their  pnth  be  homeward  aet. 
A  hurried  anil  a  wbisperM  speech 
Did  ISerttam'B  nill  lo  Denzil  teach; 
Who,  tnrninf?  to  the  roliber  bnnd. 
Bade  four,  the  broveat,  take  the  brand. 

CANTO  FOCltTH. 


VThes  Denmark'H   raven  Boar'd    on 

Trinniphant  through  Xorthumbrian 

skv. 
Till,  hiivcring  near,  her  fufnl  croak 
liadeEoyedB  Britona droud  the  joke, 
And  the  l)rond  shadow  of  her  viag 
Blacken 'd  each  cataract  and  spiing. 
\\'hcrc   Tecs  in  tnmnlt    leavi;s    nis 


Beneath    the  sliade    the  Nortluneit 

Fii'd  on  each  Tale  ft  Bnnic  name, 
Bear'd  high  their  altar's  ranred  atone. 
And  gave  their  Qods  the  und  thej 

Then,  Balder,  one  bleak  garth  was 

And  one  sweet  brooklet's  ailTer  line. 
And  Woden's  Croft  did  title  gain 
From  the  stem  Father  of  the  Slain; 
Dot  to  the  Monarch  of  the  Mace, 
That  held  in  fight  the  foremoat  pUoe, 
To  Odin's  aon,  and  Sifia's  spouse, 
Near  Stratforth  high  they  paid  their 


H 

[per  I 

\Vhr>  gave  that  soft  and  quiet  scene, 
>Vith  all  its  V]iried  Ught  and  shade. 
And  every  little  sunny  glade, 
And  the   blithe  brook   that   BtroUa 

Its  pcTibled  bed  with  summer  song. 
To  the  grim  (Jod  of  blood  and  acar. 
The  grizzly  King  of  Northern  War. 
O,  better  were  its  banks  ossign'd 
To  Rpirils  of  a  gentler  kind  ! 
For  where  the  thicket  groups  recede. 
And  the  rath   primrose   decks    the 

The  velvet  grass  accma  carpet  meet 
For  the  light  fairies'  lively  feet. 
Yon  tuftod  knoll,  with  daisies  strown, 
Mi){ht  make  proud  Obcrun  a  throne, 
While,  bidden  in  the  thicket  nigh. 
Puck  hhould  brood  o'er  bis  frolic  sly; 
v\jid  where  profuse  the  wood-Tet«h 

Round  ash  and  elm,  in  verdant  rings, 
Its  pale  and  azure-pen  cill'd  flower 
Should  canopy  Titania's  bower. 


Here  rise  no  cliffs  the  vale  to  shade; 
I  But.  skirting  every  sunny  glad^ 
.   In  fair  variay  of  green 
1  The  woodland  lenda  its  silvan  aorean. 


Hoary,  jret  hftHRhty,  frowns  tbe  oak, 
Iti  boughs  b;  wei^bof  ages  broke; 
And  towera  erect,  m  sable  snire. 
The  pine-tree  scathed  bj  lightning 

The    drooping    ash    and  birch,   he- 
Hang  tbeii  fair  tresaes  o'er  the  green. 
And  all  beneath,  at  nmrlom  grow 
Each  coppice  dwarf  of  viLried  show. 
Or.  Tonudthc  Htema  profusely  twined, 
Fling  BnmmeT  odonrs  on  the  wind. 
Such  varied  gronp  Urbinn's  hand 
Bonnd  Him  of  Tarsns  nobl;  pinna'd, 
What  time   ho  bade   pioad  AtheSK 

On  Hars's  Mount  the  God  Tiuknown  I 
Then  grej  Philosopbj;  stood  nigh, 
Though  bent  by  age,  in  spirit  high  : 
Then  rose  the  scai-seam  d  veteran'H 

There  Grecian  Beanty  bent  to  hear, 
'While   Childhood    at    her  foot  was 

Or  olong  delighted  tc  her  waiat. 

rv. 

"And  rest  we  here,"  Matilda  Miid, 
And  sat  her  is  the  varying  sboile, 
"Chance-met,  we  well  may  steal  on 

To   Mendship    doe,  from  fortune's 

Thou,  Wilfrid,  ever  kind,  must  lend 
Thy  coansel  to  tby  sister- fri  en  il  ; 
And.  Redmond,  tuoii,  ut  uiy  behest, 
No  ^rther  nxge  thy  desperate  'quest. 
For  to  my  core  a  charge  is  left, 
Dangeroas  to  one  of  aid  bereft; 
Wellnjgh  on  orphan,  and  alone, 
Captive     her    aire,    hi^r   honse  o'er- 

Wilfrid,     with     wonted     kindnoBs 

Beside  ber  on  the  turf  sbo  placed; 
Then  paused,    with    down<;(it>t  lank 

and  eye, 
TloT  bade  young  Redmond  scat  bim 


V. 
Wreathed  in  its  dark-brown   rings, 

her  hair 
Half  hid  Matilda's  forehead  fair. 
Half  hid  and  half  revoal'd  to  view 
Her  fnll  dork  eye  of  hazel  hne. 
The    rose,    with    faint    and    feeble 

streak, 
Ho     slightl;    tinged    the    maiden'* 


«pij.i 


That  you  had  said  her  hne  n 
Itut  if  sbo  faced  the  summer  „      , 
Or  spolte,  or  sung,  or  quicker  moved. 
Or  licaril   tUo  praise    ot  those   abe 

Or  when  of  interest  wan  eiprosa'd 
Augbt   tlial    waked    feeling  in  her 

The  mantlinu  blood  in  randy  play 
Itivall'd  the  bluHb  of  rising  day. 
Thero  v:i*  n  soft  and  pensive  gcaoe, 
A  cast  of  thonght  ui)on  ber  face, 
Tliat  sniU"!  well  the  forohea.1  high, 
Tho  cyclush  ilnrk,  and  downcnnt  eye; 
The  mild  cxpresnion  spike  a  mind 
In  duty  linn,  composed,  rcsign'd; 
'I'is  tliut  wlii<'h  Roman  art  has  given. 
To    mark    their   maiden    Qnuen   of 

Iliuveii. 
In  hours  of  sport,  that  mood  gave 


Uis  Uiiii.1  tliu  uii-rriiist  of  thi'Ui  all. 


ndc 


Allow'J  but  iJl  sur'h  festal  time, 
.\nd  her  Ni>ft  |>PnHiven(.«s  of  brow 
Hull  diM'pi'n'il  into  sodncHs  now. 
In  .Mjintton  tiebl  h<:r  father  tu'en. 
Her    frir:nilH   disptrsud,   bravu  Mor- 


Whi 


th]iii 


stiiin. 


And  Irodin^  (boiif^hts  thiit  she  most 
With  i>  soft  visirm  rjf  h.^r  heart,— 


SCOTT'S  POBTtCAL  WORKS. 


VI. 
Who  hu)  not  beard— while  Erin  yet 
StTOTo  'i^nHt  the  Saxon's  iron  tut — 
Viha   bus    not    heuril    buw    bntve 

O'NimIe 
In  EnijliHh  blood  iinbmed  bis  Kteel, 
Aguinttt   St.    Georgi''H   cross   blazed 

bifih 
The  banncm  of  his  TiiniKt^, 
To  liiTj-  EMifx  gave  Ihe  foil, 
And  reiij'u'd  >l  prince  oa  Ulster's  soil  ? 
Jlut  cliii'f  arose  bin  victor  [iride, 
When  thnt  brave  ilurtiLid  fought  and 

And  Avon-Duff  to  occnn  boro 
Ilia  billows  red  with  Haunt  gore. 
'Twas  Sriit  iii  thiit  diaoslrouH  fl^jht. 
Bokebj-  luid  ilortbum.  j.roved  llieir 


That  whiten'd  Stftmnon's 

The  chase  wbb  o'er,  the  stag  wm  kill'd. 
In  Bokeby  hall  the  onp  were  flU'd, 
And  by  the  hnse  stone  chimney  sate 
The  Knight  in  hospitable  etste. 
Uoonless  the  sky,  the  boor  was  late, 
U'bcn  a  lond  summons  shook  the  nta. 
And  Bore  for  entrance  and  for  aid 
A  voice  of  foTei)pi  occant  piay'd. 
The  ]>orter  answer'd  to  the  oall. 
And  instant  rushed  into  the  hall 
A  Man,  whoRe  aspect  and  attire 
Startled  the  circle  by  the  fin. 

vm. 


i«bt- 


Hut  iiilv  toncli'd  a,  ehietlnin'B  breast; ' 
Thu  Tuuist  he  to  Kr,-at  DNeulc; 
Ho  cbei-kdhix  foUuwcni'  bloody  z<-jl. 


I  Around  his  bare  and  matted  it 
Un  \eg  and  th^jh,  close  stretch'd  and 

'   Ilis  venture  Rhow'd  the  rinewy  limb; 
»ilf  ron  d.ved,  a  linen  vest 
There  hud  they  fallen  'mongst   the   U'lut  frequent  folded  round  his  breast; 
-  •  ■'  j  A  lunntle  long  nnd  loose  be  wore, 

■    'liiliny  with  ice,    and  staiu'd  with 
goro. 
Ho  cliiiipM  n  burden  to  his  heart. 
And,  r>-Hting  un  a  knotted  dart, 
The  snow  from   hair  and  baud  he 

Anil  round  him  gazed  with  wilder'd 

look. 
Then  lip  the  hall,   with  staggering 

He  biiKtvn'd  liv  the  blaze  to  place, 
H:ilf  lift-lens  from  the  biUer  air. 
His  l>i:id,  a  lii'j  of  beiiuty  rare. 
To  llukuliv,  next,  he  louted  low. 
Then  (iU'.Kl  trui-t  bis  tute  to  show. 
With  wild  luajcstiu  port  and  tone, 
Liki>  envoy  ofiiotiie  bnrbarons  throne. 
"Sirlticb'aril,  Lord  of  Itokeby,  hear! 
Turlou(>li  ONeule  wUiites  thee  deer; 
IIu  griii-i-H  tbte.  and  to  tb^  care 
Youu^  Ucdmond  gives,  bia  grandson 


VuumH]>in'diiwuy.   On  Itokvby'n  bead 
Kiimu  tiiucb  of  early  snow  wiiKsbcd; 
INiliu  bo  flljiivil.  bv  (irclu's  wave. 
The  I"':h.i'  w)iit:b  Jumeti  the  I>i-a.-ifnl 

liTiilu     ilurthom,     fur     beyond     the 

Wagi'il  liH   fierce    warn    un    Indiun 

It  vhancctl  upon  a  wintry  ni)(li(, 


f:iiL . 

Ttci  biilH  tht-e  breed  him  ns  thy  son, 
I'nr  Tiirliiu|{h'H  daya  of  joy  ore  done: 
And  >itbt;r  birds  hnveseized  his  land, 
AU'l  f.iiiit  n[iil  feeble  in  hlii  hand; 
And  nil  the  glory  of  Tyrone 
Is  like  a  morning  vapour  flown. 


To  bind  tbo  dot;  on  thy  Bonl, 
He  bids  tboe  think  oa  Erin's  bowl  1 
It  any  vroDg  the  yoang  O'Neal^ 
He  bidB  thee  think  of  Erin's  steel. 
To  Mortham  first  this  ohargs  was  due, 
But,  in  his  absence,  hocoars  yon. — 
Now  is  my  mauler's  message  by. 
And  Fenanght  will  contented  die. 

IX. 
:iis  look  grew  fli'd,  his  cbeak  grew 

He  sunk  when  ho  had  told  his  tale; 
For,  hid  beneath  hiti  mantle  wide, 
A  mortal  wcinnil  was  in  hia  side. 
Vain  was  all  aid— in  terror  wild. 
And  sorrow,    scream'd    the    orphan 

Child. 
Poor   Ferranght  mised    his  wistful 

eyea, 
And  luiutlystroTe  to  soothe  his  cries; 
All  reckless  of  his  dying  piiin, 
He  blest  and  bleat  him  o'er  ugain  ! 
And  kias'd  the  little  bandu  outspread. 
And    kiss'd  and  crosa'd  the  mfuit 

head. 
And,  in  Lis  native  tongne  and  phrase, 
Pray'd   to  each   Saint   to   watch  his 

Then  idl  his  strength  together  drew, 
Tbo  chorg'i  to  Bokeby  to  renew. 
When    half  was    folter'd    from    his 

And  half  by  dying  signs  express' d, 
"  Bless  the  O'Noiilo  !"  he  faintly  said. 
And  thOB  the  faithful  spirit  lied. 


'Twos  long  ere  soothing  might  prevail 
Upon  the  Child  to  end  the  tnle; 
And  then  he  wid.  that  from  bis  home 
Hia   giundsiro  bod   been   forced   to 

'Which  hail   not  been  if  Bedmond's 

Had  bnt  had  Rtrongth  to   dritw  the 

The  brand  of  Lenangh  Mora  the  Keel, 
That   hong  bCHide    the    grey  woirs 

Twas  from  his   broken  phmse  dtiri- 


mad. 


His  foster-father  was  his  guide. 
Who.  in  bis  charge,  from  Ulster  'bore 
Letters  and  gifts  a  goodly  store : 
Bnt  mfflans  met  them  in  the  wood, 
Ferraught  in  battle  boldly  stood, 
Till   wounded   and    o'erpower'd   at 

length. 
And     stripp'd    of    all,    his   failing 

strength 
Jnst  bore  him    here — and  then  the 

child 
Benew'd  again  his  mosnii^  wild. 

XI. 
The    tear   down   childhood's   oheek 

that  flows. 
In  like  the  dewdrop  on  the  rose; 
When  next  the  sammer  breeze  conies 

by. 
AndwiivesthebuKh,  the  flowerisdry. 
Won  by  their  care,  the  orphan  Child 
3oon  on  his  new  protector  smiled. 
With  dimpled  cheek  and  eye  go  fair. 
Through  his  thick  cnrls  of  flaxen  bair. 
But  blitheiit  laugh'd  that  cheek  and 

When  Kokeby's  litUe  Maid  was  nigh; 
'Twos  his.  with  elder  brother's  pride, 
Matilda's  tottering  steps  to  guide; 
His  native  liiys  in  Irish  tongue, 
To  soothe  her  intnnt  car  ho  sung. 
Anil  priiurose  twini^d  with  ilalsy  fair. 
To  form  a  chaplet  for  her  hair. 
By   luwn,   by  grove,   by    brooklet's 

Htnind, 
The  children  still  were  hand  in  baud. 
And  good  Sir  Bichanl  smiling  eyed 
The  eiu-ly  knot  so  kindly  tied. 

XIL 
Bnt  summer  months  bring  wilding 
From  bud  to  bloom,  from  bloom  to 

And  yi'urK  draw  on  onr  hnniim  span, 
I'roui  I'hild  to  boy,  from  boy  to  man; 
And  Boon  in  Uokeljy'a  woodii  is  seen 
A  gulliint  Ifoy  in  hunter's  green. 
Hu  liivoH  to  woke  tUo  felon  bonr, 
jn  liiH  diirk  liDuut  on  (irt-ta's  shore. 
And  loves,  agaiiiHt  the  deer  so  don. 
To  draw  the  shaft,  or  lift  the  gnn. 
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Yet  iiior*'  lu"  loves,  in  antumn  prime, 
Tlio    Lazrl's    Ki)rea(liiig    bougns    to 

i-Iiinb, 
Ami  down  its  clustcrM  stores  to  hail, 
Whrro  young  Matilda  holds  her  veil. 
Anil    sho,   whoso  veil    receives    the 

Kht>WtT, 

Ts  fdter'd  t«>o,  and  knows  Iwr  power; 

Assumes  a  nionitress's  i)ride, 

llir  llediiiond's  dangerous  sports  to 

chide; 
Yet  listens  still  to  hear  liini  tell 
How  till'  grim  wild-boar  fought  and 

f.U. 
How  at  his  fall  the  bugle  rung, 
Till    roek    and     greenwood    answer 

Hung; 
Then  blesses  her.  that  man  can  find 
A  pastime  of  su<h  wivage  kind  ! 

XIII. 

Ihit  Kedmond  knew*  to  weave  his  tale 
So  well  witli  i)raise  of  wood  and  dale, 
And  knew  so  well  eaeh  jioint  to  trace, 
(fives  living  interest  to  the  chase, 
And  kn«'W  so  w«ll  o\*r  all  to  throw 
J  lis  spirit's  wild  romantic  glow, 
That,   whihi  she  blamed,  ami  while 

she  fear'd, 
Sho   h>V(Ml   cjieh   venturous    talc  she 

heard. 
Oft,  too,  wlien  drifted  snow  and  rain 
To   bowrr   and   hall   their   steps   re- 
strain. 
Tog(»thrr  tln'y  t^xjdorrd  tin-  ])ago 
Of  glowin«4  bard  or  j^ilt«'d  sage: 
Oft,  plae<Ml  tlie  «'Veniiig  i\r<' bi-side, 
The  minstrtl  art  altfruiitii  trie«l, 
Wliih*  glndstiiiH'  li;irp  and  lively  lay 
Badti  winter  night  llit  f:ist  away: 
Thus,  from  their  (•hildhoo*!,  blending 

still 
Their  sport,  their  studv,  and  their 

skill. 
An  union  of  the  soul  they  j)rove, 
IJut  must  not  think  that  it  was  love. 
I^ut  though  they  dared  not,  envious 

Ffime 
Soon  diired  to  give  that  union  name; 
And  when  so  often,  side  by  side, 
From  year  to  year  the  pair  she  eyed, 


She  sometimes  blamed  the  good  old 

Knight, 
As  dull  of  ear  and  dim  of  siizht, 
Sometimes  his  pnrpose  would  declare. 
Tliat  young  OTIeale  shonld  wed  his 

heir. 

XIV. 

The  suit  of  Wilfrid  rent  disgoise 
And  bandage  from  the  lovers*  eyes; 
Twas  plain  that  Oswald,  for  his  son. 
Had  Bokeby's  &vonr  well  nigh  won. 
Now  must  they  meet  with  change  of 

cheer, 
With  mutual  looks  of  shame  and  fear; 
Now  must  Matilda  stray  apart. 
To  school  her  disobeilient  hesot: 
.\nd  liedmond  now  alone  mnst  roe 
The  lovo  he  never  can  snbdne. 
But  factions  rose,  and  Bokebv  sware 
No  robel's  son  should  wed  his  heir; 
And    licdmond,    nurtured    while  a 

child 
In  many  a  bard*s  traditions  wild. 
Now    sought    the    lonely    wood    or 

stream. 
To  cherish  there  a  happier  dream, 
Of  maiden  won  by  sword  or  hmce. 
As  in  the  regions  of  romance; 
And  count  the  heroes  of  his  line, 
(rreat  Nial  of  the  Pledges  Nine, 
Shane-Dymas  wild,  and  Geraldine, 
\jn\  Connon-more,  who  vowed  his 

race, 
For  ever  to  the  fight  and  chase. 
And  cursed  him,  of  his  lineage  bom. 
Should  sheath  thesword  to  reap  the 

corn, 
Or  leave  the  mountain  and  the  wold, 
'J'o  shroud  himself  in  castied  hold. 
From  such  examples  hope  he  drew. 
And  brighten'd  as  the  tmmpet  blew. 

XV. 

If  brides  were  won  by  heart    and 

bhide, 
Kcdmond  had  both  his  cause  to  aid. 
And  idl  beside  of  nurture  rare 
That  might  beseem  a  baron's  heir. 
Turlougli  O'Neale,  in  Erin's  strife, 
( )u  Uokeby's  Lord  bestow'd  his  life, 
And  well    did    Bokeby's    generous 

Knight 


it- 


Tonng  Redmond  for  the  deed  requite. 
Nor  1TO8  Lib  liberal  caro  uud  cost 
Dpon  the  gallant  Btripling  loxt; 
Seek   the   North-Biding  broad  aoil 

Like  Bedmoud  none  conld  steed  be- 
f^m  TjnemoDth  search  to  Camber- 
Like  Redmond  none  could  wield  a 

And  then,  of  hnmonr  kind  and  free, 
And  bearing  him  Co  each  dcrgrca 
With  frank  and  fearlcHS  cnnrtcHy, 
There  never  youth  wrh  form'd  to  steal 
Upon  the  heart  like  brnvo  O'Nenle. 

XVI. 
Sir  Richard  loved  him  as  his  Bon: 
And  Then  the  days  of  peace  were 

And  to  the  gales  of  n^ar  be  gave 
The  banner  of  his  sirca  to  wave, 
Kedmond,  distinguiKhM  by  liiit  care. 
He  choBe  that  honunr'd  fliig  to  bear, 
And  named  hisiia^c.tlic  next  degree. 
In  thn.t  old  time,  to  eliivalrj-. 
In  five  pitch'd  fields  he  well  iniiin- 

UinM 
The   honoar'd    place  his  worth  ol)- 

tain'd. 
And  high  woa  Redmond's  youlhfiil 

Blazed  in  the  roll  of  martial  fame. 
Had  fortune  smiled  on  Marstou  tight, 
TheevehadHeenhimdiibh'dakui)iht; 
Twice,   'mid    the    battle's    doubtful 

Of  Rokcby's  Lord  he  saved  the  life. 
Bntwhen  he  saw  him  prisoner  made. 
He  kisi'd  and  then  rcsign'd  liin  blade, 
And  yielded  hint  an  easy  prey 
To  those  who  led  the  Knight  away; 
Resolved  Uatilda'H  aire  should  prove 
III  prison,  as  in  fight,  his  love, 

xvu. 

When  lovers  meet  in  odvetue  honr, 
Tis  hke  a  san-gUmjisu  through  a 

shower, 
A  wnteiv  lay,  an  instant  seen 
The  dukly  cloNing  clouds  between. 
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As  Redmond  on  the  turf  reclined, 
The  pa>it  nnd  preHent  fill'd  bia  mind: 
'■  It  was  not  thus,"  Affeetion  said, 
"I  dreara'd  of  my  return,  dear  maid! 
Not  thus,  when  from  thy  trembling 

I  took  the  banner  and  the  brand, 
When  round  me,  as  the  bugles  blew. 
Their  blades  three  bundreil  worriorH 

And,  while  the  sbmdard  I  unroll'd, 
Claah'd  their  bright  arms,  with  clam- 
our hold. 
Where  is  Hint  banner  now?— its  jirido 
Lies  'fflielni'd  in  Quae's  sullen  tide  ! 
Where  now  these  warriors  ?-in  their 

gore. 
They  cumber  Mantton's  dismal  moorl 
And  what  avaiU  a  useless  brand, 
Held  by  a  captive's  shackled  hand, 
'ITiat  only  would  liia  life  retain. 
To  aid  thy  sire  to  b<'ar  his  chain  1" 
I'hus  Iteiluiond  1<>  himself  apart; 
Nor  lighter  was  his  rival's  lieart; 
I'nr  Wiirriil,  while  his  generous  snul 
Disdain'd  lo  profit  by  control, 
Ily  monv  a  sign  coiildluark  loo  plain, 
Save  with  such  aid,  his  hopes  were 

Dut  n<iw  Jklntilda's  aceents  stole 
On  tbe  dork  visions  of  tlieir  soul, 
Auil  bade  their  mournful  musing  fly, 
Like  mist  before  the  zephyr's  High. 


1        hidl: 

i  .\  inun  of  silence  and  of  woe. 
Yet  »!vir  imsiourt  to  bisbiw 

,  On  my  poor  si'lf  wliate'cr  could  prove 

'  A  kiniinian's  conliilcnre  and  love. 
"Sly  feeble  aid  could  Roiiietimes  chose 
The  clouds  of  sorrow  for  a  space : 
Hut  ofti'ner,  fix'd  li(\vond  my  power, 
I    mikrk'd     his     deep     despondence 

lower. 
One  iliKtiiid  cause,  by  all  unguess'd, 
His  fearful  eonlldenuo  eonfess'd; 

ly  hap  to  see 
Examples  of  that  agony, 
"'hich  for  a  season  can  o'erstraia 
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And 

To  BtrnfjRle  with  the  dreaiifol  fit. 
Tlie  victim  writlied  Bsainitt  itn  tbroPH, 
Like  wretch    beneath  n  lunrderer's 

Thin  maLidy,  T  well  coiiM  mark, 
Sprung  froui  soma  direfal  iau«e  and 

BntHtill  tie  hept  its  source  conoeal'd, 
I'iU  nriuinf!  for  the  civil  field; 
Then  in  my  charge  he  Imde  mo.  hoM 
A  treannre  hii(;c  of  (;ems  und  gold. 
With  thiH  diMJiiinted  dismal  acroll, 
That  tfllH  the  aecn^t  of  hit)  soul, 
In  Huch  wild  words  ait  otl  betray 
A  mind  by  anguish  forced  astray. '- — 
XIX. 


"  Untildu !  (linn  Imst  seen  me  ntnrt, 
As  if  a  linusior  IhrinM  iiiv  heart. 
Whin    it   Ima     hiipM   «oiiie   i«snnl 

Wnk..d  lueuinn-  of  my  former  dova. 
Bi-lieve,  thiit  U-w  can  bai'kwnni  ciist 
Their  thoughts  with  i)leii«uro  Mi  the 

MKt: 
Itlit  1 


To  my  nild  i,t:i-.-,-  wLlhont  ii  frj.'nd  ! 
Eveuthim.  Matilda,  uiil  diKouti 
Thy    kiiiBman,    whvti    liis   j,'iiilt    is 

know  J 
And  iiiiist  I  lifttbp  bl"i.dv  veil. 
That  hides  Tiiv  dark  and  l.itid  tale  r 
I  uitwt  -  I  will  -  Pah-  pLrmtoni.  enw] 
Leuvr  iul-  one  littlt-  hour  in  |«-ui'<'  ! 
Tbna  hauuted,  thiak'st  thuu  1  liari.' 

akill 
Thin,'  own  (•omrai'ision  tn  fiiim? 
Or,  while  thou  point' si  with  );estur.- 

Thy    bli«htcd    cheek,     thy   blooily 

How  .'an  I'liainl  thfi-  aslhon  wi>rt.      I 


XI. 

I  "Tes.  She  wu  t&fr  t— HstildA.  than 

Hast  a  soft  aadneBg  on  thy  brow; 

lint  hers  wiib  like  the  eunnv  rIow, 

That  laughs  on  earth  and  ail  below  : 

We  weiided  secret— there  was  need— 

Differinn  in  country  and  in  creed; 

And,  when  to  Mortham's  tower  ahe 

Wo  mentioned  not  her  race  and  name, 
I 'ntii  thy  aire,  who  fought  nUx, 
.Should  turn  him  home  from  foreign 

On  whose  kind  influence  we  relieil 
To  soothe  her  father's  ire  and  pride. 
Few  months  we  lived  retired,    nn- 

To  all  bntone  dear  friend  alone, 
One     darling    friend— I    Bpare    his 

I  will  not  write  the  rillain'a  name  ! 
My  tvespasses  I  might  forget, 
.\iii1  Kne  in  vengeance  for  the  debt 
Duo  by  a  brother  norm  lo  me, 
I'ngruteful  to  Uod'a  clemency. 
That  spared  me  penitential  time. 
Nor  cut  me  off  amid  my  crime. — 

XXL 
"  A  kindly  smile  to  all  ahe  lent, 
Bat  on   her  husband's  friend  twos 

'  So  kind,  that  from  ita  harmless  glee, 
'    The  KTetch  misronstrued  villany. 

ItepulitiHl  in  his  preaumptnons  love, 

A  ve[i[!i'l'ul  hn:ire  the  traitor  wove. 

Aloiii'  we  hat  -the  flask  bail  flow'd. 
1    Mvbl.K.  1  with  heat  unwonted  glow'd. 

When  tlir.iugh   the   oUey'd  walk  wu 
I         spie,i 

^  ith  liurried  atcp  my  Edith  glide, 
!   ('oKeriiiiibpni-athtbeverdanlBcreen, 

.\.s  <i[ie  linwilliu);  to  be  seen. 

Words    riinnot    pitint    the   flendbb 

That  I'lirl'd  the  traitor's  check  the 


We  hftd  been  ahooting  at  tbs  deer; 
Uy  cross-bow  (eTilcbaiice!)waBiieai: 
That  ready  weapon  of  my  wnttL 
I  caught,  and,  hasting  up  the  path, 
In  the  yew  grove  my  wito  I  fonnd, 
A   Btranger^    anuH     her   neck   had 

boond  I 
Inuurk'd  his  heart— the  bow  I  drew — 
I  kwaed  the  shaft — 'twas  more  than 


He  come  m  secret  '^o  eoquir 
Her  state,  and  reconcile  lier 

"AJl  fled  my  ra^— the  Tilhun  first, 
Whose  CTBft  tny jealousy biid  nnrsed; 
He  sought  in  mr  aod  foreign  clime 
To  'scape  the  Tengeance  ofhis  crime. 
The  manner  of  the  slanghter  done 
Waa  known  to  few,  my  guilt  to  Dooe; 
Bome    tale     mj     faichfol     etewnrd 

framed — 
I  know  not  what — of  shaft  min-aim'd; 
And  even  from  those  the   act  who 

He  hid  the  hand  from  whirh  it  flew. 
Untoncli'd  by  human  htws  I  stood,      i 
Bnt  Odd  had  heard  the  ory  of  blood  '. 
There  is  a  blank  apon  my  mind, 
A  fearful  vision  ill-delined, 
Of  raving  till  tuy  fleah  was  torn, 
Of  dangeon-bolts  and  fetters  worn  — 
Anil  when  I  waked  to  woe  more  mild, 
And  qnestion'd  of  my  infant  child   - 
(Have  I  not  written,  thiit  she  bare 
A  boy,  like  aujnmar  morning  fair?)— 
With  looks  confused  my  mfniiilH  tell 
That  Mmed  men  in  Mortham  dell 
Beset  the  norse'n  evening  wiy. 
And  bore  her.  with  her  charge,  awiiy, 
Hy  faithlesfl  fricn<l.  ami  none  W  he, 
Conld  profit  by  this  villany; 
Him  then,   I  sought,  with   pnrposs 

Of  treble  vengeance  on  his  head  ! 

He    'scaped   me— but    my    bosom's  ] 

wound  I 

Some   faint   relief  from   wandering  I 

found;  I 


And  over  distant  land  and  sea 
I  bore  my  load  of  misery. 

xxm. 

"'Twos  then  that  fate  my  footsteps  led 
Among  a  daring  crew  and  dread. 
With  whom  f  nU  oft  my  bated  life 
I  ventured  in  such  desperate  strife. 
That  even  my  fierce  oxHociates  saw 
My  frantic  deeds  with  doubt  and  awe. 
Much  then  I  leam'd,  and  much  can 

show, 
Of  human  guilt  and  hnman  woe, 
^-it  ne'er  have,  in  my  wanderings, 

known 
A  wretch,   whose    sorrows   ntatch'd 

my  own  i - 
It  chanced,  that  after  battle  f^y. 
Upon  the  bloody  field  we  hiy; 
The  yellow  moon  her  lustre  shed 
Upon  the  wounded  and  the  dead. 
While.  .... 


n'd. 

My  mfBon  commdes  slept  around, 
There  coaie  a  voice — its  silver  tone 
Wan  soft.  Matilda,  as  thine  own— 
'All,  wretch  r  it  said,  'what  makest 

tboQ  here, 
While  unavenged  my  bloody  bier. 
While  unprotected  lives  mine  heir. 
Without  a  fatiier'B  name  and  care  ?' 

XXIV. 
"I  hoanl— obey'd  —  and  homeward 

The  fiercest  of  our  desperate  crew 
I  brouglit  at  tinie  of  need  to  aid 
My  purposed  vengeance,  longdelay'd. 
llut,  humble  be  iiiy  thanks  to  Hiinven, 
That  better  hopes  aud  thoughts  has 

given. 
And  by  our  Lord's  dear  prayer  has 

tnufjht, 
Mercy  by  mercy  muHt  be  bought  1 — 
Let  mo  in  misery  rejoice^ 
I've    seen   his  face— I've  heard  his 

I  clnim'd  of  him  my  only  child— 
As  ho  disown'd  the  theft,  he  smiled  1 
That  very  calm  and  callous  look, 
Thnt  fiendish  sneer  his  visage  took. 
As  when  he  said,  in  soomfiil  mood. 
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■  Tlu're  is  n  gollnnt  in  the  wood  !' —      I  By  all  the  flcndB,  an  aimed  force 
I  ill<l  nitt  »lay  him  nn  he  stood—  Desceude  the  dell,  of  foot  and  taorae  I 

All  piMitie  he  to  my  Muker  uiven  :  We  peiiah  if  they  hear  a  shot  — 

Loug  suSrniice  is  one  patli  to  bca-v- 1  Uodmau '.  ve  haTs  a  safer  plot  — 

en."  ,  Nay,  friend,  be  mled,  and  bear  thee 

SXV.  baolt  1 

ThiiB  far  the  woftil  tale  wiia  henr.!.       ,  Beholil,  down  yonder  hollow  tt»ok, 
■\Vhensonipthinj4inthfthicki>lstirr"d.    The  warlike  leader  of  the  band 
lj.Ilu<liiionilKpnmj;:thc\-illiiinGuy,    Comes,  with  hia  broadawoid  in  hlB 
(For  hv  it  WHS  tbst  liirfd  so  nifih,)     i  „      hand." 

Dri'w  biick-ho  ilnmt  rot   tross  hi«   Bertram  loot  d  up;  he  saw,  he  knew 
gi,.^.\  That  Denzil'u   fears   bad   counaell'd 

Anrntiiciit'sspni-pwith  hraveO'Xeiile,  t''"^.      ,  ,.    ,  ,      ■  i 

Vm  nil  th,.  treiwiirea  ki)1i1  that  n-sts    '  'l'«°  cursed  hia  fortune  and  with- 
lnMi.riliHni'Hinm-lKiua.'iU'heHts.        ■,    n™*.  ,  ,        ., 

Itfdniniid  resHiiiiil  liis  unit  '—he  said     Tbreoiled  the  woodlands  nndeacned, 
Simio  riK'  w(iB  ruMllins  in  tlic  sliii.k'.  '    A»d  piined  the  cave  on  Orrt* Bide. 
B-Ttram  laagh'd  )>riml.v  wlien  lie  suw  XXVn. 

Uifl    tiiiirinms    i-oiuntdc     buc-kward ! 

dmw:  They  whom  datk    Bertram,  m  am 

"A  Imsty  iniito  art  tlmn,  ti)  fear  wrath, 

A.  hin^lo  iiriii.  itud  aid  ho  ui'or  ]  DootuM  tn  captivity  or  death, 

V<  t  1mvi>  1  hO'u  thci' murk  a  (Ici'r.  Thoir  thoughts  to  one  sad  subject 

(In.-  nil'  tbv  .■i.r.liiiie  -  HI  hIiow  I         lent. 

An  iii't  tliiit  tliim  wilt  Klii'lly  know.       >  i*'^  not  nor  beard  the  ambusbment. 
How  1I1..U  iii<n>t  Kaf.'Iv  qut'll  a  foe."      Hredless  and  unconcom'd  they  sate, 
i  While  fin  the  very  Teree  of  fate; 
^^^^  I-  I  HnpiUi-ii  nn.l  nnconoem'd  remain'd, 

Ou  liiiiids  iind  kuti's  iivrcL-  Itcrtram    Wbi'u  Ho^iven  the  murderer's  oirn  re- 
draw Btr.iin'a; 
The    si.r.n.liiig    l.in'h     und     liiiz 


m's  clodug  tale  declared, 
Wb'  i>  I  .k  »i>i>.w,  ,1  to  bim  tltLT<r  s:itO      11.^  spckv  of  wealth  as  of  a  load. 
An  obj.vi ,.(  hi,  :ii.,rt;d  li.-ite.  -  Kr  tuHnne  on  a  wretch  beatow.'d, 

Thiit  diy  :iMiiii^  llL'diuoD.rE  death    In  bitter  mockery  of  hate, 

h;i-l  SO'  11.  Hia  cureless  wop's  to  aRgravate; 

But  inir..'  M;,t-:ii1;i  taijic  b-  twon  lint  Tot  ha  iimv'd  Matilda's  owe 

'lh'M-md.iii<'im.lll.'.li>i«n.l-Hl,F.'i.Kl,     Mi^'bt  SIlvethiltt^ca»ureforhisb•iI— 
Ju^t  .■„■  tl,..  ^i-rin.4  lii- lid-.-,  r i.r.-«sd.    ili-  Zdith-rf  son    for  hUU be  raved 

A  lii  u  llv  ii;it'i  th.   riii;i:iu  --n-iirc,  As  .-iinti.b-nt  hiw  life  WM  saved; 

Bin  V.  t  hi-  1.  II  .li-i-zTi  iM,l,nr.-:  In  freiiUi.ut  vision,  lie  averr'd. 

"It  ti.-\-i-,"   liL-  iLiiitttrd.   ""liidl  1ie    ll.-s;iwliistiice,  bis  voicchohaard; 
Kat.1,  I'lit-ii  rir<nicd  cnlm— liail  marderbeen, 

>iid,   the  corpses,   had    been 

id  |irt't<-nded,  too,  to  mark 
d.:rmor.'  a  stran(;cr  bark, 
■row,  with  jealooH  care,  yet 
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Qnarded  a  female  and  a  child.  I  Op^n  to  tnpine  rmd  to  atealth, 

While  theae  faint  proofe  he  told  and  i  md  now  no  tutfe-guard  for  the  weoItL 

tiroM'il,  I  IntniBtt^d  b;  her  kinsman  kind, 

Hope  Beem'd  to  KniUa  in  his  brenst; '  And  for  such  noble  use  deMign'd. 
ThoaghinconBistent, vague, andvain,  I  "WaaI(amatd(!astl6thenherchoice" 
It  warp'd    his   judgment,   and    his  !  Wilfrid  enquired  with  hasty  voice. 
"Since  there  the  victor's  laws  ordain, 


xxvnx 


These  solemn  voids  his  story  close:— 
"  Heaven  witness  for  me,  that  I  choso 
Hj  part  in  this  sad  civil  fight. 
Moved  hy  no  caose  but  England'u 

right. 
My  oonntij's  groans  have  bid  me 


Her  father  must  a  space  remain?" 
A  flutti^i'd  hope  hia  accents  shook, 
A  fluttcr'd  joy  was  in  hin  look. 
"-"•    '-  ■  -'Ito 

ith  qentle  grace, 
■-mnu  nuinii,  uaano  choice  of  place; 
Else  had  1  for  iny  sire  Bssign'd 
Prison  less  galling  to  bis  mind, 
Than    thot    bis   wild-wood    haunts 

And  seek  my  son  taroogh   Europe  ',  And  hears  tLe  murmur  of  the  Tees, 

wide,  '  Recalling  thus,  with  every  glance, 

Hy  wealth,  on  which  a  kinsman  nigh  |  Wh.it  cajitive's  sorrow  can  enhance; 
AJieadv  casta  a  grasping  eye,  .  But  where  those  wooa  are  highest, 

With  tnee  may  unsuspected  lie.  I         there 

When  ot  my  death  Matilda  hears,        i  Needs  Rokeby  most  his  daughter's 
Let  her  retain  her  trust  three  yeani;  care." 

If  none,  from  me,  the  treasure  claim,  X\^ 

Periali'd  is  Morthom'a  race  and  name.  "  "  ' 

Then  let  it  leave  her  gcnerona  hand,  :  Be  felt  the  kindly  check  she  gave, 

"  '         ,  And    stood  ubash'd — then   anawer'd 


And  flow  in  bounty  o' 
Soften  the  wounded  prii 
Bebnild  the  peasant's  ruin  a  cot; 
So  spoils,  acquired  by  fight  afar, 
Shall  mitigate  domestic  war." 
XXIX. 


lot. 


I  havi'  beneath  mine  own  command, 
I  So  wills  lay  sire,  a  gallant  banil, 
The  generona  youths,  who  well  had  i  And  well  coidd  send  souio  horseman 

kuL  ,rn  '         wight 

Of  Mortham's  mind  the  powerful  tone,  '  To  bear  the  trcaanre  forth  by  night, 


To    that    high    mind,    by 

Gave  sympathy  his  woes  deserved; 
But  Wilfrid  chief,  who  saw  reveal'd 
Why  Morthom  wisb'd  his  life  con- 


nds. 
;  In  (he 


bestow  it  iw  you  deem 

e  ill  days  niav  safest  seem." — 

ks,   gentle  Wilfrid,   thanks," 


'  "  O,  be  it  not  one  day  dilnv'd  ! 
I  And,  more,  tby  sister-fHund  to  old. 
Bo  thou  thyscU  content  to  hold, 
1  III  thine  own   keeping,   Moriham's 


In  secret,  doubtless,  to  purEne 

Theacbemes  his  wilder'd  fancy  drev 

Thoughtful  he  heard  Matilda  teU,  „      . 

Thatshewouldsharoherlather'scell,  I  Safest  with  thee.' 

His  partner  of  captivity.  '         spoke. 

Where'er  his  priaon-honse  should  be;   Arm'd    soldierH    i 

Yetgrievedlothink  that  Rokeby  hall,  broke. 

Dismantled,  and  forsook  by  alt,  ;  The  same  of  whoso  approach  afraid, 


—While  thns  she 
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The  niffinn<i  left  their  RrnhnBcade, 
Their  chief  to  Wil&id  beoded  low, 
Thfu  look'ilnround  uh  for  a  foe. 
"  What  mean'st  thon,  friend,"  yoniig 

Wy cliffs  said, 
"  Yibj    thus    in     arms    beset    the 

glade  ?'■— 
"  Tbikt  n'onlil  I  gludly  learn  f^m  yon; 
For  up  my  aqnadroniw  1  drew. 
To  eii-rL-iso  onr  mnrtiftl  same. 
Upon  the  monrot  Bamin^jbiiDie. 
A,  Rtriinger  told  yon  were  wnylnid. 
Snrrimuded.  nod  to  deutli  betray'd. 
He  hnd  a  Iwadtr's  Toice.  I  ween, 


gaxi-d: 

Wbilo  Kediiinnil  I'vpry  tbi.-ket  ronnd 
Tniok'il  Mimi'HtaK  a  qnc^ting  bound, 
And  DonzirH  rarabini-bufunnil: 
Sure  evidmee,  by  whicli  tbry  knew 
Tlie  wnmin|{  was  bh  kind  ox  tine. 
'Wiiipitt  it  u'L-uiM,  with  <'nutii'>iiH  aiieed 
To  lenve  thr  lltil.     It  vm  aiin-i-d, 
Tbntltedm>iDd.  with  Molildu  fuir, 
And  flttini;  (;nnrtl,  nboiild  bomu  rt.-- 

iwiir; 
At  nlHlitfiill  Wilfrid  sbonid  nttend, 
With  11  Ktrtin«  blind,  bis  ^ister-f^ipI],l, 
To    bear  with    bur    Uoiu   Itokebjs 

Til  Uiirniird  CaHtlp's  loflv  towtrs, 
Si'cnl  and  Kafe  tlie  bimd^'d  <b.-sls. 
In  wliieb   tbu  wealth  of   iloithom 


Old  Bomard'B  towers  are  purple  BtiU, 
To  those  thnt  gaze  from  Toller-hill; 
Diatant  and  high,  the  tower  of  Bowea 
'  ke  Btee"  ■■  ■.    .     .- 

id  Btaii 

Rich  with  the  spoils  of  parting  day, 
.  Id  crimson  and  in  gold  array'd, 
[  Streaks  yet  a  while  the  closing  shade, 
i  TlieD    dow   resigns   to    darkening 
I         heaypn 

The  tintx  which  brighter  honrs  had 
given. 

ThoK  ngpd  men.  foil  loth  and  slow, 

'Ibe  Tiinities  of  life  forego, 

And  connt  their  joathfal  follies  o'ec. 

Till  Memory  lends  her  light  no  more. 

n. 

Tho  ere.  that  alow  on  npland  fades, 
lias    darker    dosed    on    Rokeby's 

^VhcR',  mink  within  their  banks  pro- 

Her   I'uai'ilian   streams  to   meeting 

Ihe    stately   oaks,    whose    sombre 

Of  noontide  mado  a  twilight  brown, 
IiiilHTvions  now  to  fainter  light, 
or  (a-ilisbt  make  an  early  night 


.Vnd  uitti  cnni^i'ninl  murmurs  seem 
Tn  wake  tlic  Genii  of  the  Ktre«m; 
lor  Innilor  clamour'd  Greta's  tide. 
And  Tevh  in  deeper  voice  replied. 
And  flifnl  wiiki'dthe  evening  wind. 
Fitful  in  Fi|;b8  its  breath  resign'd. 
Wilfrid,  whose  fiincy-nurtnred  mdI 
Kelt  in  Ibi!  ai;cnc  a,  soft  control. 
With    lifihtu    footstep  press'd   the 


CAXTO  FIFTIf. 


TuR  Rultrv  snmmer  diiv  in  done, 
llio  wt'Ktem  bills  hiive  bid  the  snn. 
Hut  luonntnin  jioak  and  village  Kpire 
Itetuin  rcduitiouH  of  his  fire. 


ITII 


nd. 


And  oftod  panned  to  look  around; 
And.  IbouKli  bin  path  wax  to  his  loTs, 
Cnuld  nut  imt  linjier  in  tho  grove, 
To  drink  the  tlirillins  interest  dear, 
at  awful  pleasure  check'd  by  fear. 
Suc-b  iiieonsiHtent  moods  have  we, 
j:veu  when  our  passiooB  Rtrik«  the 
key. 


m 

Now,  throogh  the  wood'a  dark  mazes 

Tba  opening  l&wn  he  reach'd  at  last. 
Where,  wlver'dby  the  moonlight  taj, 
The  ftnoieut  Hall  belnre  him  M;. 
Those  martini  terrora  long  were  fled, 
ThntfrownMoIoMaronDil  its  head: 
The  battlementK.  the  turrets  gre;, 
Secm'd  halt  abandon'd  to  decay; 
On  barbican  and  keeji  of  stone 
Stem  Time  tbe  focman'a  work  had 

Where  buiDerB  the  invader  braTed, 
The   harebell  now   and  wallflower 

In  the  nide  guard-room,  where  of 

Their  wearyhonra  the  wsidera  wore, 
Now,  while  the  cheerful  fagoM  blaze, 
On  the  pared  floor  theRpindla  plays ; 
The  flanking  guns  dismounted  lie, 
Tba  moat  is  ruinons  and  dry. 
The  ifTim  portcullis  gone— and  oil 
Tbe  fortrees  tom'd  to  peooeful  Hall. 

rv. 

Bat  yet  precautions,  lately  ta'ei 


The  insnlt  of  maranding  band. 
Tbe  beamu  once  more  were  tangbtto 

Tbe  trembling  drawbridge  into  air, 
And  not,  til]  qaestion'd  o  er  and  o'er. 
For  Wilfrid  oped  the  jealous  door. 
And  when  he  entered,  bolt  and  bar 
Besmued  their  place  with  sullen  jnr; 
Then,as  he  cross'd  the  vaulted  porch, 


Ere  lo  the  hall  his  ntepa  ho  led. 
That  huge  old  hall,  of  knightly  state, 
DiamanUed  seem'd  and  desolate. 
The  moon  through  transou-shaftt  of 
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Which  cToas'd    the   latticed   oriels; 

Bhone, 
And  by  the  monmfnl  light  she  gave. 
The  Gothic  Vault  seem'd  f\inei«I  cave. 
Pennon  and  banner  waved  no  more 
O'er  beams  of  star;  and  tusha  of  boar, 
Not  glim  meringmoe  were  monhall'd 


AcoompIiBb'd  7  ikeby's  brai 

Eut  all  were  lo  t  on  Manton'a  day  I 


7  ikebv'B  brave  array. 


Vet  hero  and  i  aere  the  moonbeuae 

fall 
Wherearmou'/et  adorns  the  wall. 
Cumbrous  in  •,xn,  nccoufh  to  sight, 
And  useless  it,  the  'J.Mem  flghtl 
Like  veteran  ^uic  of  Ih'jwius, 
Enown  only  i>y  ne^^itud  scan. 


Matilda  soiu  to  greet  him  came, 
And  badw  lliem  light  tbe  evening 

Eiaiil,  all  lor  parting  was  prepared. 
And  tarried  bnt  fur  Wilfrid's  guard. 
Kutthun,  reluctant  to  unfold 
His  father's  avarice  of  gold. 
He  hinteil,  that  lest  je^oua  eye 
tiboiildon  thuir  precious  burden  pry. 
He  judged  it  best  the  castle  gate 
To  enter  when  the  night  wore  late; 
And  therefore  he  bad  IcJt  command 
With  those  he  tnuted  of  his  band. 
That  they  shouhl  be  at  Itokeby  met. 
What  time  the  midnight-watch  was 

set. 
Now  Redmond  came,  whose  anxious 

Till  then  was  busied  to  prepare 
All  needful,  meetly  to  arrange 
The  mansion  for  its  motimftil  change. 
With  Wilfrid's   care   and   kindness 

pleased, 
His  cold  unready  hand  he  seized. 
And  presa'd  it.  till  his  kindly  stnun 
The  gentle  youth  retum'd  again. 
Seem'd  as  between  them  this  was 

"  A  while  let  jealousy  be  dead; 
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There  wasnospceclittietnico  to  binil, 
It\riis  n  compact  of  the  iiiiBil. — 
Agencrouathonijlil.DtonccimpresB'il 
(In  cither  liviil'ii  geuemas  linMist. 
llatililii  well  the  Kupivt  took, 
From  Kiiililen  chance  of  mien  and 

l.v,li; 

Ani5     f<irni)t  niunll  hml  been  her  fe«r 
Of  j.-n!ouM  ire  luid  (liini;er  n.-ar  - 
iVlt.  even  in  ht>r  ili-jettcl  i-liite. 
A  joy  L.-,v.nil  tlio  r-'uch  of  fate. 
'I'ht^y   I'losetl  licHiilo  the  oliimni^y's 

Anil  l;iJti'il  ancl  hopcil  for   hiippior 

Anil  1.  iit'th.ir  hiiirils*  risinc  dow 

A\.liil..l..i;iirli,„i>,,i.,i.,-v,.,;- 

lii;Iii.r;vil.-o<'(vinitl,fnltii..c., 

\ViirCu.!Uh,-pW-ur.^.ir'.iiri.rim,! 

'n>.>l.i-l...ri(!i{fui.-t»i;..:r!:I'.Mirij;bt, 

Ati  1  guvc  f:.j  B".-li.'  ..f!  1 .  ■  to  Bi^'hl, 

Iin.|..\Vilfri.isrli.-,k:ii.T..livi.lVKl'™', 


liMiiir..lm.miTs 
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Take  the  wundcdug  hiuiKi 


Rut  the  stern  porter  answer  gaTe, 
With  "Get  thee  hence,  thoa  HtroD- 

iHrlknaTft. 
The  king  wants  Boldiera;  -war,  I  trow, 
Were  nieeter  tmde  for  snch  as  tlioa." 
At  thia  ankind  reproof,  again 
Anewet'd  the  ready  MinatrerB-strain. 
Song  raujnrd. 
'•  Bid  not  me,  in  battle-field. 
Buckler  lift,  or  broodeword  wield  I 
All  my  strength  and  all  my  Mt 
Ib  (o  tonch  the  Rcntle  heart. 
With  tbo  wizard  notes  that  ring 
From  the  peaceful  minstrel  Btriug." 
The  porter,  all  Tuunoved,  replied,^ 
■■Depart  in   peace,  with  HeaTen  to 

It  longer  by  the  gate  thoa  dwell, 
'i'niBt  me,  thoa  sMt  not  part  bo  wdL" 

vm 

With  Eomewhat  of  appealing  look. 
The  harper's  part  young  WilmJtiiok'. 
■'Thi'se   notes  so    wild    and   ready 

Ihrill, 
Tlicy  hliowno  vulgar  minstrel's  skiU; 
lliiril  wt>ro  liis  task  to  aeek  a  home 
:,[<ir<!  distant,  sinue  the  niRht  is  come; 
A:i  t  I'lir  his  faith  I  dare  engage — 
Voiic   Uari>oor8  blood  is  sonr'd  by 

age; 
Win  giite,  once  readily  display'd. 
To  grvtt  tliu  fric'ud.  the  poor  to  uil, 
Nitwercntiime.thooghluiowuaf  old. 
Dill  till t  rclni'tiintly  unfold." 
•'O  Llama  ni>t,   as    poor   Harpool's 

An  evil  of  thia  evil  time. 
1  [o  il.'t'ms  dependent  on  hia  cue 
'i  hu  wifi'ty  ot  his  pfttron'sheir, 
\firjiidi;esmeet  to  ope  the  tower 
Til  giii^st  iinknon'n  at  parting  hour, 

<  >f  ri  i'.i;;li  and  Etnbborn  faitUiilneM. 
For  this  poor  linrper,  I  would  ttin 
lie  may  relax; — Hark  to  hia  Btntinl" — 

rx 

Siinj  rexuinnl. 
"  I  Iiave  Ronp  of  war  for  night. 
Lay  of  loTa  for  lady  bright. 


FuiT  tale  to  lall  tlis  hpir, 
OobUn  grim  the  maidB  to  scare. 
Dark  the  night,  and  long  till  day. 
Do  not  bid  me  farther  stray  I 

"Bokeby's  lords  of  martial  fame. 
J  can  count  them  name  by  name; 
Legends  of  their  line  there  be, 
Known  to  few,  bnt  known  to  me; 
If  yon  hononr  Kokeby's  kin, 
Take  the  wandering  liarper  in  I 


I  harp,  and  for  the  biuxl: 
Baron's  race  throve  never  well, 
'Where  the  corse  of  minstrel  fell 
If  fOQ  loTe  that  noh>^  kin. 
Take  the  weary  harper  in  !"- 
"Hark I  Horpool  parleys — there   is 

Said  Redmond,  "that  the  gate  will 

ope."—  I 

— "For  all  th;  brag  and  booet,  I 

Nongbl  fcnow'st  thoa  of  the  Felon . 

Sow"  I 

Qaoth    Barpool,    "nor   how  Greta- 

Bhe  roam'd,  and  Rokehy  forest  wide: 
Nor   how   Balph  Rokeby  gave  the 

To  Bichmond's  friurs  to  make  a  feast. 
Of  Oilbert  Grifflnson  the  tale 
OocB,  and  of  gallant  Peter  Dale, 
That  well   could  strike  with  sword 

And  of  the  Tnliant  son  of  Kpain, 
Friar    Middleton,     and    blithe    Sir 

Balph: 
There  were  a  jest  to  make  ns  lungh ! 
If  tbon  canst  tell  it.  in  yon  shed 
Thon'st  won   thy  supper  and  thy 

bed." 


JlatJlda  smiled;   "Cold  hope,"  said 

"  From  Harpool's  love  of  minstrelsy  ! 
But,  for  this  harper,  may  wc  ilnre. 
Sedmond,   to  mend   his  conch  and 

late?"— 
' '  0,  ask  me  not ! — At  minstrel-string 


My  heart  from  infancy  would  spring; 
Nor  CUD  I  hear  its  eimplest  Htraut, 
Rut  it  brings  Erin's  dream  n^^in. 
When  placed  by  Owen  Lysagh's  knee. 
(The  tileaof  U'Neulo  voHhe. 
A  blind  anil  bearded  man,  wboea  eld 
Wns  Kucrid  ns  a  projihct'H  held,) 
Tve  Kotn  a  ring  of  rng(^ed  keme, 
With  fui]>ccts  shaggy,  wild,  and  stem, 
Enchantfd  by  the  in  aster's  lay. 
Linger  aronnd  the  livelong  day, 
Shift  from  wild  rage  to  wilder  ^ee, 
To  love,  to  grief,  to  ccstucy. 
And  feel  ^ai'h  vnricd  change  of  sonl 
Obedient  to  the  Imrd's  eontroL— 
Ah.  Ctondi'bny !  thy  friendly  floor 
Slieve-DoDurd's  oak  shall    light   no 

Nor  Owen's  harp,  beside  the  blaze. 
Tell  maidi'u's  ll)v(^.  or  hero's  praise  I 
The   mantbng    brambles   hide   thy 

Centre  of  hospitable  mirth; 
All  un<listinguish'd  in  the  glades 
My  sites'  ghid  home  is  prostrate  lidd. 
Their  vassals  wander  wide  and  far. 
Servo  foH'ign  lords  in  distant  war, 
And  now  the  etrnnger's  sons  enjoy 
The  lovidy  woods  of  Chindeboy  1" 
He  spoke,  and  prundly  tnni'd  aside, 
The  starting  tear  to  dry  and  hide. 

XI. 

Matilda's  ilatk  and  soflen'd  eye 
Whs  glistening  ere  U'Neole's  was  dry. 
Her  Lund  upon  his  arm  she  laid, — 
'■  It  is  the  will  of  Heaven."  she  said. 
"And  thiuk'st  thon.  Kodmond,  lean 

From  this  loved  home  with  lightsome 

Lr.  ving  to  wild  neglect  whato'ei 
Even  from  my  infancy  won  dear? 
For  in  this  cum  domestic  honnd 
Were  all  Matilda's  jileasuro  fonnd. 
ITuit  hearth,   wy  site  whs  wont  to 

Full  Mi>on  may  bo  a  stranger's  place; 
This  hnll,  in  which  a  child  I  play'd. 
Like  thine,    dear   Bedmono,   lowly 


SH 


BCOTTS  POETICAL   WORKS. 


The   bramble   and   the    thorn  Dtay   Ou  Manrood-^hue  sad  Toiler  Hill; 

braid:  I  Then  hoU;  green  and  lily  gay 

Or,  pass'd  foe  aye  from  me  and  mine,  .  Shall  twine  in  guerdon  of  thy  1*7." 
It  ne'er  may  nhelter  Balieby'a  line.  |  The  monmfnl  yonth,  a  apace  aside. 
Vet  is  this  consolation  given.  j  To  tnneUatil^'H  harp  applied; 

My  liedmond — 'tis  the  will  of  Heav-   And  then  a  low  sad  descttnt  rang, 

en."  As  prelnde  to  the  lay  he  anng. 

Her  word,  heraction,  and  her  phrase,  yitt 

Were  kindly  aa  in  early  dajs;  *^"- 

For  cold  resen-e  had  lost  it«  power,  Tlu  Cyprra  Wrtalh. 

O,  lAdy,  twine  no  wreath  for  me, 
"    '    "      -■     -  ■•        rpreaatroe ! 
« light. 


ssynipathi 


Toonfj  Kedmend  dared  not  tmrt  hit , 


But  rather  had  it  been  his  choice  I 
To  share  that  melancholy  hour,  | 

Than,    ana'd   with  all  a  chieftain's 

In  full  poastKsion  to  t-ujoy  1 

SlieTe-Donard  widr.  and  Chtndeboy.  , 

I 

The  blood  left  WilfridK  iwhen  cheek;  I 
^latiltlu  sei-ii,  nud  hiiHtcK  to  iiiciik. — 
"Hsiiipy  in  frieudHhiii li  rrud.v  aid. 
Let  all  my  mDTUinrshere  liCKtnid! 
An.l  K..k.hy  h  Miiid.n  will  n.>t  part     . 
From    Kokeby's   hall   with    moody 

Thisnitjlit  at  leant,  forllnkeby'sfauie, 
lilt-  hiispiUble  hearth  ..hall  dame, 
And,  ere  its  u.itivu  hiir  n'tire.  | 

Find  f..r  Iha  wimd.'H'r  nsl and  fire. 
While  thin  lKii>r  hariiet.  by  the  blazL-, 
Itecountu  the  ij\a  of  other  dajn.  ; 

Hid  lIurjKiuliipi^  the  door  with  speed. 
Admit  him.  and  rt-lii've  «-bcU  neid,-  - 
Sleantime,  kind   Wjcliffe,  wilt  Ihon 

Tliv  ii;in>^tnl  hkill?  Say.  no  reply— 
Anil   lonk    not    sad !  -  ■  I  gatss  thy '-. 

thouKht.  I 

Thy  Vfrsc   with   laurels    would   be 

Imii^ht : 
And  ]>o.>r  Mut'hia,  blnllle^H  now, 
IliiH  nut  a  t,iirhind  for  thv  brow. 
True,  I  must  leave  kh-uuI   Itokeby'a 

l-lailes. 

Not  wander  more  in  Greta's  shadeKi 
Hut  sure,  no  ri^id  jailer,  th.in 
Wilt  a  short  iiriwin-walk  allow, 
Where  summL-r  flowers  grow  wild  a 

wiU, 


Or  twine  it  of  the  c. 

Too  lively  glow  the  lii 

The  vatnuE'd  holly  'a  all  too  bTiji^t, 

The  May-flower  and  the  eglantine 

May  Hhade  a   brow  leas  asd  than 

But,   Lady,   weare   no  wreat])  for 
Or  weave  it  c>(  the  cypreea-tree ! 
Lot    dimpled  Uirth    his   temples 

With  tendrils  of  the  laughing  vine; 
The  manly  oak,  the  pensive  yew. 
To  patriot  and  to  saga  be  due; 
The  myrtle  hough  biiU  lovers  live, 
But  that  Jiulilda  will  not  give; 
Then,  Lady,  twine  no  wreath   for 


Orti 


it  of  the  cypress-tree ! 


Let  merry  Enf;land  proudly  rear 
Iler  lili'Uded  rosea,  liooght  eo  dear: 
Let  Alliin  hind  her  bonnet  bine 
AVith  heath  and  harebell  dipp'd  in 


But.   Lady,   twine  no  wreath  for 
Or  twini'  it  of  the  eypress-tree. 

Strike  (he  wild  harp,  while  maids 


With    bliHidy    band      the      victoi 
Let  the  lond  tmmp  his  triompt 


Bnt,  when  jon  beiar  the  passina- 
bell,  t~™* 

Then.  LtAj,  twine  a  wreath  forme. 
And  twine  it  of  the  oj^reBS-tree. 

Tea  I  twine  for  tne  the  cjpieea ' 

bongh; 
Bnt,  O  MaUlda,  twine  not  now ! 
Stay  till  a  few  brief  montba   are 

port, 
And      have  look'd  and  loved  my 

last! 
When  Tilla(teni  my  shrondbeBtrew 
With  pansiee,  rosemary,  and  rue.— 
Hen,  Lady,  weave  a  wreath  for  me, 
And  weave  it  of  the  oypresH-tree. 

xrv. 

U'Keale  observed  the  ittartini;  tear. 
And  spoke  with  kind  and  blithesome 

"  Ko,  noble  Wilfrid  I  ere  the  day 

When  monma  tliel(m<l  tby  silent  lay, 
Shall  many  a  wreath  bo  freely  wovo 
By  band  of  Iriendsbip  and  of  love. 
I  wonld  not  wish  that  rigid  Fate 
Had  doom'd  thee  to  a  captive's  xtate. 
Whose  hands  are  bonnd  by  bononr'e 

law. 
Who  wears  a  Bword  he  mnst  not  draw; 
Bnt  were  it  so,  in  minstrel  (iriile 
The  land  together  wonld  wo  ride, 
On  prancinK  stcedn,  like  harpers  old, 
Bound  for  the  balls  of  barons  bold. 
Each  lover  of  the  lyro  we'd  seek, 
From  Michael's  Mount  to  Skiddaw's 

Peak, 
Snrvey  wild  Albin's  momitain  Ktrund, 
And  room  green  Erin's  lovely  lirnd. 
While  thou  the  gentler  souls  uhonld 

With  Inv  c)f  pity  and  of  love. 
And  I,  tny  niBte,  in  rougher  stri 
Would    smg    of    war     a-"    — ■ 

Old  Englauil'N  bards  were  vanqnisb'd 

And  Scotland's  vaonted   TIawthom' 

And,  silenced  on  lemion  shore, 
M'Onrlin's    harp    should   charm   uo 


SV. 

itQda,  ■ 

Qood  Bedmond,   gain    its    destined 

Say,  wilt  thou  kindly  deian  to  call 
Thy  brother-minstrel  to  the  hall? 
Bid  all  tbe  honschold,  too,  attend. 
Each  in  his  rank  a  homble  Mend; 
I   know   their   faithful   hearts   will 

grieve. 
When  their  poor  Mistress  takes  her 

So  let  the  horn  and  beaker  flow 
To  mitigate  their  parriug  woe." 
The  harper  came;— in  yonth's  fltirt 

prime 
Himself;  in  mode  of  olden  time 


A  Hcemly  gown  of  Kendnl  green, 
With  gorgiit  closed  of  silver  sheen; 
His  harp  in  silken  scarf  was  slung, 
And  by  nis  side  on  anlace  bung. 
It   seem'd   some   masqaei's    quail 


For  revel  or  for  bolid^. 
XVL 

He  moilo  obeisance  with  a  free 
Yet  studied  air  of  courtesy. 
Each  look  ondaccenl,  framed  to  please, 
Seem'd  to  affect  a  playful  eusc; 
His  face  was  of  that  doubtful  kind, 
That  wins  the  eye.  bnt  not  tbe  mind; 
Yet  harsh  it  seem'd  to  deem  amiss 
Of  browBOyonugandsmiiotli  as  this. 
His  was  the  siibUe  look  end  sljr. 
'Iliut,  spying  all,  seemn  nought  to  spy; 
Hound  all  the  group  h'm  glanceK  titole, 
Unmark'd  themselves,  to   mark  the 

Yet  sunk  beneath  Matilda's  look. 
Nor  could  the  eyeof  Bedmond  brook. 
To  the  suspicious,  or  tbe  old, 
Hubtlo  and  dangnrous  and  bold 
Had  seem'd  this  B.-lf-invitt'd  guest; 
But  j'oung  our  lovers,     and  tJie  rest, 
^Vrapt  in  their  sorrow  and  their  fear 
At  porting  of  their  Mistress  dear. 
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Tear-blmdeil  to  the  Custle-haU, 
Came  aa  to  bear  bei  funeral  pall. 

XVU. 
All  that  eipresHion  base  was  gone, 
When  waVed  the  goest  hia  rainstrel 

It  fled  at  inspiration's  caU, 
Ah  CTst  the  demon  tied  from  Sani 
Moro  nohle  glance  be  cttst  nronnd, 
More  free-Jcawn  breath  inspired  the 

sound. 
His  pulse  beat  bolder  and  more  high, 
In  aU  the  piide  of  minetrela; '. 
Alua !  too  soon  that  prido  wqh  o'er, 


111)  vices  wild  and  follies 
And  gave  the  talent,  with  him  bom, 
To  1.0  a  common  curse  and  scorn. 
Such  was  the  youth  whom  Bokehy'a 

3Liid. 
With  fondescendinR  kindnosH,  rrnj  d 
Ileri!  lo  renow  Ih'i  strains  she  loTcd, 
At  distancu  hvord  and  well  approved. 

x^^u- 


Retired  fW>m  nil,  rwserved  and  coy, 

To  luusiug  prone, 
I  woo'd  iiiv  Molitory  jay, 

Jly  lliiq)  alone. 
llTToulh.withlHildAmbition'Bmood, 
D^'spisi-ltbrhuiuldestroflmandwood, 
Where  my  i«ior  father's  coltaife  stood, 

To'fiiiuu  unknown; 
MTiat  slinuld  my  soaring  views  make 

Jly  nurp  alone ! 

Love  came  with  all  bii  frantic  fire, 
And  will!  roiiiiinte  of  Tiiin  desire: 
The  baron's  daughter  heanl  my  lyre, 

And  ptiiisccl  the  tonu:— 
What  I'onUI  preauinptuona  hope  in- 
Hl.ir   " 


My  IlaT])  alone ! 


At  manhood'a  tonch  the  bnbble  biuBt, 
Andmanhood'apridetfaeTinonoQiBt, 
And  all  tliat  luuf  my  folly  noned 

Lore's  away  to  own; 
Tet  spared  the  spell  Uut  Inll'd  m« 

fitBt, 

My  Harp  elonel 

Woe  came  Mith  war,  and  mnt  with 

And  it  was  mine  to  nndergo 
Eaob  outrage  of  the  rebel  foe: — 

Can  aught  atone 
My  fields  laid  waste,  my  cot  laid  low  T 

My  Harp  alone ! 

Ambition'H  dreams  I've  seen  depart. 
Have  rued  of  penury  the  smart, 
IlavQ  felt  of  love  the  venom'd  dart. 

When  hoiio  was  flown; 
Yet  rests  one  solace  to  my  heart, — 

My  Harp  alone  t 

Then  over  mountain,  moor,  and  hill. 
My  faithful  Ilarp,  I'll  bear  thee  atill ; 
And  when  this  Hfe  of  want  and  ill 

Is  wellnigh  gone. 
Thy  string!!  mine  elegy  shall  thrill. 
My  Harp  alone ! 
XIS. 
'■A  pleasing  lay!"  Matilda  KBid; 
Hut  llarpool  shook  hisold  grey  head. 
And  look  his  baton  and  his  torch. 
To  sifk  his  guard-room  in  the  porch. 
Eduiund   observed;    with      sudden 

chiinge. 
Among  the  stringR  his  flngers  range, 
Tntil  ttity  waked  a  bolder  gle« 
Of  military  melndv: 
Then  paused  aniia  the  martial  eoond. 
And   IcHikd  with    well-feign'd    tear 

around;— 
"  None  to  this  noble  house  belong," 
Ue   said,    "that    would  a  Hinetrel 

Whose  fate  has  been,  through  good 

and  ill, 
;  To  love  his  Royal  Master etUl; 
And     with     your    honour "d    leav^ 

would  fain 
I  Bejoice  you  with  a  loyal  strain," 


Then,  as  aasaied  by  ngn  bdiI  look, 
Tho  -warlike  tone  again  he  took; 
And  Baipool  Btopp'd,  and  tam'd  b 

-    AdiHyoftheOftnUer. 


Wliile  the  dawn  on  the  mountain 

waa  misty  and  grey, 
Hy  tme  love  has  mounted  his  steed 

and  away 
Orer  hill,  over  valley,  o'er  dale,  and 

Heaven  shield  the  bravo  Gallant  thut 

flghta  for  the  Crown  I 
He  baa  doff'd  the  silk  donbl«t  the 

breaEt-plate  to  bpar, 
He  has  placed  the  steel-cap  o'er  hix 

Ions  flowing  hair, 
Ftom    Eis   belt   to  hia  atirrnp  his 

broadswotd  hangs  down,— 
Heaven    abield    the    brave    Gallant 

that  fights  for  the  Crown  I 
For  the  rights  of  fair  England  that 

broadsword  he  draws, 
Hei  King  is  bis  leader,  her  Church 


They  may  boaat  of  their  Fairfax, 
their  Waller,  and  all 

The  tonndheadfd  rebels  of  Wcst- 
minxter  Hall  I 

But  tell  these  bold  traitors  of  Lon- 
don's prond  town. 

That  the  spenrs  of  the  North  havu 
encircled  the  Crown. 

There's  Derby  and  Cavendish,  dread 

of  their  foes ; 
There's   Eriu'a    high   Ormond,  and 

Scotland's  Monlrosi'  t 
Wonhl  von  match  the  bnne  Skippon, 

andUasaey,  and  Brown, 
With  the  Itarons  of  England,  that 

fight  for  the  Crown  ? 


Now  joy  to  the  crest  of  the  brave 
Cavalier  1 

Be  his  banner  nnconquer'd,  resistlcBs 

hia  apear, 
Till  in  peace  and  in  triDaph  his  toils 

he  may  drown. 
In  a  pledge   to   fair   England,   her 

Ctaoroli,  and  her  Crown. 
XXL 
■'  AloB !"  Matilda  said,  "that  strain. 
Good  harper,  now  is  heard  in  vain] 
'l*hc  time  has  been,  at  Kuch  a  sound, 
When    Bokeby'a     vassola     gather'd 

An    hundred    manly    hearts   would 

bound; 
But  now  the  slirrinfi  verse  we  hear. 
Like  trump  in  dying  soldier's  ear  I 
Listless  and  Had  the  notes  we  own. 
The  ju'Wi-r  to  auHwrr  them  is  flown. 


Even  wbvn  the  crisis  of  itn  fate 
'i'o  hnman  eye  seems  despL-nite. 
While  Rokebys  Heir  suA  powei 


And,  lend  thy  harp;  I  fain  wonlil  try. 
If  my  poor  skill  can  aui^ht  sviimly. 
Ere  yet  I  leavo  my  father's  hall. 
To  mourn  the  cauae  in  which  we  fall." 

xxn. 

The  harper,  with  a  donnnist  look. 
And    tri^ milling    hand,   her   bounty 

As  yet,  tho  conNtioaa  pride  of  art 
Hod  >,tei>ril  him  in  hi*  truavherouH 

A  pow L-rfiil  spring,  of  force  nnpi ess "d, 
Tliut  buth  each   gentler  tiiixid   sup- 

And  reiijn'd  in  many  a  liiiinim  breast ; 
From  bis  that  plans  the  red  catiipniitn. 
To  his   thiit   wuatcs    the  woodlwid. 

rtign. 
Th  e  f  111  ling  win  g.  the  bloo  3  -sh  ot  ey  e,  -  - 
The  sportsman  marks  with  apathy. 
Each  feeling  of  his  virtim's  ill 
l>rown'd  in  his  own  Huccessful  skill. 
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The  f  etemn,  too,  who  now  no  more 
Aspires  U>  bead  the  luUle's  roar, 
Jjofei  still  the  trininph  uf  his  ait, 
And  tmcea  oQ  the  peuciU'd  chart 
Some  Btem  invader's  destined  my, 
Thron|;h  blood  and  rain,  to  hisprey; 
Patriots  to  death,  and  towos  to  flame, 
He  dooms,  to  raise  another's  name, 
And  shores  the  gnilt,  thongh  not  itie 

What  pays  him  for  his  span  of  time 
Spent  in  pre  HI  edi  tilling  crime? 
what  against  pity  iirms  his  heart? — 
It  is  the  conscious  pride  of  art. 

XXUI. 

Bnt  principles  in  Edmund's  mind 
Were  boHelesH,  vagne.  and  nndefiaed. 
Bis  Houl,  like  Iwrk  with  rndder  lost. 
On    I'lusiun's   cbangeful    tide  vas 

toKt. 

Nor  Vire  nor  Tirtne  bad  (be  piiwer 
IScynnd  tbf  impri'sKion  of  tbu  hour; 
And,  U !   when  fuHKion  rules,  hov 

The  hmiw  Ibat  fall  (o  Virtue's  share 
Y.-l  iii>w  she  miiHed  ber— forlbojiride, 
Thiit  InckotKtemer  gnill  Kiipi 
Could  Kt-nrcc  support  liiiu  wbe 
The  lay  that  mourned  Malildn': 


The  sound  of  Rokoby's  woods  I  heor, 
lliiy  mir^^evitb  tbe  song: 

Dark  Gruta's  Toice  is  in  mine  ear, 
I  must  not  heiirlhem  loug. 

From  cverv  loved  and  native  haunt 
The  niitivu  Heir  must  stray. 

And.   \\\.\i   u  gliust   that   sunbeams 

^Iiist  p^rt  before  the  Jiiy. 

Soon  fniiu  the  linlls  my  fathers rear'd, 

lb<  ir M'utchcons  inny  descend. 
A  line  so  lung  beloved  and  fear'd 

M:iv  Koon  obseurelv  eud. 
So  lii'n^-T  here  Miilibin's  tone 

Shidl  bid  those  echoes  swdl; 
ypt  sliidl  tliev  hour  her  prouilly  on-n 

llie  cause  la  wliicti  ve  fell. 


The  lady  passed,  and  thMi  again 
Beaomea  the  lay  in  lofUet  atnin. 

XXIV. 
Let  OUT  ballB  and  towen  deo«y. 

Be  onr  name  and  line  fo^ot. 
Lends  and  manors  paas  avay, — 

We  bnt  share  oni  Uonarch'a  lot. 

no  more  our  """«*«  ahow 

Uattlefl  iron  and  banneiB  taken. 
Still  in  death,  defeat,  and  woe, 

OUTB  be  loyalty  nnahalten. 

Constant  etiU  in  danger's  hour. 

Princes  own'd  onr  latlierB' aid; 
lands   and    honours,    wealUi    and 

Woil  their  loyalty  rapud. 
Perish  wealth ,  andpover,  andpridel 

JTortol  boons  by  mortals  given; 
But  let  constAncy  abide,^ 

Constancy's  the  gift  of  Heaven. 
XXV. 


In  peaennt  life  he  might  have  known 
As  fair  a  face,  as  sweet  a  tone; 
Hut  village  notes  conld  ne'er  supply 
That  rich  and  varied  melody; 
And  ne'er  in  cottage-maid  was  seen   ' 
The  easy  disnity  of  mien. 
Claiming  respect,  yet  waving  state. 
That  marks  tbe  daughters   of   tbe 

great. 
Vet  nut,  perchance,  had  tbeae  alone 
His  scheiue  of  purposed  guilt  o'er- 

Bnt  while  ber  ener^  of  mind 
Superior  rose  to  enefs  combined. 
Lending  its  kindling  to  her  eye, 
Giving  h(r  form  new  majesty,— 
To  Edtiiund'a  tboDght  UatUdaaeem'd 
The  vtiy  object  be  had  dream'd; 
When,  long  ere  guilt  bis  aonl  had 

In  Winslnii  bovers  he  mnsed  alone. 
Taxing  bia  fimcv  to  combine 
Tbe  tiice,  tbe  nir.  tbe  voice  divine, 
Of  priueess  fair,  by  cruel  &te 
lienor  her  honours,  power,  anditkt*^ 


Till  to  her  riAfatf  nl  realm  restoMd 
By     deatiued      bero'a     conquering 

XXTL 
"Snob   waa  my  riaionr'  Edmund 

Ihonght; 
"  And  ha*e  I,  then,  the  rtiin  vroogbt 
Of  Bncb  a  maid,  thst  fancy  ne'er 
la  faireiit  viaiou  form'd  ber  peer  ? 
Was  it  my  bond  that  eonld  nncloae 
The  ptntam  to  ber  mtbleijs  fueH? 
Foes  lost  to  bononr,  biw,  and  faith, 
Tbeir  kindest  marcy  sudden  death  '. 
HaTeldonethis?  II  vhohaTeuwore, 
That  if  tbe  globe  sncb  angel  bore, 
I  ironld  haTe  traced  its  cjrole  broail, 
To   luaa  the  gronnd   on  nbioh  she 

(lodel— 
And  now — 0 !  wonld  that  earth  would 

And  close  npon  me  while  alire  I — 
latbeieiio  hope?   In  all  thenlost?— 
Bertiam'a  alreadv  on  biHpOBtl 
Even  now,  besiae  tbe  Hall'a  arcb'd 

I  saw  hia  shadow  cross  the  Qoor  I 
He  was  to  wait  my  signal  Htrain— 
A  little  respite  tbas  we  gain: 
By  what  I  beard  tbe  menials  say. 
Tonng  WyclifTe's  troop  are  on  their 

^way- 
Alann  precipitates  the  crime  1 
Hy  haipmuat  wear  awny  the  time." — 
And  then,  in  accents  faint  and  low. 
Ha  falter'd  forth  a  tale  of  woe. 


Else  sball  tbe  sprite,  that  parts  lo- 
FUng  all  bis  gnilt  on  thee. 

"  Let  mass  be  said,  and  trentals  read. 

When  tbourt  to  convent  gone. 
And  bid  the  bell  of  St.  Benedict 

Toll  out  ite  deepest  tone." 
The  shrift  is  done,  the  Friar  is  gone. 

Blindfolded  as  be  came— 
Next  morning,  all  in  Littlecot  HaU 

Were  weepmg  for  their  dame. 
Wild  Donell  is  an  alter'd  man. 

The  village  crones  can  tell; 
Ho  looks  pale  as  clay,  and  utriTes  to 


If  lie  heat 


It  beU. 


"And  whitber  would  yon  lead  me 
then?" 

Qnotb  tbe  Friar  of  orders  grey; 
And  the  Ruffians  twain  replied  auain, 

"By  a  dying  woman  to  pray.' 


ufant  on  hei  arm." 


bis  pride— 

IF  he  iiiei:t  a  Friiir  of  orders  grey. 
He  droops  and  tatns  aside. 
XXVIII, 
"Harper  I  metbinksthy  magic  lays," 
Matilda  said,  "cangoblins  raise  I 
Wellnlgb  my  fancy  (';in  discern. 
Near  the  dark  pori'h,  u  visiige  stem; 
Ec'n  now,  in  yondiT  shiulowy  nook, 
IhPoit!— Redmond.  Wilfrid.look!  - 
A  buDian  form  diHtiact  and  clear   - 
God  for  thy  mercy  '. — It  dmws  near!" 
ijhe  saw  too  true.   Stride  after  stride, 
The  centre  of  that  chamber  wide 
Fierce  Ite rtmm  gain'd;  then  made  a 

And,  proudly  waving  with  bis  hand. 
Thunder'd— Be    still,     upon     your 

He  bleeds  who  spenkn,  be   dies   who 

Behind  their  chief,  the  robber  crew 
Forth  from  tbe  darken 'd  portnl  drew 
In  sUcnce    Have  that  echo  <ltend 
Retnm'd     tbeir     heavy     measured 

The  lamp's  nncertain  lustre  gave 
Tbeir  arius  to  gleam,  their  plumes  to 

File  after  file  in  order  paaA, 

Like  forms  on  Banc(UO  a  uiynttc  gloss. 

Then,  baiting  at  their  loader'it  sign. 
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At  once  they  form'd  and  curved  theii 

HcmiuiDg  -within  its  crescent  dteor 

Tbeir  victims,  like  a  herd  of  deer. 
Another  Bigii,iuid  to  the  Kim 
Levell'd  at  onoe  their  masketB  c&ma, 
Ab  waitingbut  theirchieftain's  word, 
To  make  Uieix  fatal  volley  heard. 

XXIX. 
Back  in  a  heap  the  menials  drew; 
Yet.  even  in  mortal  terror,  true. 
Their  palo  and  startled  groap  oppose 
Between  Uatilda  and  the  foes. 
"O,  haute  thee,  Wilfrid!"  Redmond 

"ITndo  that  wicket  by  Ihy  side! 
Bear  hence  Matilda — gain  the  wood- 
ThepasBiuay  beawhuamadeRood- — 

Thy  lianil,   ere  this,   luubt  sure  be 

aiuh— 
0  Bpeok  not — dally  not — but  fly  !" 
While  yet  the  crowd  thtir  luotions 

Through   the  low  wicket  door  they 

Bhde. 
TluouL'h  vaulted  possageH  they  wind. 
In  Gothic  intricacy  twined; 
Wilfrid  halt  led,  and  half  ho  bore, 
Matilda  lo  the  poHteru-door. 
And  safe  beneath  the  furcHt  tree, 
The  Lady  t^taDds  at  liberty. 
The   luoonbcaiuH,    the    A-cith  gale's 

Renew'rt,  suspendud  consdonsness ; 
"  Where's  Kedmoud  T'  eagerly  she 


FoT  Bedmond'a  daaUi  thou  ahalt  not 

monm, 
U.  mine  can  buy  his  safe  rotsra." 
He  tnm'd  avray — his  heut  Uuobb'd 

high. 
The  tettr  waa  bnntdng  from  hia  m; 
The  sense  of  her  injnatioe  pnea'd 
Upon  the  Uaid'B  distracted  breast, — 
"Stay,  WilMd,  atari  all  aid  iarainl" 
He  heard,  but  torn  d  him  not  again; 
He  reaches  now  the  poBtem-door, 
Now  enters — and  is  seen  no  more. 

XXXL 
With  all  the  uony  that  e'er 
Was  gendar'd  twiit  anapaiiM  and 

She  watcb'd  thelineof  windowa  tall. 
Whose  Gothic  lattice  tiohta  the  Hall. 

Distinguish 'd  by  tba ji^ey  red 
The  Uuups  in  dim  reflaotion  shed, 
nliile  all  beside  in  wan  moonhght 
Each    )^ted     casement    glimmer'd 

No  sight  of  harm,  no  aonnd  of  ill. 
It  ia  a  deep  and  midnight  still. 
Who    look'd    npon   the  scene,   bad 

gneBs'd 
All  in  the  Castle  were  atrmt : 
Whon  sadden  on  the  windows  shone 
A  lightning  flash,  just  seen  and  gone  ! 

shot  is  heard — Again  the  flame 
Flash'd    thick   and    fast — a    vtdley 


"Thou  a 


^r'st  not— he   dies !  he 


And  thou  hast  left  him,  all  bereft 
Of  mort.'il  aid— with  murderers  left! 
I  know  it  well  .  he  woul.l  not  yield 
Hjh  sword  to    man— liiii    doom     i» 

Bcal'd  1 
For  luy  scom'd  life,  which  thou  hast 

bought 
At  price  of  his.  I  thank  thee  not." 

XXX. 
The  unjust  rcprouih,  the  angry  look, 
The  heart  of  Wilfrid  eould  nut  brook. 
"Laily,"  Le  sidd,  "  my  band  ko  near. 
In  safety  thou  niayst  rest  thee  here. 


And  weapon-crash    and  maddening 

Of  tbose  who  kill,   and  those  who 

Ah  fill'd  the  Hall  with  snlphvions 

More  red,  more  dark,  the  death-flash 

And  forms  were  on  the  lattioa  east 
Tliut  struck,   or  straggled,   aa  they 

XXSIL 
What  sounds    upon   the   midnight 
.Approach  BO  rapidly  bdiind? 


sei 


It  is,  it  ie,  the  trunp  of  steeds, 
Uatilda  heats  the  soimd,  shespeedB, 
Seises  upon  the  leAdor'a  rein — 
"O,  haste  to  aid,  ere  aid  be  vain  I 
Flj  to  the  postem—gain  the  Hall  1" 
Vvotn  saddle  Bprins  Uie  troopers  all ; 
Theii  gallant  stecdH,  at  liberty, 
Son  mid  along  the  moonlight  lea. 
But,  ere  the;  borst  upon  the  scene, 
Full  Btabborn  had  the  ooofliot  been. 
When   Bertram    mark'd      Hatilda'e 


Of  Scotland's  and  of  Erin's  watB 

Their  momentary  panio  o'er. 

Stood  to  the  arms  vhioh  Uieu  tbej 

(For  they  were  weapon'd,  and  pre- 

Theu  UistresB  on  her  way  to  gnard. ) 
Then    cbeet'd    them    to    the    fight 

Olfeale, 
Then  peal'd  the  shot,  and  claah'd  the 

steel; 
The    war-smoke   soon    with    sable 

Darken'd   the    scene    of  blood  and 

death. 
While  on  the  few  defenders  close 
The  Bandits,  with  redoubled  blows. 
And,  twice  driren  back,   yet  fierce 

and  fell 
Benew  the  cha^e  with  frantio  yell. 


Wilfrid   has   fall'n 


-but   . 


Yonng  Bedmond,   soil'd  with  smoke 

and  blood. 
Cheering  his  mates  with  heart  and 

Still  to  make  good  tbeir  desperate 

"Up,    comrades,    np  I    In   Bokeby 

Ne'er  be  it  said  our  oonmge  tallH. 
What  I  faint  je  for  their  savage  cry. 
Or  do  the  amoke-wreatbH  daunt  yoor 

eye? 
These  ratters  have  letnm'd  a  shout 


As  loud  M  Bokeby's  wassail  ront, 
As  thick  a  smoke  these  hearths  have 

At  ^Jlow'tide  or  Christmas-even. 
Stand  to  it  yet  I  renew  the  fight, 
For  Sokeby'B  and  Matilda's  right  1 
These  slsves  I  they   dare  not,  hand 

Bide     buffet    from     a   true    num's 

Impetnons,  active,  fierce,  and  young. 
Upon  the  Brdvancii^  foes  he  sprang. 
Woe  to  the  wretch  at  whom  is  bent 
His  brandisb'd  falchion's  sheer  de- 
Backward  they  Hcatter'd  as  he  came, 
Like  wolves  before  the  levin  flame, 
When,  'mid  their  howling  oonolave 

Hath  glanced  the  thanderbolt  of 

heaven. 
Bertram    msh'd    on — bat    Harpool 

Hia   kneea,  although    in    death  he 

gflap'd, 
Hix  tailing  corpse  before  him  flnng. 
And  round   the   trasuaell'd  rofflao 

-Jast  then,    the   soldiers   filt'd  the 

And.  shouting,   charged  the  felons 

So  fiercely,  that,  in  panic  dread. 
They  broke,    they   yielded,  fell,  or 

fled. 
Bertram's  stem  voice  the'y  heed  no 

Though   heard   above  the  battle's 

While,   trampling   down  the   dying 
Ha  strove,  with  volloy'd  threat  and 

In  scorn  of  odds,  in  fate's  despite. 
To  rally  up  the  desperate  fight. 

XXXIV, 
!>oon  murkier  clouds  the  Hall  enfold 
Than      e'er     from    battle-thunders 

rolld  ; 
So    den  HO,    the    combatants    scarce 


SCOITS  POETICAL    WOSES. 


To  aim  or  to  &TOid  the  blow. 
Smothering  and  blindfold  grows  the 

^ht- 
Bnt  Boon  ahall  dkwn  a  diBmtd  ligbt  1 
'Mid  cries,  and  clashing  umB,  there 

The  hollow  sonnd  of  mshinp  flame; 

Kew  boiTDTB  on  the  tnmalt  dire 
Arise— the  Castle  is  on  Sre  I 
J>oiibtfol   it    chance    had    cast  the 

Or  &sntjc  Bertram's  desperate  band. 
Matilda  saw — for  freqnent  broke 
From  the  dim  casements  goals  of 

Yon  tower,  which  lat«  so  clear  de- 
fined 
On  the  fair  bemiupbere  reclined, 
That,  pencill'd  on  its  aznre  pnre. 

The  cjeconM  count  each  embmznre, 
Now,  Bnath'd  within  the  sweeping 

Seems  ginnt  spectre  in  his  abroad; 
Till,   fnim   each   loop-bole    flasbirig 
ligbt. 


A  spent  of  fire  sbines  rndily  bright, 
And,  gntberlnc  'o  nnitecl  ("Inrp, 
Streams  bigU  into  the  midnigbt  air; 


The  alarm  ia  caught — the  drawbrids* 

falls. 
The  warrioia  hurry  from  tbe  walla, 
Bnt,  by  the  conflagration's  ligbt, 
Upon  the  lawn  renew  the  light. 
Each   struggling   felon    down    was 

heVd, 
Not  one  oonld  gain  the  ■bettering 

Bnl    forth    tbe    afiight«d     harper 

sprang. 
And  to  Mwlda's  robe  he  clung. 
Her  shriek,  entreaty,  and  oommand, 
Stopp'd  the  pnrauer'B  lifted  hand. 
Denzil  and  be  alive  were  ta'au; 
Thereat,  bsto  Bertram,  all  are  slain. 

XXSVL 
And    where    is    Bertram? — Soaring 

high 
The  general  flame  Moends  the  aky; 
In  gather' il  group  the  soldiers  gase 
Upon  the  broad  and  roaring  blase. 
When,  like  infernal  demon,  sent. 
Bed  from  his  penal  element 
To  plague  and  to  pollute  the  air, — 
His  face  all  gore,  on  fire  bis  hair. 
Forth  from  tbe  central  mass  of  smoke 
The  riant  form  of  Bertram  broke  I 
His  brandisb'd  sword  on  high   he 


Soon  all  beneath,   through    gallery 

long. 
Anil  pendant  arch   the  fire   flosb'd 

strong, 
Snatching  whatever  could  maintain. 
KaiHG.  or  extend,  its  fiirioos  reign; 
Startling,  with  doner  ennse  of  dread. 
The  females  who  tbe  cunQict  fled. 
And  now  rush'd  forth  upon  tbe  plun. 
Filling  tbe  air  with  clamours  vain. 

XXXV. 


Then     plunged 


among    oppodng 

spears; 
Round    bis    left    arm    bis   mantle 

Received  and  foO'd  three  lances' 
Nor  these  bis  headlong  coarse  wilb' 
Like  reeds  he  snapp'd  the  tough  ash- 
In  vun  his  foes  aionnd  faim  clung, 
^Vith  miitfhlesB  force  aside  he  flung 
Th^ir  boMest,— as  the  bull,  at  bay, 
■"      ....■<-.<.-   1.      from  bis  way. 


]  XXXVIL 

Scarce  was  this  final  oonfliot 
'  When   from   the  poaten 

bore 
]  Witfriil,  who,  as  of  life  b 


Had  in  tha  fotal  Hall  Iwea  left. 
DeMTted  there  by  all  hii  tmin: 
But    Bedmond    nv,     *ad    tnm'd 

^ain.— 
BcDeath  an  oak  he  laid  him  down. 
That  in   the  blmie   gleam'd    raddy 

And  then  hia  mantle's  clasp  undid; 
Matilda  hdd  his  drooping  head, 
Till,  given  to  breathe  the  freer  aix, 
Betiiming  life  repaid  their  oare. 
He  gaied  on  them  with  heavy  sigh, — 
"  I  DOTild  have  wish'd  even  thoa  to 

diel" 
No  more  he  said — foTnowvrith  speed 
Elach  trooper  had  regain'd  hia  steed; 
The  ready  palfrer's  stood  arrayM, 
For  Bedmond  and  for  Rokeby's  Maid; 
Two  Wilfrid  on  his  hone  soatain. 
One  leads  hia  charger  b;  the  rein. 
But  oft  UstUda  looli'd  behind, 
Aa  ap  the  Vale  of  Tees  they  wind. 
Where  fiur  the  manaioa  o(  her  sires 
Beacon'd   the    dale   with  midnight 

Hret. 
In  gloomy  arch  above  them  spread, 
Hie  clonded  heaven  lower'd  bloody 

Beneath,  in  sombre  light,  the  flood 
Appear'd  to  roll  in  waves  of  blooil. 
Then,  one  by  one,  was  heard  to  tall 
The  tower,  the  donjon-keep,  thehnll. 
Each  mshing   down  with    thnnder 

A  apace  the  conflagretiOD  drown'd ; 
Till,  gathering  atreDgtli.  again  il  rose, 
Announced  its  triomph  in  ite  close, 
8hook  wide  its  light  the  landscape 

Then  Btrnk  — and  Bokeby  was   no 
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The  Bummer  sun,  whose  early  power 
Was  wont  to  gild  Matilda'^  bower. 
And  rom<e  her  with  his  matin  ray 
Her  dnteoDK  oriHouatopay, — 
That  morning  eon   has  three  timea 


The  flowers  onfold  on  Bokeby  green. 
Bat  sees  no  more  the  slumbers  dy 
From  fair  Matilda's  hotel  eye; 
That  morning  sim  has  tbee  times 

On  Bokeby'8  glades  of  elm  and  oak, 
Bnt,  rising  from  their  silvan  screen, 


A  shapeleas  mass  lie  keep  and  tower. 
That,  hissing  to  the  morning  shower. 
Can  bat  with  smouldering  vaponi 

pay 
The  early  smile  of  anmmer  day. 
The  peai«ant.  to  hislabonr  bonnd, 
Paases  to  viewthe  blocken'd  moond. 
Striving,  Eunid  the  min'd  space. 
Each  well-remember' d  spot  to  trace. 
That  length  of  frail  and  &re-scorcb'd 

wall 
Once  screen'd  the  hospitable  hall; 
When  yonder  broken  arch  was  whole. 
'Twsa   there  was  dealt   the  weekly 

dole; 
And  where  you   tottering  oolnmns 

The  chapel  sent  the  byma  to  Ood. — 

So  flits  the  world's  uncertain  span  I 
Nor  zeal  for  God,  nor  love  for  ipnn, 
Gives  mortal  monuments  a  date 
lieynnd  the  power  of  Time  imd  Fate. 
The  towers  must  share  the  bnilder's 

Buin  is  theirs,  and  his  a  tomb; 
But  better  boon  benignant  Heaven 
To  Faith  and  Charity  has  givun, 
And  bids  the  Chrietion  hope  sublime 
Transcend  the  bounds  of  Fate  and 


Tim. 


n. 


On  Brignall  oliffit  and  Scargill  brake 

The  owlcfH  homilien  awake. 

Tho  bittern  screom'd  from  rash  and 

fla,i. 
Tho  raven  slnmber'd  on  his  crag. 
Forth  from  his  den  the  otter  ilrew, — 
Oraylins  imd  tniut  their  tyrant  knew. 
As  between  reed  and  sedge  he  peers, 
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With  fierce  roiud  anont  and  sluup- 

Ot,  prowling  by  th«  moonbeam  cool. 
Watches   the  stream  oi   swims  the 

Perch'd  on  his  wonted  eyrie  high. 

Sleep  Beal'd  the  tercelot's  wearied  eye. 
That  all  the  day  had  watch'd  eo  well 
The  CQuhat  dart  across  the  dell. 
In  dnbioas  beam  reflected  shone 
That  lofty  cliff  of  pale  grey  sUiiie. 
Beside  whose  btise  the  secret  cave 
To  rapine  latu  a  refn^e  gave. 
The  crag's  wild   cretit  ot  copse  and 

yew 
On   Greta's   breast    dark     shadows 

threw; 
Shadows  that   met  or  uhonn'd  the 

sight, 
■With  eveiy  change  of  fitful  light; 
A.s  Lope  and  fear  alttruut^  cbaiie 
Our  course  through  life's  uncertaia 

''"■■  m. 

Gliding  by  cmg  and  copRcwood  green, 
A  soli  tiLiy  form  wiis  Keen  | 

To  tnkce  with  stealthy  \tAco  the  wold. 
Like  foi  that  seeks  the  midnight  folil ,  - 
And  pauses  otl,  and  cJwers  dismay'd, 
At  every  breiith  that  stirs  the  simile,  I 
He  piiKHcs  now  (ho  ivy  bash. — 
Theowl  basseeuhim,  anilishnsh;    | 
Uepahsesnowthedndder'doiik,—     i 
Yo  beard  the  Ktartled  raven  croak; 
Lower  and  lower  ho  des<^nrls. 
Bustle  the  leaves,  and  brushwood 

rhe  otter  hears  hiin  trend  the  shore,  I 
And  dives  lui'l  is  beheld  no  more; 
And  bv  the  cliff  of  imlo  gray  stone 
The  uiidnigbt  wani1i>rcr  ^tandKalone. 
Mctliinks  that  by  tlie  moon  wo  trace 
A  well-rememberM  form  and  face  I  ; 
That  stripling  shape,  that  cheek  so 

Combine  to  tell  .rueful  talc,  ' 

Of  powers  misused  .of  passion's  force,  ' 
Uf  guilt,  ot  grief,  and  of  n'morsc  !       ' 
lis  Edmund's  eye,  at  every  sound 
That  ttinjjK  that  gnilly  (-lance  around ; 
Tis  Ldmnud'H  trembhng  haste  di- 


The  brushwood  that  the  caxent  hidea; 
And,  when  its  narrow  porch  lies  htaa, 
'Tis  Edmund's  form  th*t  entart  there. 

IT. 
Hie  flint  and  Bt«d  IwTe  aperUed 

A  lamp  hath  lent  the  cavern  light. 
Fearful  and  quick  his  eye  Harveys 
Each  angle  of  the  gloomy  maze. 
Since  iDHt  he  left  that  otem  abode. 
It  seem'd  aa  none  its  floor  had  trode; 
Untonch'd  appew'd  the  vmiodb  i{>oil. 
The  parchaae  of  his  ooinrMlee'  toil ; 
UaakH  and    disguises,  grim'd  with 

Arms  broken  and  defiled  with  blood. 
And  all  the  nameless  tools  that  sid 
Night-felons  in  their  lawless  tnde. 
Upon  the  gloomy  walla  were  hung. 
Or  lay  in  nooks  obscurely  flung. 
Still  un  the  sordid  board  appeal 
The  relics  of  the  noontide  cheer; 
Flagon  sand  emptied  flasks  weietbere. 
And  bench  o'erthrown,  and  shatter'd 

And  all  around  the  semblanoeshow'd. 
As  when  the  final  revel  glow'd, 
When  the  red  sun  was  setting  fast, 
.»Qd  parting  pledge^ Guy  Denial  past. 
"To  Bokeby  treasure- vaults !"  they 

quaff"  d, 
Andalionted  load  and  wildly  Isogh'd, 
I'our'd  maddening  f^m   Uie  rocky 

And  parted— to  return  no  more ! 
They  found  iu  Bokeby  vaults  theii 

A  bloody  death,  a  burning  tomb  ! 


There  his  own  peasant  dress  he  spies. 
Dolf'd  to  assume  that  quaint  diagniae; 
And,  shuddering,  thought  upon  his 

glee, 
When  prank'd  in  garb  of  minatrslsy. 
"0,  be  the  fatal  art  accurst," 
He  erierl,-  that  move<l  my  foUy  flist; 
Till,   bribed    by   bandits'  base   ap- 

I  burst  through  Ood's  and  Nsture's 


Three  smnmer  dKja  are  Bcantl;  past 
Sinoe  I  hare  trod  this  caveni  last, 
\  thDoghtleas  vrelch,  and  prompt  to 


That  oeneral  lai^h  ii ., 

Which  Tsised  mj  pulse  and  Bteel'd 

my  heart,    . 
As  I  rebeaiaed  my  treacherous  part — 
And  irould  that  all  tancv  then  could 

The  phantom  of  a  ferer'a  dream  I 
Bnt  fatal  Memon-  notes  too  well 
The  horrors  of  the  dying  yell 

"         "  ■  ■     thatl 

1  ToU'd  the 

When  Uie  aTengers  shooting  came. 
Audhemm'd  ns  'twixt  the  sword  imd 
flame  t 

Uyfrantio  flight, —tbelifted  brand,— 

That  angel's  mterpoaing  band  1 

If,  for  my  life  from  slaagbter  freed, 
I  yet  coiud  pay  some  grateful  meed  ! 
Perchance  this  object  of  tuy  qoent 
Hay  aid  " — he  tnm'd,  nor  spoke  the 

TL 

Dae    northward    from    the    mgged 

hearth. 
With  paces  five  he  metes  the  earth, 
Then  toil'd  with  mattock  to  eiploro 
The  entrails  of  the  cabin  floor, 
Nor  paased   till,    deep   beneath  tbe 


His  search  a  small  steel  ciiBkct  found. 
Jost  as  he  stoop'd  to  loose  itn  hasp. 
His  shoulder  felt  a  giant  gratp ; 
He  started,  and  look'd  np  aghast, 
Then  shriek'd  I— Twae  Bertram  hel<: 

him  fast. 
"Fear  not  I"  he  said;  but  who  could 

That  deep  Blem  -voice,  and  cense  tc 


fear. 


"  Fear  not  1 — By  Heaven,  ho  shalces 

a«  much 
As  partridge  in  the  falcon's  clntch  :"— 
He  raised  him,   and    nolooHeil    bia 

hold. 


265 


While  from  the  opening  casket  roll'd 
A  chain  end  reUqimire  of  gold. 
Bertram  beheld  it  with  Borprise, 
Gazed  on  itn  fashion  and  device. 
Then,  cheering  Edmnud  as  he  could. 
Somewhat  he   smooth'd  his  mgged 

mood: 
For  still  tbe  vouth's  half-lifted  eye 
Quiver'd  with  terror's  agony. 
And  sidelong  glanced,  as  to  explore. 
In  meditated  night,  the  door, 
"  Sit,"  Bertram  saiJ,   "from  danger 

Thou  canst  not,  and  thou  shalt  not, 

flee. 
Chance  brings   me  hither;  hill  and 

I've  songht  for  refnge-place  in  vain. 
And  t«ll  me  now,  thou  ^uisb  boy, 
What  luakest  thou  here  ?  what  means 

this  toj-y 
Denzil    and    thou.   I    mark'd,   were 

What  lucky  chance  unbound   yonr 


Your  heads  were  warp'd  with  sun  and 

Tell    me    the    whole — and,    mark ! 

nouKbt  e'er 
Chafes   me   like   falsehood,   or    like 


□zil  and  I  two  nights  poHsed  o'er 
In  fetters  on  the  dungeon  floor. 
A     guest     the     third    sad    morrow 

brought: 
Onr    hold    dark     Oswald    WycUffe 

sought. 
And  cjerl  my  comrade  long  askance, 
With  hii'ii  and  penetrating  glance. 
'Uuy  Denzil  art  thou  oulldV— ''rhe 

'  At  Court   who   served    with    wild 

liuckiufthame; 
Thenco   hunisb'd,    won    a,   keeper's 

pUice. 
So  villit-rs  will'd,  in  Morwood-chase; 
That  loKt— I  need  not  tell  thee  why— 
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llion  nuideBt  th;  wit  thy  wanta  sap- 
ply, 
Then  foagbt  tor  Bokeby:— EUve  I 

My  prisoner    right ?* — 'At  thy  be- 
hest.'— 
He  paused  s  while,  and  then  went  on 
With  low  end  confidential  tone ; — 
Me,  as  I  jndge,  not  then  he  saw. 
Close  nestled  in  my  conch  of  straw. — 
'  Liat  to  me,  Qny.     Thon  know'st  the 

great 
Have  freqaent  need  of  what  they 

Hence,  in  their  favoar  ofl  we  see 
Unscmpleil,  nAefnl  uen  like  thee. 
Were  I  diBpOHGd  to  liid  thee  live.   - 
WhAt  pledge  of  faith  hast  thon  to 
give?" 

Via 

■'  Tbo  ready  Firnd.  who  never  yet 
Hath  failed  to  Kbari>en  Den^drn  wit, 
Proinpleil  hie  lie — '  Hia  only  child 
Should  rf:^t  Lin  pledge.' — The  Itaion 

And   tum'd  to  me^'Thon  art  his 

I  IiowmI — onr  fetters  were  nndon», 
And  we  were  led  to  hear  apart 
A  drendtul  lesson  of  his  art. 
Wilfrid,  he  said,  his  heir  and  si 
Had  fnir  Itlatilda'a  favour  won; 
And  Icmg  Bioce  had  their  » 
be<^ii. 


I  In  •  weO-finsed 


"Be  >cbo<d'd  1 

tale. 

Of  scheme  the  Cwtle  walla  to  sale. 
To  which  was  leogned  each  GsTalieT 
That  dwells   upon   the   Tyue   and 

Wear; 
That  Bokeby,  hia  parole  forgot, 
"id  dealt  — "•  "  '-  "-*  "•-  -'-* 

Of  bate  to  Bokeby  and  OITeale 
Proffer'd  as  witness,  to  make  good. 
Even  thongh  the  forfeit  were  th^ 

blood. 
I  Bcmpled,  nntil  o'er  and  o'er 
Hie  prisoners'  safety  Wyeliffe  swore; 
And  then— alaa  I  what   needs  there 

I  knew  I  ehonld  not  live  to  say 
The  proffer  I  refased  th^  day; 
Ashamed  to  live,  yet  loth  to  die, 
I  soil'd  me  with  their  in&my  V — 
-'rooryoDth,''sBidB«Ttnm,  ''waver- 
ing stiU. 
Unfit  alike  for  good  or  ill  I 
lint  what  fell  meitr— "Soon  ae  at 

Was   BcroU'd   and   sign'd   onr  fatal 

charge, 
*"  yet,  on  tragto  stage, 

well  a  painted  rage 


Wan  Hi 


Bnt  tor  h.r  fath. 
Whose  brute  anc 


lerabi^ot  spieun, 
ind   blindfold    linrtj- 


To  a  bn.'^o  kern  of  Irish  enrth. 
Unknown  bis  linciige  and  his  birth. 
Have  that  a  dying  niffliin  bore 
The  infunt  brat  to  Itokeby  door. 
Gentle  rcHtmint,  he  said,  wonld  lead 
Old  Bnkcby  to  enlarge  bin  creed ; 
But  fair  oc;<     -  -  '  .  >._  . 


For  B 


wcU-n 


kind. 

The  Knight  being  rendered  t 
charge 


I    Oswald's    show'd  t     With    loud 

He  call'il  bia  garrison  to  arm; 

From  lower  to  lower,  from  port  to 

I  He  borried  as  if  all  were  loet; 

I  Consign'd  to  dnngeon  and  to  chain 
The  good  old  KniRht  and  all  his  train ; 
Witm'd  each  soHpccted  CaTalier, 
Within  his  limiU,  to  appear 

'  To-morrnw,  at  the  hour  of  noon, 

.  In  tbe  high  church  a^  EgUston." — 

I  '^- 

'  "Of  Eglistonl— Evennowlpaas'd," 
.    Said  liertram,   "as  the  night  oloe«d 

I         fuHt; 
<   TorchGHandcressetagleam'd  aronnd, 
I  beard  the  saw  and  hammer  lonud, 

I  And  I  could  mark  they  toil'd  to  nise 


A  scaffold,  hong  -with  sable  baize, 
\Vliicli  the  Brim  headenut&'a  scene 

display'd, 
Block,  Bze,  and  savdost  leady  laid. 
Some  eril  deed  will  there  be  done, 
Fnless  Matilda  wed  bit  sou; — 
She   lOTes   bim    not— 'tie  ahiewdly 

That  Bedmond   mlea  the  dHnsel's 

This  is  a  tnra  of  Oswald's  skill ; 

Itut  I  may  meet,  and  foil  him  still  I 

How  cameet  thou  to  thy  freedom!"— 

"There 
Lies  mjstery  more  dark  and  rare. 
In  midst  of  Wycliffe's  weU-feigned 

A  scroll  was  offer'd  bj  a  page, 
Who  told,  a  mnfSed  borseman  late 
Had  left  it  at  the  Castle-raite. 
He  broke  the  »eal~-bia  cneek  show'd 

change, 
Sndden,^rtenloaR,wild,aiidBtTB>ige; 
The  mimic  passion  of  his  eye 
Was  tnm'd  to  actual  agony; 
His  hand  like  summer  RapfinR  Bhook, 
Terror  and  guilt  were  in  nis  Took. 
Denzil  he  jndged,  in  time  of  need, 
Fit  counsel  lor  tor  evil  deed; 
And  thus  apart  his  counsel  broke. 
While  with  a  ghastly  amile  he  apoke: 

XL 

" '  As  in  the  pageants  of  the  stage. 
The  dead  awake  in  this  wild  age. 
Uortham — whom  aU  men  deem'd  de- 

In  his  own  <leadly  snare  to  bleed, 
fUain  by  a  breTo,  whom,  o'er  sen. 
He  train  J  to  aid  in  murdering  me, — 
Hortham  hiiS  'tiO«ped  I    The  ccward 

The  Bteed.bnt  hana'd  tbe  rider  not.'  " 
Here,  with  an  execration  fell, 
Bertram  leap'd  ap,  and  paced  the 

cell:— 
"Thine  own   grey  head,  or  bo£t>m 

dark," 
He  matter'd,  "maybe  Enrermiirk?" 
Then  Mt,  and  sign  d  to  Edmund,  pale 


"Wjoliffe    went    on:— 'Mark    with 

what  flights 
Of  wilder'd  reverie  he  writes:- 
Tht  Later. 
Ruler  of  Mortban's  destiny  I 
Tboagh   dead,   thy  victim   lives  to 

Once  had  be  all  that  binds  to  life, 
A  lovely  child,  a  lovelier  wife; 
Wealth,  fame,  and  friendship,  were 

Thon  gavest  the  word,  and  they  are 

Mark  how  he  pays    thee: — To  thy 

He  yields  his  honoim  and  bis  land, 
One    boon   premised;  -  Restore    his 

child  1 
And,  from  bis  native  land  exiled, 
Mortham  no  more  returns  to  claim 
His  lands,  hia  hononrs.  or  hin  name; 
Refnse  him  this,  and  from  the  slain 
Thou  shalt  see  Mortham  rise  again.' — 

xn. 

"  This  billet  while  the  Baron  read. 
His   faltering    accents    uhov'd    his 

Ho  press'd    his    forehead  with  his 

Then  took  a  scornful  tone  and  calm; 
'  Wild  as  the  winds,  aa  biUows  wild  1 
What  wot  I  of  his  spouse  or  child  7 
Hither  ho  brought  a  joyous  dame, 
Unknown  her  Uneage  or  her  name  : 
Her,  in  some  frantic  fit,  he  slew; 
The   nnrse  and  child  in  f em  with 

drew. 
Heaven  be  my  witness  !  wist  "I  where 
To    find  this  youth,  my  kinsman's 

Cngaerdon'd,  I  wonlii  give  with  joy 
The  father's  arms  to  fold  bis  boy. 
And  Mortham's  lands  and  towers  re- 
sign 
I  To    tbe   jnst    heirs    of   Mortham's 

I  Tbou  kncw'at  tb.'kt  B'jareely  e'en  hia 
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He  Baid,  '  to  bbbb  his  patron's  heart  I 
In  thine  own  jailer'H  watcbrnl  care 

Lie»    Mortham's   jast   and  rightful 


TfTTT 

"Up  startinft  vith  a  frenzied  look, 
His  clenched  hand  tho  Baron  sbiMk: 
'Is  Hell  at  work?  or  dost  thou  rave, 
Or  diiTCBt  thou  palter  with  me,  rIilib  ! 
Perubnuce  thou  wot'st  not,  Uamard'a 

tOWCTB 

Have  racks,  of  strange  and  ghastljr 

Deazil,  who  well  his  safptj-  knew, 
Firmly  rejoin'd.  ■  I  tell  thee  true. 
Thj   racks  could  give   thee  hut  ti> 

The  proofB,    whieh    I,     nntorturKil, 

It  chanced  upon  a  winter  ninlit, 
When    early  snow  mnJe   .Stanmoru 

That  very  nifiht.  when  lirKt  of  all 

itedmond  O'Neale  saw  Rokehy  Hell, 

It  WHS  my  gooiUy  lot  to  gain 

A  reliquoT'^  nnd  a  chnin, 

TwiHted  nn.1  eha^-pd  of  massive  (;old. 

— Deiuand  not  how  the  prize  I  hold  ! 

It   wan    not    given,    nor    lent,    nor 

BOlci- 
Gilt  tiiblctn  to  the  clinin  were  hnng, 
With  Ictlere  in  the  Irish  tongue. 
I  hid  my  spoil,  tor  thi-ro  wns  need 
That  I  bLouUI  leave  the  hind  with 


NortI 


ildi>e 


I'd  it  wife  to  bear 


n  pei 


Small  heed  I  of  the  tnhletH  took. 
But  sinee  Lavo  Hpetl'd  them  by  the 

When  Rome  eojonrn  in  Erin's  land 
Of  thtic  wild  speech  had  given  eoui- 

Bvt    darkling    won    Iha  Rense ;  the 

And  iBDiiUHgo  those  of  other  (hiys. 
Involved  ot  I'nrpoBe,  a»  to  foil 
An  interloppr'H  piyii^;  toil. 


Tba   woida,    bnt   not  the  sanse,  I 
Till  fortune  ga*e  the  grudiiig  due. 

xrv. 


Uaid 

Hor  unole's  hiBtory  displajr'd; 
And  Qoir  I  can  interpret  well 
Each  syUable  the  t»blet8  telL 
Mark,  then  :  Fair  Edith  was  the  joy 
Of  old  O'Neals  ot  Clandebt^; 
But  from  bar  sire  and  couotij  fled, 
la  Hccret  Hortbom's  Lord  to  wed. 
O'Neale,  hia  first  resentment  o'er, 
Deapatcb'd  bis  son  to  Oreta'a  shore, 
Eujoining    be    should   make   him 

{Dutil  his  farther  will  were  ahown) 
To  EJith,  but  to  her  alone. 
VThat  of  their  ill-starr'd  meeting  fell 
Lord  Wydiffe  knows,   and  none  so 

XV. 
" '  O'Neale  it  was,  who,  in  despair, 
Robb'd  Klortbam  of  bit  inf^t  heir; 
Ha  bred  him  in  their  nurture  wild. 
And  call'd    bim    mnrder'd  Connel'a 

child. 
Soon  died  the  nurse;  the  Clan  be- 
lieved 
What  from  their  Chieft&in  they  re- 

His  purposn  wom  that  ne'er  again 
Hie  boy  should  cross  the  Iriah  main; 


Then  on  the  land  wild  troubles  oMne, 
And    stronger   Chiettains   urged    a 

And   wrested    from   the  old   man's 

bands 
Hia  native  towers,  big  faiber'a  lands. 
Unable  then,  amid  the  strife, 
'lo  guard  young  Kedmond's  righbi  or 


With  goodly  gitia  Bad  lett«n.  stored. 
With  many  a  deep  ooniiuiug  vord, 
To  Moithun  and  to  Bokabj['a  Lord. 
Nonght  knew  the  clod  of  Iriih  earth, 
Who  was  Uie  guide,  of  Bedmond's 

birth; 
Bnt  deem'd  his  ChiaTa  conunands 

vera  laid 
On  both,  by  both  to  be  obe/d. 
How  be  was  woimded  b;  the  ws;, 
I  need  not,  uid  I  list  not  B»y.' — 


'  .i  wondiotu  tale  1  and,   grant  it 


What,'  Wyeliffe  , 
do? 


'might  I 

Heaven  knows,  as  willingly  as  now 
I  Taiae  the  bonnet  from  my  brow. 
WoiHd  I  my  kinsman's  manors  Tair 
BestoratoMortham,  or  bis  heir; 
Bnt  Mortham  is  diBtraaKht^O'Nealc 
Has  drawn  for  tyranny  bia  steel, 
Ualignant  to  onr  rightful  cause, 
And  trainM  in  Bome'e  delusive  laws. 
Hark  thee  apart  I'— They  whisper'd 

long, 
Till   Denidl'H  voice   grew  bolil   and 

•Myproolal  I  never  will."  he  said, 
'  Show  mortal  "">"  where   they  are 

laid. 
Nor  hope  discovery  to  foreclose. 
By  giving  me  to  feed  the  crowa; 
For  i  hnve  mates  at  large,  who  know 
Where  I  am  wont  such  toys  lo  stow. 
Free  me  from  peril  and  from  baud, 
Tbe^e  tablets  are  at  thy  command: 
Nor  wero  it  hard  to  form  some  train, 
To  viU  old  Mortham  o'er  the  main. 
Then,  lanatic'4  nor  papist's  band 
Should  wrest  from  tbioe  the  goodly 

— ■!   like    tby  wit,'   said  Wyeliffe, 

'well; 
But  here  in  bostago  shalt  tboa  dwell. 
Thy  son,  unless  my  purpiwe  err, 
May  prove  the  trustier  messenger. 
A  scroll  to  Mortham  sbnll  be  beat 
From  me,   and  fetch  these   tokens 


Gold  shalt  tboa  hare,  and  that  good 

And  freedom,  his  commission  o'er; 
Bnt  if  his  faith  should  chance  to  fail, 
Thegibbet  firees  thee  from  the  jail.'— 

xm. 

"Mesh'd  in  the   net    himself   bad 

What  Hubterfoffe  could  Danzil  &ndT 
Ha  told  me,  with  reluctant  sigh. 
That  hidden  here  the  tokens  lisj 
Conjured  my  swift  retum  and  aid, 
By  all  be  scoS'd  and  disobey'd. 
And  look'd  as  if  the  nooee  were  tied. 
And  I  tha  priest  who  left  hia  side. 
This  scroll  from  Mortham  Wyeliffe 

gave, 
Whom  I  most  soelt  by  Qreta's  wave; 
Or  in  the  hut  where  chief  be  hides. 
Where  Thoisgill's  forester  resides. 
(Then  chanced  it,  wandering  in  the 

glade, 
That  be  descried  onr  ambuscade.) 
I  was  dismiss'd  as  evening  fell, 
And  reach'd    bnt   now    this   rocky 

ceU."— 
'■  Give  Oswald's  letter."  —  Bertram 

And  toreit  fiercely  shred  by  shred  :~ 
"All  lies  and  villony !  to  blind 
His  noble  kinsman's  generous  mind. 
And  train  him  on  from  day  to  day. 
Till  he  can  take  his  life  away.— 
And  now,  declare  thy  pnrpose,  yonth. 
Nor  dare  to  answer,  save  tha  trath; 
If  aught  I  m>irk  of  Denzil's  art, 
ni  tear  the  secret  from  thy  he&rtl" — 

XTm. 

•'  It  needs  not.    I  renounce,"  he  said, 
"  My  tutor  and  his  deadly  trade. 
Fil'd  was  my  purpose  to  declare 
To  Mortham,  Bedmund  is  bis  heir; 
To  tell  him  in  what  risk  he  stands. 
And  yit'ld  these  tokeiis  to  hia  hands. 
Fix  d  was  my  pur|>oso  to  atone. 
Far  as  I  iiiaj,  the  evil  done; 
And  fii'd  it  rests— if  I  survive 
This  niRbt,  and  leave  this  cave  alive." 
''And  Denzil?"-"  Let  them  ply  the 
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Etgii  till  his  jointaondBmewgcTBckl 
If  Oswald  teu  faim  limb  ftom  limb. 
What  nitb  oaa  Densil  oUim  from 

TVbose    tbonghtlesB   yontb    he   led 

And  dftmn'A  to  ttiii  nnhallow'd  way  ? 
He  RchooI'd  me  faith  and  towh  were 


There's  Tetribntion  in  the  deed. 
But    thon— thou   art    not   for   onr 

conrae. 
East  fear,  hast  pit;,  htkst  remorse; 
And  he  with  ui  the  gala  who  braves. 
Must  lieave  such  cni^o  to  tbe  waves, 
Or  Ing  with  oycrloaded  pi 


xrx. 

He  iMHised,  nnd.  Btretching  him  at 

lenj^b, 
Soeni'd  to  reposo  his  Ijnlky  ntn'nRth. 
ComTii lining  with  his  BeiTct  minil. 
As  bnlf  he  sat.  nn<l  hnlf  r.'dint'd. 
Oucnrnple  hnnd  his  forehead  presK'il. 
And    one  was    dropp'd    acroBs    bis 

The  BhnRgy  eyebrows  deeper  cnme 
Above  bisoycM  of  nwnrtby  fliime; 
His  lip  of  jiriilo  a  while  forbore 
The  baiwhty  curve  till  th.-n  it  wore; 
The  unaltered  flcrcene'ia  of  his  look 
A  shade  ot  dnrki>n'il  Bivdness  bmk. — 
For  (Utk  and  snd  n  prcaiigo  prcssM, 
Itesistle-islr  on  Bertnin*  br.'nst.  - 
Anil  when  he  spoke,  his  wonted  tone, 
So  fierce,  abrupt,  andbric'fwasf;one. 
His  ■voice  was  Htemly,  low,  and  deep, 
Like    distant    waves,   when   breezes 

And  sorrow  iiiis'd   wifh   Blmund'H 

Its  low  unbroken  depth  to  hear. 


'•Edmund,  in  Ihy  snd  tah>  I  find 
The  woe  that   wnrp'd   my  patron 


TiUn 


Twould  wak«  tli«  fcontains  of  the 

eye 
In  other  mon,  but  rnlaa  an  dry. 
Uorttaam  most  ne*«r  b««  tha  fool. 
That  sold    himMlf   hMS  WydifTe'H 

tool; 

less' 
Than  tc  _  - j, ,, 

Bertram  ruesaisfBiilt;— ft  wonl. 

now,  from  Bertram  iMver  heard : 
Say,   too,  that  Morthaiu's  Lord  ho 

To  thinli  hut  on  their  former  days; 
On  Quariana's  beach  and  rook. 
On  C'ayo'a  bursting  battls-ehock. 
On  Darien's  Bands  and  deadly  dew. 
And  on  the  dart  Tlatieca  threw;— 
Perchance  my  patron  yet  may  hear 
Uore  that  may  grace  his  oomrade^ 

My  soul  hath  felt  a  secret  weight, 
A.  warning  of  approaching  fate; 
A  priest  bad  said,   '  Betnm,  repent  f 
As  well  to  bid  tbat  rock  b«  rent. 
Hrm  OS  that  flint  I  faoe  mine  end; 
My  heart  may   burst,    bat    cannot 

XXL 
"  The  dawning  of  my  yonth,   with 

.\nd  prophecy,  the  Dalesmen  saw; 
For  over  Redesdale  it  came. 
-Kb  bodeful  a*  their  beaoon-flame. 
Edmnnd.   thy  years  'were   scarcely 

'^Vben,     chitUenging   the    Clans    of 

Tyne, 
To  bring  their  best .  my  brand    to 

proTG, 
OVr  Hexham's  altar  hong  my  glove; 
But    Tynedale,   nor   in    tower   nor 

Held  champion  meet  to  take  it  down. 
&Iy  nonntiile,  India  may  declare; 
Like  ber  fierce  sun,  I  fired  the  air  t 
Like  bim,  to  wood  and  care  bade 

Her  natives,  from  mine  nngiy  eye. 
Panama's  maids  shall  long  look  pale 
When  niHingham  inspires  the  tale; 
Chili's  dark  matronx  long  shall  tame 


The  fromrd  ohild   with    Bertiam'a 

And  HOT,  laj  mm  of  terror  rnn, 
HiiLS  be  the  eve  of  tropic  ann  1 
No  pais  gradatJoaB  quench  his  rajr. 
No  twilight  dewB  hia  wrath  bIIu;; 
Tith  diik  like  battie^arget  red. 
He  roshea  to  hia  burning  bed, 
Djes   the   Tide  ware  -with   blood; 

light. 
Then  oinha  at  onoe — and  all  is  night 

xsn. 


To  Bichmond,  where  bis  troops 

laid, 
And  letMl  his  force  to  Redmond's  aid. 
Bb;,  till  he  reaches  Eglistou, 
A  friend  will  watch  to  guard  hia  son. 
Now,  fare-thee-well;  fur  night  draws 

on. 
And  I  wotild  rest  roe  here  alone." 
Despite  his  ill  dissembled  fear. 
There  swam  in  Edmand  s  eve  a  tear ; 
A  tribnte  to  the  courage  hi^, 
Whioh  Btoop'd  not  in  extremity, 
Bui  Btrove,  irr^ularly  great. 
To  triumph  o'er  approaching  fate  1 
Bartiam  beheld  the  dewdrop  start, 
It  allDOsl  tonch'd  his  iron  heart:— 
-I  did  not  think  there  lived,"  he 

*'  One,  who  would  tear  for  Bertram 

Ha  loosen'd  then  his  baldric's  bold, 
A  buckle  broad  of  maasive  gold;^ 
"  Of  all  tho  spoil  that  paid  bis  pains, 
But  this  with  Blsingham  remaias; 
And  this,  dear  Edmund,  thou  ijhalt 

take. 
And  wear  it  long  for  Bertram's  sake. 
Once     more— to     Horthnm     speed 

Farewell !  and  torn  thee  not  again." 

X5in. 
The  night  has  yielded  to  the  mom, 
And  far  the  hours  of  prime  arc  worn. 
Oswald,  who,  since  the  dawn  of  day, 
Had  onrsed  his  messenger's  delay. 
Impatient  qnestion'd  now  his  train. 


A  menial,  who  young  Edmund  knew: 
"No  son  ofDenzil  this,"^he  said; 
"A  peasant  boy  from  Winston  glade, 
For  soQg  and  minstrelsy  renown'i). 
And  knavish   pranks,    the    hamlets 

"Not  Denzil's  son  1 — from  Winston 

Then  it  waa  false,  that  apecions  tale : 
Or,  worse— he  hath  deepatch'd   the 

To  show  to  Mortham's  Lord  its  truth. 

Fool  that  I  was  I— but  'tis  too  late:— 
This  is  the  very  turn  of  fate  I — 
The  tale,  Or  tme  or  false,  relies 
On  Denzil's  evidence  !— He  dies  I 
Ho  I  Frovoat  Marshal  t  instantly 
Lead  Denzil  to  the  gallows-tree  1 
Allow  him  not  a  partiujj  word; 
Short  be  the  shrift,  imdsnris  the  oord  1 
Then  let  his  gory  hi^ad  ap[)al 
Marauders  from  the  Castle- wall. 
Lead  forth  thy  gasrd,  that  duty  done. 
With  best  dispatch  to  Egliston.^ 
-Basil,  tell  Wilfrid  he  must  straight 
Attend  me  at  the  Caslle-gate. " 

SSIV, 
"  Alas  I"  the  old  domestic  said. 
And  shook  his  venerable  head, 
"  Alas,  my  lord  !  full  ill  to-day 
May  m  y  young  master  brook  the  way  I 
The    leech    has   spoke  with    grave 

Of  nnseen  hurt,  of  secret  harm, 
Uf  sorrow  lurking  at  the  heart. 
That  mars  ami  lets  his  healmg  art." — 
"Tush,  tell  not  me  t  -Itomantic  boys 
Pine  themselves  hick  for  airy  toyH, 
I  will  find  cure  for  Wilfrid  soon; 
Did  him  for  £^liston  be  boune. 
And  quick  1 — 1  hear  the  dnll  death- 
Tell  Denzil's  hour  of  fate  is  come." 
He  paused  with  scornful  smile,  and 

Resumed  bis  train  of  thought  agen. 
"  Now    comes    my    fortune's   crisiB 
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Entreaty  boots 

Naoght    else,    can    bend    Matilda's 

Or  win  her  to  be  Wilfrid's  bride- 
Bat    when    sbe     sees     the    scaiFold 

With  Bie  and  block  sad  headsman 

graced. 
And  wh^n  sha  deems,  that  to  denr 
Dooms  lUdmoad  oud  ber  aire  to  die, 
Sha  iiiuHt  give  way. — Then,  were  the 

Of  Bokeby  once  combined  with  mine, 
I  gain  the  'weatber-gage  of  fate  I 
IfMorthom  come,  ho  comea  too  late, 
While  I,  allied  thns  and  prepared, 
liid  him  definnce  to  his  bea/d. — 
' — If  Ebe  prove  stnbbom,  shall  I  dare 
To  drop  tbe  axe  !— Soft  !  pause  wo 

Ibtre. 
Motthnm  still  lives  -von  voutU  may 

tell 
Hi  a    tide — and    Fairfax   loves    him 

woll;— 
Elac,  wLfrcfDre  k]iou1<1  I  now  delay 
To  sweep  this  Redmond   from   my 

But  she  to  pietv  perforce 

Must  jiela— Mitbout  there  !   sound 

xxr. 

Twaa  bustle  in  the  court  below,— 
"Mount    nnd   m.irt-h    forward:''— 

Forth  tbi;y  ro; 
Steeds  neigh  and  trample  all  around, 
t>ti;ul  rin^.  spears  glimuicr.  trumpets 

Jnst  then  was  flTinahi<:  parti  ngbymn; 
Ami  Di'Dzil  tiim'dhis  eycbiillH  dim. 
And.  scarcely  mnscioua  whnt  he  sees, 
Fullou's  tha    horsemen     donn   the 


And    scarce  Ij" 


The  trumpets  tingle  in  hix  ears. 
O'er  tbc  lung  bridge  they're  sweep- 
ing now. 
Tho  vail  is  bid  by  greenwooil  lioucli: 
But  era  thn  rearwanl  liail  piissed  o'er, 
Guy  Denzil  heard  and  saw  no  iiioTC  1 
One  stroke,  npon  tbe  Castle  bell, 
To  Oswald  rung  his  dyinjj  knell. 


xxn. 

O,  for  that  pancil,  erst  matbaa 
<^  cfaiTaliy  B  emblanm^  hne^ 
That  traced  of  old,   in  Woodatoidi 

The  pueant  of  tbe  Leaf  and  Flower, 
And  bodied  forth  tbe  toQisey  bigb. 
Held  for  tbe  hand  of  Emi^  I 
Then  migbt  I  paint  the  tomnlt  loud. 
That  to  tba  crowded  abbey  flowed. 
And  ponr 'd,  as  with  an  oeean'a  Bonnd, 
Into  the  chnmb's  ample  boond  I 
Then   migbt  J   show  each  TBiying 

Ertdting,  woefnt,  or  B«iene; 
Indiirerenc«,  with  bis  idiot  st«ffe. 
And  SympaUiy,  with  anziooa  air; 
Paint  tbe  dejeeted  Cavalier, 
Doabtfol,  diearm'd.utdaadtrfdteM'; 
And  bis  prond  foe,  wboM  formal  070 
Claim 'd  conqnest  now  and  mastery; 
And  the  bmte  crowd,  wboee  eUTiona 

Huzzas  each  torn  of  Fortune's  wheel. 
And  loadeet  sbonts  when  lowest  lie 
Exalted  worth  and  station  bigh. 

Yet  what  luny  sncb  a  wish  avail  7 
'Tia  mine  to  tell  an  onward  tale. 
Hurrying,  as  best  I  can,  along, 
T)ie  hearers  and  tbe  bast;  song; — 
Like     traveller    when    apprasching 

Who  sees  tbe  shadea  of  evening  come, 
And  must  not  now  his  coniae  delay, 
Or  choose  tbe  &dr.  bnt  winding  way; 
N'jiv,  Ecari'ely  may  hia  pace  suspend, 
W^ere  o'er   his   head   the  wildings 

To  bless  tbe  breeze  tbat  oools  hia 
Or  snatch  a  blossom  from  the  boogh. 

SXVII. 

Tb«  reverend  pUe  lay  wild  anil  waat^ 
Prolnned,  disbononr'd,  and  defaced. 
Through  storied  lattices  no  more 
In  aottenil  b^ht  tbe  ansbeans  poor, 
Uildin^  tlio  Uotbie  scolpinre  rich 
Of  shrine.  an<l  uonnment,  and  uioha. 
The  Civil  fury  of  the  time 
"Slivie  sport  of  aacrilegioos  crime; 
Pur  dark  FanaCicdam  rent 


Altar,  and  screen,  and  ornament, 

Of  Bowes,  of  Bokeby,  uid  Filz-HnKh. 
And  uov  was  Been,  unwonted  aiglit, 
In  holj  valla  a  scaffold  dight ; 
Where  once  the  priest,  of  grace  di- 

Dealt  to  his  flock  the  myitio  sign. 
There  stood  the  block  d)ipl»y'd,  aitd 

The  headenuui  grim  his  hatchet  bore.  > 

And  for  the  word  of  Hope  and  Faitb,  ' 
BsBonndcd  load  a  doom  of  death. 
Thrice  the  fierce  tnuapet's  breatb  waa 

And  echo'd  thrice  the  herald's  word. 
Dooming,  for  breech  of  martial  laws, 
And  treasoQ  to  the  Commons'  canse, 
The  Knight  of  Bokeb;  and  O'Neale 
To  Btoop  their  beads  to  block  and 

The  trumpets  flonrish'd    high   and 

shrill. 
Then  was  a  silenoe  dead  and  still; 
And   silent  prayers  to  heaven  were 

And  stifled  sobs  were  borHting  fast. 
Till  from  the  crowd  begun  to  rise 
Hnrmnrs  of  sorrow  or  simiriBe, 
And   from  the  distant  amies  there 


And  bade  Sedition's  voire  be  dead. 
On  peril  of  the  mnrmnrer'a  bead. 
Then  first  bis  glance  aoagbt  Boke- 

bj's  Knight; 
Who  gazed  on  the  trem en doos  sight, 
As  ca!m  as  if  he  came  a  guest  | 

To  hindrpd  Baron's  feadal  feast,         | 
As  calm  as  if  that  tnimpet-call  I 

Were  summons  to  the  banner'dhall; 
Firm  in  bis  loyalty  be  stood, 
And    prompt    to   sciil    it  with    bin 

blood.  I 

With  downcast  look  drew    Oswald  ! 

n^h,— 
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He    durst  not  cope  with  Bokeby'a 

eye  I— 
And    said,   with  low  and  faltering 

"  Thou  know'st  the  terms  of  life  and 

death." 
The  Knight  then  tnm'd.  and  sternly 

smiled; 
"  The  maiden  is  mine  only  child, 
Tet  shall  my  blessing  leave  ber  head, 
If  with  a  traitor's  son  she  wed." 
Then  Bedmond  spoke:  "the  life  of 

Might  thy  malignity  atone, 
On  me  be  flung  a  doable  guilt  ! 
Spare  Itolteby's  blood,   let  mine  be 


XXIX. 

And  now  be  ponrs  bis  cboioe  of  fe«r 
In  secrpt  on  Matilda's  ear; 
■■An  union  form'd  with  me  and  mme, 
Ensures  the  faith  of  Ilukeby's  line. 
Consent,  and  all  this  drca<l  array, 
Like  morning  dream,  sbajl  pass  away; 
Iteiase,  and,  by  my  duty  press'd, 
1  give  the  word— thou  know'st  the 

Matilda,  still  and  motionless, 
With  terror  hoard  the  dread  address. 
Pale  as  the  sheeted  maid  who  dies 
To  h ope] eijs  love  a  sacrifice; 
Then  wrung  her  hands  in  agony. 
And  round  her  east  bewilder'd  eye. 
Now  on   the  scaffold   glanced,   and 

On  Wyclifl'e's  unrelenting  brow. 
Sheveil'd  her  face,  and,  with  a  voice 
Scarce  audible, — ■'  I  make  my  choice  1 
Spare   but  their  lives  1 — for   aught 

besido, 
Let  Wilfrid's  doom  my  fnte  decide. 

Dark    WyclifTe's     joy    in    triumph 

■■  Wilfrid,  where  loi  ter'd  ye  so  Inte  ? 
Why  npon  Basil  rest  tby  weight?^ 
Art    spell-boand     by    enchanter'r 
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Kneel,  kneel,  uad  take  her  yielded 

Thank  her  with  raptnrea,  simple  boy  1 
Shoald  tears  and  trembling  speak  tby 

joj?"- 
"O  hnsh,  myeirel    To  prayer  and 

Of  mine  thon  haat  refased  thine  ear; 
Bat  now  the  awful  boor  drawe  on, 
When  trtitb  most  speak  in  loftier 

SXX. 
He  t4»h  Matilda's  band:  "  Dear  maid, 
Coaldst  tbou  bo  injure  me. "  be  said, 
"  Of  tby  poor  friend  ho  basely  deem. 
As  blend  witb  him   this  barbarous 

Bcbeme  ? 
AIah  \  my  eSorte  made  in  vain, 
Uight  well  have  saved   tbis  added 

But    now.   bear  witness   earth  and 

hfavfn. 
That  ne'er  whs  hope  to  mortal  eiven. 
80  twisted  witb  the  strings  of  life, 
As  this  —to  call  Matilda  wife  [ 
1  bid  it  now  for  ever  part. 
And  nith  the  effort  bnrsts  my  heart  1" 
His  feehlc  frame  was  worn  ko  low. 
With   wounds,   witb  watching,  and  \ 

with  woe,  i 

That  nature  could  no  more  sastain     1 
The  nffiTty  of  mentnl  pain. 
Ho  kDeel'd-'his  lip   her  band  bad  ' 

press'd,  — 
Jnst  then  he  felt  the  Ktem  arrest. 
Lower  and  lower  snnk  bis  bead,^ 
They  raised  bim, — bnt  the  life  was 

flcdt 
Then,    first   alorm'd,   his    sire  and , 


'Cbildless,  tluongh  t 

A  lifetime's  arts,  in  vuu  emaT'd, 
Ale  bnistiuft  on  their  artist's  head  ! 
Here   lies   my  WiUrid   de>d~apd 

Comes  bated  Hortham  for  hia  heir, 

Eager  to  knit  in  happy  band 

With  Kokeby's   heiress   Bedmond'a 

And  shall  their  trinmph  soar  o'er  all 
The  schemes  deep-laid  to  work  their 

fall? 
No '. — deeds,  which  pnidenoe  might 

not  dare. 
Appal  not  vengeance  and  deap«ir. 
The  mnrd'ress  weeps  npon  his  bier- 
Ill  change  to  real  that  feigned  tear ! 
They  all  shall  share   deetmotion's 

Ho!  lead  the  captives  to  the  block!" — 
lint  ill  bis  Provost  conld  divine 
His  feelings,  and  forbore  the  eign. 
■'.Slave!  totheblock  !— orl,  orthef. 
Shall  face  the   jndgmeut-seat    this 

sxxn. 

The  ontmost  crowd   hare   heard  a 

sound. 
Likehorse'shoofonbarden'dgronnd; 
Nruror  it  came,  and  yet  more  near,— 
The  very  death's-meii  paused  to  hear. 
'""  the    cbnrchyard   now— tjie 


\%  life  by  lleaven  decreed. 
XXXI. 
The  wretched  sire  beheld,  nfihost, 
With  Wilfrid  all  his  projects  past. 


was  Kon 


tread 

Hnth  waked  the  dwelling  of  the  dead ! 
Fresh  sod,  and  old  sepalchral  ston^ 
Betam  the  tramp  in  varied  tone. 
All  eyes  npon  the  gateway  hnng, 
When  through  the  Oothic  aroh  there 

sprung 
A    horseman    arm'd,    at    headlong 

ipeed- 


The    vaults     unwonted     oluig    re- 

Onc  instant's  glance  around  he  threw 
From  sadiUebow  his  pistol  drew. 
( irimly  determined  was  bis  look  1 
Hischargerwith  his  spurs  he  st rook — 
All  scatter'd  backwanl  as  he  oame. 


For  all  knev  BeTtram  BiBingham  t 
Three  bonndB   that   noble   couser 

rbtb; 
The  first  bad  leach'd  the  oestral  nave, 
rhe  second  clear'd  thecbaucel  wide, 
The  thitd— he  was  at  Wyolifle's  side. 
Full  lerell'd  at  the  Baron's  head. 
Bung  the  report— the  ballet  sped— 
And  to  his  long  account,  and  last, 
Witbont  a  groan  dark  Oswald  passed  t 
All  was  so  ifiiick  that  it  might  seem 
A  flash  of  Lghtning,  or  a  dmun. 

XXXEX 

While  jet  the  smoke  the  deed  con- 

Bertiam  his  read;  charger  wheels; 
Bntflooiider'don  the  pavement-floor 
The  steed,  and  down  the  rider  Lore, 
And,  banting  in  tbe  headlong  a-naj, 
The  fsithleSB  saddle- girths  gave  wnj. 
'TwsB  while  he  toil'dhim  to  be  freed, 
Ajid  with  the  rein  to  ralBS  the  s'.oed, 
That  from  amazement's  iron  trimco 
All  WycliSe's  Boldiers  waked  at  once. 
Sword,   halbert,   mosket-bntt,   their 

Hail'd  npon  Bertram  as  he  rose; 

A  Bcore  of  pikes,  with  each  a  wound, 

Bore  down  and  pinn'd  him  to  the 

gronnd; 
Bnt  still  hia  straggling  force  be  rears, 
'Gkinst  hacking  brands  and  stabbing 

TbricefromasHnilants  shook  him  free. 
Once  gain'd  his  feet,  and  twice  his 

By  tMoiold  odds  oppreaB'<l  at  length, 
D«Bpit«  his  etrngglea  andhisKtrengtli, 
He  took  a  hundred  mortal  wounds, 
As  mute  as  fox   'mongiit  mangling 

bounds; 
And  when  he  died,  his  parting  gronn 
Had  more  of  laughter  than  of  moan! 
—They  gazed,  oa  when  B  lion  dies. 
And  hnn tent  scarcely  Iraat  their  eyes. 
Bat  bend  their  weapons  <in  the  sl.-un. 
Leet  the  grim  kingHhonldroaseagaia! 
Then  blow  and  insnlt  some  renew'd, 
And  from  the  tnutk,  the  head  hod 

hew'd, 
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Bnt  Basil's  voice  the  deed  forbade; 
A  mantle  o'er  the  corse  hs  laid: — 
"  Fell  as  he  woa  in  act  and  mind. 
He  left  no  holder  heart  behind: 
Then  give  him,  for  a  soldier's  meet. 
A  soldier's  cloak  lor  winding  sheet."* 

ixxrv. 

Ho  mors  of  death  and  dying  pang, 
No  more  of  trump  and  bngle  clang. 
Thoogb  throngh  the  Bounding  woods 

Banner  and  bngle,  tmmp  and  dram. 
Arm 'd  with  such  powers  as  well  had 

Young  Redmond  at  his  utmost  need. 
And  bock'dwithsuchaband  ofhorse. 
As  might  loss  ample  powers  enforce; 
PoBHKBH'd  of  evtry  proof  and  sign 
That  gave  nn  heir  to  Mnctbom's  line. 
And  pelded  to  a  father'H  orms 
An  image  of  his  Edith's  charms, — 
Mortham  in  come,  to  hear  and  see 
Of  thia  strange  mom  the  hu'tory. 
What   saw    he7-not   the    church's 

Cnmher'd  with  dead  and  etoin'd  with 

gore; 
What  beard  ho? — not  the  clamorous 

crowd. 
That  Khont  their  gratulations  loud: 
RedmomI  he  saw  and  heard  alone, 
Clasp'd  him,  and  sobb'd,  "My  son  1 


myi 


■nl"— 


sxxv. 


This  chanced  upon  a  summer  mom, 
WbcQ  yellow  waved  the  heavy  cum  : 
But  when  brriwn  August  o'er  the  land 
CiUI'd  forth  the  reai)er's  busy  liund. 

From  E^lislon  to  Mortliam  sbow'd. 
A  while  the  bnrdy  niHlic  leaves 
The  task  to  bind  and  niln  theshesveK, 
And  stoidH  their  sickles  fling  aside. 
To  gaze  (m  bridegroom  and  on  bride. 
And  child  hood's   wondering   group 

And  from  the  gleaner's  hands  tbe  ear 
Drops,  while  she  folds   them  for  a 
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Aad  blesaiiie  on  the  lovel;  pair. 
Tvaa  then  toe  Maid  of  Rokohv  gave 
Her  plight«d  tioth  to  Bedmonil  bisTe; 
And  Teesdale  can  remcmher  yet 
How  Fate  to  Virtue  paid  her  debt, 
And,  for  their  troDblea,  bade  them 


A  lengthai'd  life  of  pi 


Time  and  tide  had  thna  their  sintj. 
Yielding,  like  an  April  da^'. 
Smiling  noon  for  siiUen  monov, 
Tears  of  joj  for  horns  of  Borrow  J 


THE  BRIDAL  OF  TRIERMAIN. 


INTEODUCnON. 
I. 
CoHE,  LccT '.  while  'tis  uiominK  b 
The  woodland  brook  wc  Deeds  i 

So.  ere  tlie  sun  nsHonic  hix  powe 
We  BbcU.T  in  our  i.ni,l:ir  b.>wer. 
AVlure  dfu'lii'S  loin;  npon  the  flower, 
Though  vunisb'il  from  the  velv 
Brans.  I 

Cnrbiug  tho  Htreiim,  this  slonv  ridge  I 
My  «prve  tw  fnr  a  hilva.i  Iiri.lfje;         i 
For  here  cnuipi-ll'tl  to  diiiiiDlte,        | 
Itoiind  i>ctly   iHloB   the  runnclH  | 

And  rhafinR  off  thi'ir  puny  spite. 
The  shnllow  niiirmiirtira  waste  their 

Yielding  to  foutst<'p  free  anil  light 
A  dry-shoil   luiMs   from   side  to 

II. 

Xny,  why  this  hesilntinupanae? 
Anil,  Lucy,  ns  thy  ntfp  wilhilr.iwR, 
Why  BidelonH    eye    flie    Htreamlet'; 


Like  tliint 
dim. 


And    aow    we    reach    the  bvoorite 
Rlade, 
Faled  in  by  copeewood,  clifi;  and 

,  Where,  never  harsher  sonnds invade. 
To    break    affection's    whispering 
.         lone. 

I  Than  the  deep  breeze  that  wav  ■  the 
I         shade. 
I      Than   the  amall  brooUet's  feeble 

Come  I  rest  thee  on  thj  wonted  Beat: 
MoHs'il  is  the  stone,  the  tnrf  is 
(treen, 

A  place  where  lovers  best  may  meet, 
*Vbo  wonld  that  not  theii  lOTe  be 

The  bou);hs,  that  dim  the  snmmer 

sky, 

Shall  lliile  US  from  each  lurking  spj, 
Tbnt  (ain  woald  spread  tha  inTi£- 


s  st(>n> 


ight  xnfel' 


■  risk  tlie  glow-worm  plasp 

dip 

Tliiit  bindn  her  slipi^r'H  tilkEa  rim 

Or  tniBl  tliv  lover'HHtri'ngtli:  nor  fei 

That  thl*  same  stalwart  arm  < 


□  fortunes  high, 
,  ^  ahe  for  whom  InrdH  and  barons  siob. 
Meels  her  poor  Arthnr  in  the  d^eT 


I  And  why  dops  Lucy  shnn  n: 


"- 

1 

1 

1 

1 

SIV 

Li  it  becauBS  thM 
ItH  colour  from  some  Hecret  eanae. 
Some  hidden  movement  of  the  breast, 
She   would   not    that    bor    Arthur 

guess' d  I 
O  1  quicker  fur  is  lover's  ken 
TbHi  the  dnll  glance  of  commoo  men, 
And,  by  Btrnnge  Bympnthy,  uiui  spell 
The  thoughts  the  loved  one  will  not 

t«U1 
And  mine,  in  Lncy's  blaab,  wtr  met 
Xhe  bnca  o(  plcosorD  nnd  regret; 

^^^^ide  mingled  In  the  Bigh  her  vojoe, 

^^^B^id  shared  with  Love  the  crim' 

^^^^F  MB  glow : 

^^^■iP  pleased  thftt  thon  itrt  Arthar's 


'et  ibunoi]  thine  oi 

Tbon    tamat  thy   Belf-confeasing 

Lo  meet  the  breeee'a  pooling; 
I.  Lnoy,  hear  thy  tolor  Hpe»b, 
r  I>iTe,  too,  haa  his  hoars  of 
Khooliiig- 

V, 
aniioiis  eye  has  spied 
t  griel  thou  fain  woulJal 
hide, 
nie  |ritinn(r  pang  of  humbled  pride; 
Too  oft,  when  through  the  svilen- 
didhall, 
The  load-star  of  poch  heurt  tmil 
eye, 
Hywr  one  leads  the  glittering  bull. 
WiH  her  storn  glance  on  Arthur  6J1. 
With  aoph  u  blush  and  such  o 
sigh! 
Tbon  would'st  not  yield,  for  weolth 

The  heart  thy  worth  and  benuty 

Nor  leave  me  on  this  moiuiy  bank, 

To  meet  it  rival  on  a  throne: 
Why,  theo.  should  vain  repiningH 

That  to  thy  lover  fate  di^niea 
.\  nobler  name,  a  wide  domain. 
A  Baron'a  birth,  a  menial  train. 
Since    Heaven  assign'd    him,   for 

his  part, 
A  lyre,  a  falchion,  and  a  heart  ? 


Uy   sword — its   master    : 


Approach,  my  Lucy!  fearless  come. 
llor  dread  to  hear  of  Arthur's 

My   heart— 'mill    all  yon   courtly 

Of  lordly  runic  and  lofty  line, 
la  timie  to  love  and  honour  tme, 
That  bumilH  a  pulse  so  warm  ok 

Tbey  praised  thy   diamonds'  lustre 


They  praised  the  pearla  that  hound 
thy  hair— 
I  only  SRW  the  looks  they  braided; 
Tbey  tolk'd  of  wealthy  dower  and 

And  titles  ofhigh  birth  the  token- — 

I  thought  of  Lucy's  heart  and  hand. 

Nor  baew   the  sense  of  what  was 

And  yet,  itrank'd  in  Fortune's  roll, 
I  might  buve  loiira'd  their  choice    | 


'Vh^t.  l.n 


vn. 

an  idle  toy, 
That  borrows  acoents  not  its  own. 
Like  warbler  of  Colombian  sky, 

That  sings  but  iu  a  mimic  tone.* 
Ne'er  did  it  Round  o'er  Haintod  well. 
Nor  boosts  it  aught  of  Border  spell; 
Its  strings  no  leudol  slogan  poor. 
Its  heroes  draw  nohroaddaymote; 
No  shouting  o  tons  applauses  raise, 
Becansc  it  sung  their  lather's  praise; 
OnScottiab  moor,  or  English  down. 
It  ne'er  woe  gmc^d  by  fair  renown; 
Nor  won.— bust  niotd  to  minstrel 

One  tovonring  smile  frooi  fair  Boo 
cusvtm  I 

•  I'tie  Mocking  Blril. 
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By  one  poor  Btteunlet  soiuidB 
And  heard  by  one  d«ar  maid  alone. 

Tin. 

Bot,  if  Qion  bid'st,  these  tones  ehall 

taU 
Of  eTTBDt  knigbt,  and  damozelle; 
Of  tba  dread  knot  a  Wizard  tied, 
In  ponishment  of  tnaidea'H  pride, 
Id  notes  of  marvel  and  of  fear, 
That  best  may  charm  romantie  ear. 

For  Lac;  lovee,— likes  Coujnb,  ill- 
starred  name  t 

Wbose  lay'H  requital  va«  that  tardy 

Who  bound  no  laurel  rotmd  his  liTing 

head, 
Shovld  hang  it  o'er  hia  monnment 

wben  dead, — 
For  Lucy  loves  to  tread  enchmited 


And   thread,  like 

ftiiry  land; 
Of  golden  battleiuents   to  view  the 

gleam, 
And  slouiber  soft  by  some  Elysion 

Sach  lay  nbe  ioves, — and,  Bach  my 

Lacy'a  choice, 
What  other  aong  can  claim  her  Poet' 


CANTO  FIRST. 


Trier 
She   luQHt  be  lovely,  and  constant. 

and  kind, 
Holy  and  pure,  and  bumble  of  mind. 
Blithe  of  cheer,  and  gentle  of  mood, 
CourteouM.  and  generouH,  and  noble 

of  blood  — 
Lovely  as  the  Bun'a  fitat  rav. 
When   it  brealis  tbe   clonds  o(   an 

April  day; 
Conctunt  and  true  as  the  widow'd 


Where  neTer  amlMani   kiaa'd  the 

Hnmble  as  maiden  that  loves  in  ndn. 
Holy  as  hermit's  vesper  atnun : 
Gentle  aa  breese  that  bnt  whispers 

and  dies, 
Tet  blithe  as  tbe  light  leaTes  thai 

Conrt«cas  as  monarch  tbe  mom  ha 

iacrown-d, 
Genetons  as  sprins-deTs  that  bleaa 

tbe  glad  ground; 
Noble  ber  blCK>d  as  the  cnrrents  that 

In  tbe  reins  of  the  noblest  Flantage- 

Snch  most  her  form  be,  her  mood, 

and  her  sb^n. 
That  shall  match  with  Sir  Boland  of 

Triermain. 


Sir  Boland  de  Vanx  he  bath  laid  him 
His  blood  it  was  fever'd,  his  breathing 

He  hod  been  pricking  against  tha 
Soot, 

The   foray  wan  long,  and  the  skir- 
mish hot; 

His  dinted  helm  and  bis  bnckler's 
plight 

Bore  token  of  a  stubborn  fight. 

All  in  the  castle  must  hold  them 
still. 

Harpers  most  lull  him  to  his  rest. 

With  the  slow  soft  tunes  be  loves  the 

Till  sleep  sink  down  npon  bis  breast. 
Like  the  dew  on  a  smomer  *■'!> 


Itound   Skiddaw's  dim  and  distant 

bead. 
And    faintly  gleam'd   each  painted 


TBS  BRIDAL  OP  TRIERMAIN. 


Startii^  ba  wolu,  and  londlj  did  call, 
BonaiiiB  ilia  mtniala  m  bower  md 

haS, 

WhUa  hiatUyha  spoke. 


In  mom  nt  host,  the  wltber'd  leavea, 
That    drop     when     no     winds 


"  Hearken,  mv  miiutreb  t  Which  of 

Te.ll 
Tonchd  hia  h&ip  with  that  dying 
foil. 
Bo  Bweet,  BO  soft,  bo  laint. 
It  seem'd  an  BD^el's  whisper'd  call 

To  an  eipirmg  eaint? 
And  hcsiken.  my  merry-men !  What 

Did  she  pass,  that  mud  with  her 
hsaYenlj  biow. 
With  her  look  bo  Bweet  and  her  eyes 

And  her  graceftil  step  and  her  angel 

And  the  eagle  plnne  in  bei  dark- 
brown  bair. 
That  paw'd  from  my  bower  e'en 


diuwer'd  h'"*  Biohard  deBretville; 

he 
Waa  chief  of  the  Baron's  minntrcl- 

■'Silent,  noble  chieftain,  we 

Hare  Bat  since  midnight  clone, 
When  snch  Inlling  sounds  as   the 

brooklet  sings, 
Unrmnr'd  from  onr  melting  atrings. 
And  hnah'd  you  to  n'pose. 
Had  a  harp-note  sonncU'd  here, 
It  bod  caught  my  watchfnlenr. 
Although  it  fell  BB  fiiiut  bdiI  Hhy 
Ab    bagful    maiden's     balt'-form'd 
Bigh. 
When  she  thinks  her  lover  near."— 
Anawer'd  Philip  of  Fiiatbwaite  tull, 


Whom  1  eav^  from  the  sack  of  Iler- 

uiitage. 
When  that  dark   castle,   tower,  and 

Rose  to  the  skien  n  pile  of  fire, 

And  redden 'd  iill  the  Nine-Htann 
Hill, 
And  the  nhrieks  of  death  that  wildly 

ThroDgh  devonring  flomo  and  siuoth- 
eriug  smoke. 
Made  the  warrior's  heart-blood 
chill. 
Tho  trustiest  thoa  of  all  my  tndn, 
My  fleetuHt  courser  thou  muHt  rein, 

And  riiio  to  Lynlph's  tower, 
And  from  tlie  Ituron  of  Tricrmtiin 
Greet  well  tlint  wige  of  power. 
He  is  Npruug  from  Druid  sires. 
And  British  hards  Ihiit  tunod  their 

lyr« 
To  Artliw's  and  Pendragon'«  pniisc. 
And   hia   who    sleeps    at  Dunniuil- 

Gifted  like  his  gifted  rnce, 
lie  the  choractciB  can  trace, 
(imven  deep  in  elder  time 
Upon  Helvellvn'a  cliffs  snlilime; 
Sign  and  sigil  wi'll  doth  he  know 


nthe 


Mot  a  foot  has  thy  poi 
Else   had   I   hea 
thongh  low 


hall,- 
watch  took  post, 


leot 

!  He  shall  toil  if  middle  earth 
To  tlmt  enchanting  shape  )!avo  birth, 

I  Or  if  'IWBB  hut  un  airy  thinj;. 
Such  OB  ftiDtnstic  slunibiTs  bring. 
Framed  from  the  rainbow's  varying 


dji'B 


n  Bkic 


Else   had   I   heard    the   steps, ' 
thongh  low  I  . 

And  light  they  fell,  aa  when  earth  I  j. 
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If  that  fur  form  breaths  Tital  air, 
Vo  other  maiden  bv  mj  side 
ShaU  eTer  rat  De  Vani'a  bride  V 

TIL 
The    buthfol  Page   he   moanU  bia 

And  BOon  he  cnwe'd  green  Irthing's 
Daah'd   o'er    EiikoBVald'B    Terdant 


And  Ktletk  barr'd  hJB  ooorse  in  vain. 
He     pans'd     red     Penrith's    Table 

Koaud, 
For  feats  of  chiTalry  renown'd, 
Left  Maybai^h'a  mound  and  stoneB 

Bj  Drnida  raiH?d  in  magic  boor. 
And    traced  the  Eamuut'e  winding 

Till  Ulfo'it*  Like  boneath  him  Iny. 

VUI. 
Onwi 

Wiw      ,. 

Till,  oil  the  fratiiufnt  of  a  rock, 

Struck  fnim    itH  bnso   1iy  liglitniuf; 

He  Kftw  the  htiary  Sagii ; 
The  xilvcr  iiiush  imd  lichen  twined. 
With  ti-rn  and  deer-hnir  oheck'd 

A  i-uHbion  fit  for  age; 
An'l  o'er  Lim  shook  the  aHpin-lrec, 
A  tcBtlesH  rustling  cannpy. 
Then  Hprung  young  Hcoiy  from  his 

Anil  greetiil  Lyuliih  grave. 
And  thi-n'LiH  uiHHter'H  tale  did  tell, 

And  then  for  cotin:<el  crave. 
'ilie  Mnn  of  Years  mused  long  nnd 

deep, 
'  If  liiiir''H  lost  trcaHiireit  takiup;  keep, 
.\riil  Ihen.  as  miiKiEB  from  a  sleep, 

His  Boleuin  answer  gave. 
IX. 
"  Thiit  maid  is  bom  of  luiddlu  earth. 

And  may  of  man  be  won, 
'I'bougL  there  have  glided  since  her 
birth 


Bnt  where's  tlie  £nigfat   in  all  th« 

That  dare  the  adventure  f<dlow  forth. 
So  perilous  to  knightly  north. 

In  the  valley  of  St.  John! 
Listen,  yonth,  to  vrhat  I  tell. 
And  bind  It  on  thy  memory  veil ; 
Nor  muae  that  I  commence  the  rhyme 
Far  distant  'mid  the  wrecks  of  time. 
The  myatio  tale,  by  bard  and  sage. 
Is  handed  down  tioia  Herlin's  age. 
X. 
ZyuIpJt'a  IVil«. 
"EiHo  Abtiub  has  ridden  from  mer- 
ry Carlisle 

When  Pentecost  was  o'er: 
HejonmeT'd  like  errant-knight  tbe 

And  sweetly  the  Bommer  ann    did 

Htuile 
On  mountain,  moss,  and  moor. 
Above  his  solitary  track 
Kose  Glaramora's  riilgy  back. 
Amid  whuxe  yuwning  gulfs  the  Bun 
(.'net  nmber'd  radiauce  red  and  dun. 
Thoughnfver  sunbeam  could  diiieem 
I         'the  surface  of  that  sable  tarn, 
I  In  whoiie  black  mirror  yon  may  spy 
I  The  stars,  while  noontide  lightd  the 


Hock  u^ion  rocks  incuuib^t  bung. 
And  torrents,  down  the  gullies  flung, 
Join'd  tbe  rude  river  that  brawl'd  on, 
Itecoiling  now  from  crag  and  stone, 
Now  diving  deep  from  hnmaa  ken, 
And  raring  down  its  darksome  glen. 
Tbe    Monarch    judged   this  desert 

wil<!, 
With  Ru^-L  romantic  ruin  pUed, 
,  Was  theatre  by  Nature's  hand 
.  Tor  feat  of  high  achievement  plann'd. 
XI. 
"  O  rather  be  chose,  that  Honarck 
bold, 
On  vent'rons  qnest  to  ride, 
.  In  plate  ond  mail,  by  wood  and  wold, 
!  Than,  with  ermine  trapp'd  and  doth 
of  gold. 


nn  BBWAL   OF  TRIEEMAIS. 


T^  priiwdj  bower  to  bide; 
The  btinting  oiaah  of  a  foeman's 

Aa  it  eluTei'd  •oitut  Ma  mail, 
Waa  meniei  ntnaia  to  hia  tat 

Than  fionitier'B  whiapei'd  bJe : 

And  the  alaah  of  Calibom*  more  dear, 

Wbononthehoatile  casijneitrang. 

Than  aU  the  lays 

To  their  mouucb'a  pruae 

That  the  harpeia  of  B^ed  aong. 

He  hJTod  better  to  rest  hy  wood  oi 

Than  in  bowel  of  his  bride.  Dame 

anenerer. 
For  he  left  that  lady,  m  lovely  of 

To  follow  adTentnrea  of  dangi 

And  the  frank-hearted  Monarch  (all 

little  did  wot, 
That  ahe  smiled,  in  hin  abseni'e,  on 

biave  Lancelot. 

"He  Tode,  till  orer  down  and  dell 
The  shade  more  bioadanddeeperfdl; 
And  though  around  the  moontoin'u 

head 
Flow'd  streams  of  porple.  and  gold, 

and  red. 
Bark  at  the  base,  unblest  by  beam, 
Ftown'd  the  black  rocka,  and  roar'd 

the  stream. 
With  toil  the  King  his  way  punned 
By  lonely  Threlkeld'a  waste  and  wood, 
Till  on  his  course  obliquely  sliono 
The  narrow  valley  of  Saint  Saws, 
Down  sloping  to  the  western  sky. 
Where  lingeni^  Bnnbi'iims  Jov(:tolio. 
Bight  glad  to  feel  those  ticnuiH  flguin. 
The  Eii^;  drew  up  his  chnrRer'srcin, 
With  gauntlet  raised  he  scrotn'd  his 

Bight. 
Aada^ad  with  the  level 


xin. 

Paled  in  by  many  a  loft;  hill, 
be  narrow  dale  Iht  smooth  and  atill, 
.  jid,  down  its  Tprctant  bosom  led, 
A  winding  brooklet  fonnd  its  bed. 
Bnt,  midmost  of  the  vale,  a  monnd 
Arose  with  aii;  torrets  crown'd, 
Buttress,     and     rampire's    circling 

And  mighty  keep  and  tower; 
Seem'il  some  primeval  giant's  band. 
The    castle's     monsivo     walls      hod 


The  buluDced  drawbridge  trembling 

As  jculons  of  n  foe; 
Wicket  of  ouk,  SB  iron  hard, 
With    iron   stndded,    clench'd,  and 

And    iironi-M    portonlhs,   join'd   to 


While  'gainst  the 

Olcam'd  mddy  like  the  beacon's  light. 


Upon  tlio  wut.-h.  to  wet's  airy  round 
No  WBrd.-r  stood  hia  liom  to  sound. 
No   guard  beside    the    bridge   was 

And     nhero    the    Gothic    gutewoj 

fro^n'd, 

Glauced  neither  bill  nor  bow. 

XIV. 

'•  Beneath  the  castle's  gloomy  pride 

In  ample  round  did  Arthurnde 

Three  timts  ;   nor   living  thing   he 

I         Nor  heard  a  living  sound. 
Save  that,  awakening  from  her  dream. 
The  owlet  now  began  lo  sircam, 
In  concert  with  the  nwhin^  stronni. 
That  wnsli'd  the  battled  monnd. 
He  lichtod  from  his  goodly  ati'cd, 
And  he  lift  him  to  graze  on  bank  and 

And   slowly'  he  climb'd  the  narrow 

That  rcacli'd  tlio  entrance  grim  and 
S'ej'. 
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And  he  stood  the  outward  arch  be- 

And  hU  bi^e-lioni  prepared  to  blow, 
In  sommonB  blithe  and  bold, 

Deeming  to  Tonae  from  iron  sleep 

The  Roardian  of  this  iliamal  Seep, 
iviiich  well  he  gnean'd  the  hold 

Of  wizard  at  em,  or  gobbn  grim. 


Orp 


e  tjTant  of  the  wold. 


"The  ivory  bngle "a  golden  tip 
Twice  tonch'd  ihe  monarch 'a  manly 

And  tirice  liiH  hand  withdrew. 
— Think  not  but  Artbor's  heart  waa 

goodl 
His  Bbield  wax  <'roi<B'd  by  the  blessed 

Hail  a  iHignu  h<iKt  before  liim  atood, 
He  liiul  cliurwed   llii-m  through 
and  through; 
Yet  Iho  Kilonce  oi  thnt  ancient  place 
liiunk  oil  hit  heurt,  nod  liu  paused  a 
piiL-e 
Ert  yet  hi*  Iiom  lio  blew. 
Bnt,  inatuiit  uii  its  'lorum  rung. 
The  ccstle  g:ito  wtm  opvu  flung. 
I'ortculiiH  rotie  with  cnuhiug  groan 
Fnll  lmn,hly  up  its  groove  of  htone; 
Tliu  iMilunuif-biatius  obcy'd  thu  bLmt, 
And  down  the  trembling  drawbridge 

The  Tjiultcd  arcb  before  him  lay, 
WiiU  noiifiht  to  bur  tlie  cloomy  way, 
And  onuiird  Arthur  ]>iiueil,  with  hand 
Un  Cal!l>urn'a  rt-KiuUesti  bmnd. 


And 


A  bnndrcd  turvbcx,  fl;udiing  brij;ht, 
i->:>"!i'il  ut  once  Ihc  ulnomy  niglit 
T!i  ^t  lour'd  along  the  walls, 
I'lw'il  the  KingH    aatonish'd 

KLllt 

Tbu  iuuintca  of  tlie  balls. 
■Nor  wlz;ird  stiTn,  nor  goblin  grim, 
Kor  gLJil  bilge  of  form  and  limb, 

Nor  lifiithen  knight,  was  t'jere; 
But  tlie  cressets,  which  odours  filing 
aloft, 


Bhow'd  by  their  yellow  light  and  soft, 

A  band  of  dunMla  fur. 
Onward    they  came,    like    i 


That  dancea  to  the  ahore; 
An  hundred  Toices  welcome  gave, 

And  welcome  o'er  and  o'er  I 
An  hundred  lovely  handa  aaaail 
The  bucklers  of  the  monamh'a  mail. 
And  hnay  labour'd  to  unhaap 
Bivet  of  Bteel  aud  iron  claap. 
One  wrapp'd  hira  in  a  mantle  fair. 
And  one  SunK  odonia  on  big  bair 
His  abort  cnrldringleta  one  amooth'd 

One  wreathed  them   with  a  myrtle 


XYIL 
"Lond  bugfa'd  they  all,— the  King. 

With^neetionB  task 'dlhegiddy  train; 
Ij«t  bim  entreat,  or  crave,  ot  call, 
'Twos  one  reply— lond  langh'd  they 


Then  t 


]  ch«inB  they 


Framed    of   the    fairest    flowers   of 

Kpring. 
While  some  their  gentle  force  unite. 
Onward    to    drag     Uie    wondering 

knight. 
Some,   bolder,   urge   his  pace   with 

Dealt  with  the  lily  or  the  rose. 
Behind  bim  were  in  triumph  borne 
The  wurliku  arms  he  Lite  had  won. 
Four  of  tlie  train  combined  to  rear 
The  terrors  ot  Tintadgel'a  spear; 
Two,    langbing     at     their    1b<^    of 

Btrength. 
Dragg'd  ( 'alibum  in  cumbrons  length ; 
One,  while  she  aped  a  martial  atnde. 
Placed  on   her  brows   the  helmet's 

Then  scroam'd,  'twiit  langhter  and 

To  feel  its  depth  o'erwhelm  her  ayaa. 
With  rcbel-sbont,  and  triomph-eon^ 
Thus  gaily  march'd  the  giddy  throng. 
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] 
I  When 


xvnL 

*Tliiom{b  man;  a  gallery  and  hnll 
Chey  led,  I  ween,  their  roynl  HirnU : 
V  At  lengtb,  bensalh  u  Toir  arciula 
■  IlieiT  marcb  and  song  at  ones  they 

f  Sle  eldeist  mnidca  o(  tlie  Land, 

(The   lovely   moid    was    acaroa 
eighteen. ) 

ed,  with  imposiiiR  nir  bet  liand, 
(And  reverent  Hilence  did  uoiumanil, 

On  entrance  of  tlimr  Qneeo. 

KAnd  they  were  mute. — But  as  a  gisace 

f  Vhey  stent  on  Arthur's  countenance 

oewildor'd  with  Hurprine, 

ir  smntber'd   mirth   i^iu  'gau 

b  txemy  diraplc>d  chin  and  cheek. 
And  longhter-ligh tail  eyes. 
XIX 
"Thenttribnten  of  those  high  diiys 
Now  only  live  in  minstrfl-Iiiys; 
For  Natnre,  now  cxliiiiisteil.  still 
Wiin  then  profuseof  goodimd  ill, 
Strength  was  pgantio,  vidoiir  high. 
And  wisdom  soar'd  beyond  the  eky, 
.And    beanty    hud    RUcii   mntchlesH 

liohta  not  now  n  lover's  dreatn. 
let  ^en  in  that  tomuntic  ago, 

r  were  sucli  ohanns  by  mor- 
tal seen. 
As  Arthor'a  daiilad  eyea  engnge. 
When  forth  on  that  eucltnutcd  stage. 
WlUi  glittering  train   ot  luaid  und 

iTsuued  the  castle 'a  Qneen ! 
B  np  the  hall  she  hIowIt  pusa'd. 
Mju  dun  eye  on  the  Kioig  she  cost. 
"niat  flosh'd  expression  strong; 
The  longer  dwelt  that  lingering  look, 
Hnr  ohook  the  livelier  oohmr  took. 
And  searca  the    shiune-raced    King 
could  brook 
The  auxn  that  lunted  long. 
Asage  w&u  hacl  that  look  espied, 
■Whera  kindling  jwiBBion  strove  witli 

Bod  wnisperVl.  '  Prince,  beware  I 
Fnun  liie  chafed  lioer  rend  the  prey, 
Btuh  DD  the  lion  when  nt  bay. 


XS. 
mce  that   inward  strife 

prese'd. 
The  dame  approach'd    her   wt 

gaest. 
With  greeting  in  that  fair  degree. 
Where  female  pride  and  courtesy 
Are  blended  with  such  passing  u4 
Am  awed  at  once  and  charms  the  heart. 
A  CO  art]  J  weluome  first  she  gave. 
Then  of  his  goodness  'gan  to  crare 

Construction  fair  and  true 
Of  her  light  maidens'  idle  mirth, 
Who  drew  from  lonely  git 

birth. 
Nor  knew  to  pay  to  stranger  wc 

And  dignity  their  due: 
'"  '  "  pmy'd  that  he 


Thatni 
The    ] 

press d  L 
The  lianquet  rose  at  her  behest, 
With  lay  and  tale,  nnd  laugh  and  ji 
Apoue  th«  evening  flew. 
XXI. 
"  The  Lady  sate  the  Monarch  by.^ 
Now  in  hbr  tnm  abnsh'd  and  shf, 
And  with  indiflerencc  secm'd  tc 
The  toys  he  whispered  in  ber  ear. 
Ucr  bearing  modest  wiia  and  fair. 
Vet  shadows  of  oonstriunt  worethWS) 
That  show'd  on  ovur-cautiuus  onre 


s  thaig         I 
igneat  I 


And  oft  cast  down  her  large  darkey^' 

Urt  check'd  the  soft  vulnptiiauH  sigli. 

That  heaved  her  bosom 's  priiie."  | 

Slight  symptoms  these, but  abc^ordA 

How  hot  the  midday  snn  abnll  glow. 
From  the  miat  of  morning  sky; 
.And  BO  tbe  wily  Monarch  gucss'd,  ' 
That  this  assumed  restraint  ciprenB'd 
More  ardent  passions  in  the  breast, 

Than  ventured  to  the  eye. 
Closet  bo  press'd,  whiio  beatcrB  roag, 
While  niiiidens    laughed  and   ta\a 
attels  sang, 
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Still  closer  to  her  ear — 
But  whj  pniBne  the  common  ta1«? 
Or  wheToiore  ahow  how  kaights  pie- 


^yrant  passion  dmire, 

ring  allTithtii, 


J,    if  irithin. 
Where  lires  the  mim  that  has  not 

B.avi  mirth  can  into  follr  glide 
And  foUy  into  Bin?' 


CANTO  SECOND. 
I. 

Lyulpli's  Talt,  ctmlinaad. 
"  AsoTHEB  (lay,  another  doy, 
Anil  vet  ivni>thi.T  (glides  awa;  I 
The  ^uxon  blern.  tlie  nngnn  Done, 
Maraud  on  Dritntn'a  Huorus  aijain. 
Arthur,  of  Christondom  thenowtt, 
Liesl'iiteriu^  in  aliidy'a  Lower; 
The  Lorn,  thiit  fofmen  wont  to  fear, 
SoundH  but  to  vako  the  Cumbrian 

And  Caiibum,  the  ISritish  pride, 
Hanijs  useless  by  a,  lovcr'x  iiide. 

II. 
"  Another  dav.  anntbcr  day, 
And  vet  anotiier,  ({lid^B  away  t 
Heroic  pliina  in  pJeiuiuro  drown'd. 
He  thinks  not  of  the  Tnblc  Roand; 
Id  lawless  love  dissolved  his  lite, 
He  Ihiiik'i  nut  of  his  biMnteous  wife: 
Better  hit  '.nvt-s  to  snatch  a  flower 
From  bosoLu  of  his  parumour, 
Than  froiu  ft  Saion  knitiht  to  wrest 
The  hi.nours  of  his  boathon  crest  I 
Better  to  WTBiithe.'aiid  tresses  brown, 
The  heron's  plumo  her  bawk  struck 

down. 
Than  o'er  the  altor  gives  to  flow 
The  l)^mners  of  n  Paj-nim  foe. 
Thus,  H-eekbj  week,rindiUybyday, 
His  lifo  innlorioua  glides  iiway: 
But  sbo,  that  soothes  his  dream,  with 

Beholds  his  hour  of  waking  near ! 


m, 

'  Unoh  foToe  hkre  mortal  bb*nui~to 

8t.y 
Out  peace  jn  Tiitoe'8  toilsome  way; 
But  Guendolen's  might  far  ontahiae 
Each  nuid  of  marelr  mortal  lino. 
Her  mother  me  of  hnman  biith. 
Her  aire  a  Oenie  of  the  cttrth. 
In  days  of  old  deem'd  to  pretide 
T"'  lovera'  wiles  and  beauty's  pride, 
"■-   — -■   — — '- —  wonmpp'd 


youthi 
long, 


I  virgins  i 


With  festive  dance  and  ohonl  song, 
Till,  wben  the  croBs  to  Briloin.  came. 
On  heathen  altars  died  the  flame. 
Now,  deep  in  Wastdale  solitude. 
The  downfall  of  his  rights  he  rued. 
And,  bom  of  his  resentment  heir, 
He  train'd  to  guile  that  lady  fair. 
To  sink  in  slothful  sin  iind  shame 
The  champions  of  the  Cbristian  name. 
Well  skill'd   to  keep  vain  thoughts 

And  all  to  promise,  nought  to  pve, — 
The  timid  youth  had  hope  in  store, 
The  bold  and  preaaing    gain'd    uo 

As  wilder'd  children  leaTe  their  borne 
After  the  rainbow's  arch  to  roani. 
Her  lovers  barter'd  fair  eoteem. 
Faith,  fame,  and  honoor,  for  a  dream. 

IV. 
"Hot  sire's  soft  arts  the  soul  to  tame 
She  practised  thus— till  Arthur  came; 
Then,  frail  humanity  had  part, 
And  all  the  mother  claim'd  her  heart. 
Forgot  each  rule  her  father  gave. 
Sunk  from  a  princess  to  a  slava. 
Too  late  must  Guendolen  deplore. 
He,  that  has  all,  can  hope  no  more  I 
Now  must  she  see  ber  lover  straio. 
At  every  turn  her  feeble  chain  ; 
Watch,  to  ncw-bind  each  knot,  and 

shrink 
To  view  each  fast-decaying  link. 
Art  she  invokes  to  Nature^  aid. 
Her  vest  to  zone,  ber  locks  to  biaid; 
Each  varied  pleasure  heard  her  oall. 
The  feast,  the  tourney,  and  the  b«U  - 
Her  storied  lore  she  next  appliea, 
Tuing  her  mind  to  aid  her  eyea ; 


jn'd  Mlnetmoe  now  denj- 

Tanh  dum  iha  wied,  lo  Ntaia 
A  TH^ing  luHt — a&d  all  in  vain  I 


"nm    In    Uio    gudan'fl    nuiDv 

Vlanl^d    bj  MOM   CHtle'B    OoUiio 

lUn  would  Um  utlat'a  skill  pi^>Ti<le, 
nu  Hmita  of  hSa  r«aliiis  to  hide. 
n*  walks  in  lalmtnthB  he  twiaes, 
Sliada  afUr  ihade  wiUi  skill  com- 


Taia  ait  I  Tain  hope  I  '1 

•111 
At  ImwUi   we  reaoh  the  boDndiog 

And,  riok  of  fiowei  and  trim-dresa'd 


amr  ^bidaz  of  triermatk.  ssg 

wisc^  and    And  then  her  looks  to  beaTon  she 

One  palm  her  temples  relied,  to  hide 
The   tear  that   sprang   in    spite  of 

The  other  for  an  instimt  preas'd 
The  foldings  of  her  silken  Test  1 


Long  ftn 


for  nmgh  gladea  and  forest 


TI. 


"  Tiatm  •uuuner  months  had  scantl; 

When  Aithnr,  In  embanass'd  tone, 
^okB  of  his  liegemen  and  bis  throne ; 
Said,  all  too  long  had  been  big  tttay, 
And  dntiea,  whifh  a  Monarch  swny, 
Duties,  unknown  to  hnmbler  men, 
lEnst  tear  her  knight  from  Q-nendo- 


Her  mood  eiprees't 
Bmeatli  her  eje  muBi  Aitbnr  quail, 
And  oft  resume  the  unflninhd  tola, 
"     "     ■     [,  by  hia  downcast  eye, 
he  fionght  to  justify. 
A   moment    mute  she 


vn. 


Eager  he  spoke^'  "So,  ladf,  no  I 
Deem  not  of  British  Arthnr  bo, 
Nor  think  he  can  deserter  prove 
To  the  dear  pledj:;a  of  mntual  lore. 
1  swear  bj  sceptre  and  by  sword, 
As  belted  kni^bt  nnd  Britain's  lord. 
That  if  a  bor  shall  claim  mj  care, 
That  boy  is  bom  a  kingdom's  heir ; 
Bnt,  if  a  mniden  Fate  allowB, 
To  chooBo  that  moid  a  fitting  spouse, 
A  snmmei-dny  in  lists  shall  strive 
My   knights.— the  bravests  knights 

And  be,  tbe  best  and  bravest  tried. 
Shall    Arthur's   daaghter   claim  for 

He  spoke,  with  voice  resolved  and 

high— 
The  lady  deign'd  him  not  reply. 

vm. 

"At  dawn  of  mora,  ere  on  the  brake 
His  matins  did  a  warbler  moke, 

Ot  Btirr'd  his  wing  lo  brush  away 
A  ainglo  dow-clroji  from  the  spray. 
Ere  yet  a  Bunbenm  tbrouRh  the  mist. 
The  ciLStle-biittlpments  Liid  kius'd. 


And  Artbar  snlliea  from  the  walls, 
Doff'd  his  Roft  garb  uf  Persia's  loom. 
And    steel   from    sjiui   to    helmet- 

plnmc, 
Hit  Lybian  steed  full  proudly  trode, 
And  joyful  neigh 'd  beneath  hia  load 
The  Kloiiarob  gnvo  a  passing  sigh 
To  7>pnit<'nce  nod  pleasures  by, 
When,  lo  !  to  his  astonish'd  ken 
Appear'd  the  form  of  Onendolen. 
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IX. 
"Be;ond  the ontmost  wall sbo  stood. 
Attired  like  huntreBa  of  the  wood: 
Sandftll'd  her  feet,  her  BnltleB  bare. 
And  eogle-pltunBoe  deck'd  her  hair; 
Firm  was  her  look,  her  bearing  bold, 
And  in  her  band  a  cap  of  gold. 
•Thon  goeat,'  she  said,    'and  ne'er 

Mast  we  two  meet,  in  joy  or  pain. 
Full  fain  would  I  thig  honr  delay. 
Though  weak  the  wish— yet,  wilt  thou 

stay? 
—No  I   thon  look'st  forward.      Still 

Part  we  like  lovrr  and  like  friend.' 
She   raised  the  cap     'Not  this  the 

The  alaggiflh  vines  of  earth  produce; 
Ple<1ga  we,  nt  parting;,  in  the  draught 
Which  Genii  li>ve!'-Bhe   said,  and 

And  Btrimge  unwooteil  lantres  fly 
From  her  Uush'd  chei^k  and  sparkling 


"The 


Monarch  bent  him 


And.  Htuoping  down  from  widdlebow, 
I^ifted  the  cup.  in  act  to  drink. 
A  drop  esciiiicil  the  [■nhli'f  m  brink — 
InteuBO  a4  liijuid  fire  from  hell, 
Vpon  the  chiuGcr'M  neck  it  fell. 
Kcrcniiii[ic  with  a^jony  and  friyht, 
Ho  biiltf  iiiwi^nty  feet  upright  — 
—The  pciisant  Rtillcun  hhow  the  dint, 
Whure  bishdotsliehted on  the  flint.— 
From  Arthur's  hand  the  goblet  flew, 
Scattering  a  shower  of  fiery  dew, 
That  bum'd  and  blighted  where  it 

fell! 
The  franlic  atepd  mah'd  np  the  dell. 
Ah  whistles  from  (bo  bow  the  reed; 
Nnr    bit   nor  rein  could   check  his 
Bpeed, 

Until  he  g^in'd  the  bill; 
'I'hi'u  brt'iitb  and  ainew  fail'd  aimce. 
And.  reeling  from  the  desperate  race. 

He  stood,  eihnuHteil,  atil]. 
The  Monarch,  breiithless  and  amazed, 
Back  on  the  fatal  caslle  gazed 


Darkening  agaiiut  the  morning  a]  ,  . 
But,  on   the  apot  where  once  they 

ftown'd. 
The  lonely  streamlet  brawl'd  aKiimd 
A  tufted  knoll,  where  dimly  ahone 
Fragnients  of  rooks  and  rifted  stone. 
Humn^on  this  stianKehap  the  while. 
The  King  wends  bME  to  lair  Oariiale: 
And  cares,  that  cnmber  royal  away, 
Vore  memory  of  the  paat  away. 

II. 
"  Fnll  fifteen  years,  and  more,  were 
Each  brought  new  wreaths  to  Aithnr'B 

Twelve   bloody     fldda.   with    ^ory 

fought. 
The  SaxoD,  to  subjection  broi^;ht; 
Rython,  the  mighty  giant,  Blaia 
By  his  good  brand,  relieTed  Bret«gne: 
The  Pictish  Uillomorein  fight, 
And  Roman  Lnciua  own'd  bis  might; 
And  wide  were  throngh  the  world 

The  glories  of  hia  Table  Bound. 
Each  knight  who  BonghtadTentnrona 

To  the  bold  court  of  Britain  came. 
And  all  whosiifter'd  cautteless  wrong. 
From  tyrant  jirond,  or  faitonr  strong 
Sought   Arthnr's  presence   to   oom- 

pl(dn. 
Nor  there  for  aid  implored  in  vain. 

SIL 
"  For  this  the  Sing  with  pomp  and 

Held  Boleran  oonrt  at  Wbitrontide, 

.^ud  Hummoa'd  Prineennd  Peer, 
.Ul  who  owed  homago  for  their  land. 
Or  who  cmved  hoigbthood  from  his 

<)i  who  bad  succour  to  demand, 
Tci  come  from  far  and  near. 

At  such   high  tide,   were  glee  uid 
game 

^lin^k'd  with  feats  of  martial  fame, 
[  For  many  a  stranger  champion  came. 
In  liati  to  break  a  spear; 

.And  not  a  knight  of  Arthni's  boat. 
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All,  UinBtrels!  when  the  table  Roniid 
Atom,  with  all  ila  wutiots  onnm'd, 
Thjeta  was  a   theme    for   bardE    to 

In  triumph  to  their  string  I 
Fits   handrud   jreara  are  past  and 

Bone. 
Bvt  time  ahall  draw  hU  djiogft'^Mn, 
Ere  he  behold  the  British  throne 

Begirt  with  each  a  ring ! 

xm. 

"  The  herald!  named  tbe  appointed 

■pot, 
Aa  Caerleon  or  Camelot, 

Or  Cariiale  fair  and  free. 
At  Penrith,  now,  the  feast  wan  net. 
And  in  fair  Eamont'a  Tate  were  met 

The  flower  ot  Chivalry. 
nier*  Oalaad  sate  with  manly  grace. 
Tot  maiden  laeelmeiis  in  hia  face; 
Thers  Horolt  of  the  iron  niace. 

And  h>Te-loili  TrintrcDi  there: 
And  Dinadam  with  lively  Klitnce, 
And  lAnval  with  tbe  fairy  lance, 
And  Mordred  with  hia  look  askance. 

Bronorand  Bcviilere. 
Why  sboold  I  tell  of  nnmbers  more  ? 
Sir  Cay,  bir  Bimnier.  and  Sir  Bore, 

Sir  Carodao  tlie  keen. 
The  gentle  Gawaiu'n  coiirteona  loro. 
Hector  de  Marca  and  I'ollinore, 
And  I^noelot.  that  ever  more 

Look'd  Btol'n-wiBe  on  tbe  Qneen. 
SIV. 
"When  wine  and  miitb   did  most 

aboand. 
And  barpeni   plny'd   their    blithest 

A  shrilly  tnunpet  shook  tbe  gronnd, 

And  morshola  elourM  tho  rin^;; 
A  maiden,  on  a  i>aliVey  wbito. 
Heading  a  btind  i>f  damncls  bri|,'ht. 
Paced  through  tlio  (■in;l(>,  to  alight 

And  kneel  before  tlio  King. 
Arthur,  with  Rtronjj  emotion,  Bnw 
Her   giaeeful   boldness  check'd  by 


Her  dreas,  like  hnntreas  of  the  wold. 
Her  bow  and  baldric  trapp'd  with 

gold. 
Her  sandall'd  feet,  her  ankles  bare. 
And  the  eagle-plume  that  deck'd  her 

Qracefnl    her    Teil    she    backward 

The  King,  aa  from  hia  neat  haspmng. 

Almost  cried,   ■  Gnendolen  I' 
But  'twas  a  face  more  frank  and  wild, 
Betwiit  the  woman  and  tbe  child, 
Where  ipsa  of  raBRic  beauty  smiled 

Thanofthenweof  men; 
And     in    tho     forehead 'b    haoghty 

grace, 
The  Tinea  of  BriUin'a  royal  race, 

PendragonB  joo  might  ken. 

XV. 

"Faltering,  yet  gracef ally,  she  said — 

■Oreat  Pnncel    behold   an  orphan 

maid. 
In  her  departed  mother's  name, 
A  father's  vowM  protection  claim  ! 
The  TOW  was  sworn  in  deserl  lone. 
In  the  deep  Tnlley  of  St.  John." 
At  once   the    King    the    snppliant 

.iVnd  kisH'd  her  bron-,    her    beanty 

pniiscd ; 
His  vow,   ho  said,   hliould  well    be 

kei>t. 
V.ii!  in  the  sea  the  Bnn  wiis  dipp'd, — 
Then,  cnnsciona,   gloneerl   npon   hia 

lint  f-\iR,  nnmfOed  nt  tho  scene 
Of  hiKuan  frailty,  construed  mild, 
Look'd  niion  lanci'lot  and  Kmiled, 

XVI. 
"'Up I  npl  each  knight  ot  gallant 

Take  buckler,  Bpuiir.  nnd  brand  I 
He  that  to-iloy  shall  bear  bi:n  best. 
Shall  win  my  rrynot'is  li:md. 
ftilArthnr'sdiiug'.iti'r.  whi'nabride. 
Shall  brin','  a  nohle  dower; 
Both  fair  Slrntli-Clyde  and  Beged 

AjxA  Carlinlu  town  imd  tower. 
Tbv'n  might  yon  hear  each  vulianl 
knight, 
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To  page  and  squire  that  cried, 
'BliDg  m;  annoDr  bright,  and  Taj 

Tu  not  each  day  that  a  Tarrior'a 

May  -win  a  royal  bride.' 
Then  cloaks  and  caps  of  maintenBitoa 

In  baste  aside  they  fling; 
The  helmets  glance,  and  gleanu  the 

And    the    Bt«eI-weaTed    hftaberks 
ring. 
Small  onre  had  they  of  thair  paaoefal 

They  might  gather  it  (hat  woldo; 

For  brake  irad  bramble  glitter'd  gay, 

With  pearlH  anil  cloth  of  gold. 

xvn. 

"Within  tmiiipet  aonnd  of  the  Table 

■Wore  fifty  champions  free, 
And    they   oil  arise    to    figbt   that 

Tlicy  all  ariss  but  three. 
Nor  love's  fond  troth,  nor  wedlock's 

Odo  gullimt  ciiuU  withhold. 
For  pneflts  will  allow  of  a  broken 

For  penanie  or  for  gold. 
But   itigh    und  glance    (roiu    Indies 
bright 
Among  the  Ironp  were  thrown, 
To  plead  their  riglit,   and  tme-love 
plight. 


fast. 

With  bui'kliiig  Hpor  imd  bell. 
That  hii;h  mid  look,  bv  ladies  cast, 

Were  nciihcr  swn  nor  fclt 
From  plonilinH,  or  npbriiiding  glance. 

Each  Ciilliint  Inmit  aside. 
And  only  thonght,    '  If  sppeds  ray 

A  qneen  bci'omes  my  brulo  ! 
She  liaH  fair  Slrath-Clydp,  and  Regcd 

And  Carlisle  towpr  and  Inwn: 

She  is  the  lovoli.st  maid,  beside, 

That  evpr  heir'd  a  crown . ' 


Jo  in  YaAa  their  o  ..... 

And  strike  th«ir  tjsois  down. 

xvnL 

'The  champions,  arm'd  in  martial 


For  faiih  bo  constant  shown, — 
There  were    two  who   loved    their 
neighbour's  wiTca, 

And  one  who  loved  his  own. 
The  first  was  Lancelot  de  Lac, 

The  second  Tristrem  bold. 
The  third  was  valiant  Carodac, 

Who  won  the  cnp  of_gold, 
niiat   time,    of   dl   King  Arthar'e 

(Thereof  came  jeer  and  laugh,) 
He,  ns  the  mate  of  Udy  tni& 

Alime  the  cup  could  qnaft 
Though  envy's  tongue  would    fain 

Thiit  but  for  very  shame, 
Sir  C(troil,'u^  to  fight  that  prize, 

Had  given  both  cup  and  dame; 
Yet,  since  but  one  of  that  fair  court 

Was  true  to  wedlock's  shrine, 
Brand  him  who  will  vrith  base  re- 
He  shall  be  free  from  mine. 
XIX. 
' '  Now  caracoled  the  steeds  in  air. 
Now  plumes  and  pennons  wanton'd 

As  all  around  the  lists  so  wide 
In  panoply  tho  champions  ride. 
King  Arthur  s.iw  with  startled  eye. 
The  flower  oi  chivalry  march  by, 
Tho  bulwark  of  (he  Christian  creed, 
Tho  kingdom's  shield    in  hour   of 

Too  late  he  thought  him  of  the  woe 
J.Ii^lit  from  thoir  civil  conflict  flow; 
well  he  knew  they  would  not 


Till  cold  w 


s  many  a  gallant  hearl 
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"  'Thoaieert,  mj  flUld,  m  pTonuB&- 

boimd, 
I  Ud  the  tramp  tor  tonmey  ■onnd. 
lUe  Ibov  my  wkider  aa  the  queen 
And  ampire  of  tho  nuitial  BOeiie  1 
Bvt   miA.   thou   thia : — ■■   Beauty 


1  Tain  ftDd  dangerotis 


And  B«Mit7'a  breatb  shall  vhiapei 

AndbUUie  110™  of  battle  cease. 
I  ten  thes  this,  l«at  aU  too  f  or, 
nMss  knights  orgs  tonraev  into  war. 
BtiUio  at  ine  trainp«t  let  them  go. 
And  bixW  oonnter  bloir  for  blow;— 
No  stripfings  these,  vbo   sncaoor 

For  ft  THed  helm  or  falliiig  Bteed. 
Bnl,  Qjnsth,  when  the  strife  grows 

And  threat«DH  death  or  deadlj  harm, 


Thj  dro   entreats,   th;  king 

tnauda, 
niou   drop   the   warder   from    thy 

Tnist  thou  thy  father  with  thy  fate. 
Doubt  not  he  oboose  thee  flttiiig  mate; 
Nor  b«  it   said,  tlirongh    Ciynetli'u 

A  rose  of  Arthur's  chaplet  died.' — 
XXL 


Debaneil  and  uanrow'd  for  a  maid 

Of  lees  d^ree  than  I. 
No  petty  chiefbnt  holds  his  heir 
At  a  more  hononr'd  price  and  rue 

Than  Britain's  Kiiu  holds  me  I 
Although  the  snu-hatn^d  maid,  for 


[ged  tower. 


Has  hut  her  father's  n 

His  barren  hill  and  lae.' — 
King  Arthur  Bwore,  '  By  crown  and 

Aa  belted  knight  and  Britain's  lord. 
That  a  whole  snmmer'B  day  should 

His   knights,   the    braTest    knights 

alive  r 
'  Becall  thine  oath  I  and  to  her  ^en 
Poor  Gyneth  can  return  agen  I 
Not  on  tby  daughter  wiU  the  stain. 
That  soils  thy  sword  and  crown  re- 

Bnt  think  not  she  will  e'er  he  bride 
Save  to  tlie  bmvest,  proved  and  tried; 
FendiHgon's  dsoffhter  will  not  fear 
For   cl^hing    sword   or    Bplinter'd 

Nor  shrink  thongh  blood  should 
flow; 
And  all  too  well  nail  Gaendolen 
Hath  taoKht  the  fsithlessness  of  men. 
That  child  of  hers  should  pity,  when 

Their  meed  they  undergo.' — 

XXII 

"  He  frown'd  and  sigh'd,  the  Hoi^ 

arch  bold: — 
'  I  give— what  I  may  not  withhold; 
Tor,  not  fur  danger,  dread,  or  death, 
Mnat  British  Arthur  brenk  his  faith. 
Too  late  1  mark,  thy  mother's  art 
Hutli  Canght  tlico  (his  relentlesB  part. 
I  blamu  Ler  not,  for  she  had  wrong, 
Bnt  not  to  these  niy  faults  belonff. 
Use,  then,  the  warder  as  thou  wilt; 
lint  trtiHt  mo,  thnt,  if  life  be  spilt. 
In  Arthur's  lovo,  in  Arthur's  grace, 
Gyneth  shall  lose  a  daughter'a  place. 
With  thnt  he  tnrnM  bis  head  aside, 
Nor  brook'd  to  gazo  upon  her  pride. 
Ah,  with  the  tnincheun  nvised,  sh* 


e  thy  boon,   my  liege,'  she 
said,  I  HBie 

•nina  chsJer'd  down  and  limited,      ,  Theorbitressof  morl«lfstei 


scorrs  postical  works. 


Nor  brook'd  to  mark,  la  nnka  die- 
How  the  bold  champions  stood  op- 

For  shrill  the  trump et-flonriah  fell 
Upon  his  ear  like  pausing  bell  ! 
Then  &TBt  from  sight  of  martial  fra; 
Did  Britain's  hero  tnm  away. 

XXHI. 
"Bat  Oyneth    heard    the   dangonr 

high, 
As  bears  the  hawk  the  partridge  ory. 
Oh,   blame  her  Dot  t  the  blood  was 

That    at    the    trnmpet'i 


And  „.    . 

Might  the  brave  strife  of 

A  wbilo  untroubled  view; 
So  well  accomplish 'd  was  each  knight, 
To  Btrike  and  to  defend  in  ftf^ht. 
Their  meeting  wns  a  good!;  sight, 

While  pltto  antJ  mail  held  tme. 
The  lists  with  painted  plumes  were 

Upon  the  winil  at  random  thrown. 
Hut  lielm  and  breoHtplale  bloodless 

It  seem'd  their  feathcr'd  crests  atone 

Should  Ibis  encounter  rue. 
And  ever,  na  the  combat  grows, 
'Dio  trumpet's  cheery  voice  arose. 
Like  link's  bbrill  song  tbe  Hourish 

Heard  while  the  gnlc  of  April  blows 
The  merry  u'eenwood  through. 
XXIV. 
"  Itnt  soon   to  earnest    grew    their 

game. 
The  spe.'U'-t  drew  blood,  the  Bwordw 

struck  Itnmc, 
And,  horse  and  man,  to  ground  there 


Gay  shields  were  cleft,  and  crests  dc- 

(acd, 
And  steel  coats  riven,  and  helms  un- 


And  pennons  steeam'd  vitb  gois. 
a«ne,  too,  wera  fanoe  and  fair  biist, 
And  despente  strangth  nude  deadly 

way 
At  luidom  thioiu^  ths  tdoo^  bay. 
And  blows  were  dealt  wjtli  headlong 

Unheeding  «bei«  they  feD: 
And  now   the   tnimpet's     ' 


like   the    shrill    Mk-biid's  wailing 
Heard  o'er  Uie  whirlpoors  golfing 

The  sinking  seaman's  knell  I 

XXV. 

"Seetn'd  in  tliis   diamel  how,  that 

Fate 
Would  Camlan'a  min  antedate, 

And  spare  dark  Mordred's  crime ; 
Already  gaaping  on  the  ^ound 
Lie  twenty  of  the  Table  £oimd. 

Of  chivalry  the  prime. 
Arthnr,  in  anguiah,  tors  away 
From   head  and   beard   his   tresses 

grey. 
And  she.  proud  Gyneth,  felt  dismay. 

And  quaked  with  rath  and  fear; 
But  still  she  deem'd  her  mother's 

shade 
Hun^  o'er  the  tomult,  and  forbade 
The  sign  that  had  the  slaughter  staid. 

And  chid  the  rising  tear. 
Then  ilrunor,  Tanlaa,  Uodor,  fell, 
Hclias  the  White,  and  Lionet 

And  many  a  champion  more; 
Itocliemont  and  Dinadam  are  down. 
And  Femmd  of  the  Forest  Brown 

Lies  gasping  in  bis  gore. 
Tnnnc,  by  miglily  Morolt  press'd 
Even  to  the  conllncs  of  the  list, 
Young  Vanoc  of  the  beardless  face, 
(Fume  spoke  the  youth  of  Heriin's 

O'crpower'd    at    Gyneth's   footstool 

bled, 
His  beort's-blood  dyed  ber  »""<«>« 

lint  then  the  sky  was  overaut, 
I  hen  howl'd  at  once  a  whiriwind'a 
blast. 
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Mrth. 
And  tram  tha  gnU; 
UiOit— 
Tlw  tafiB  of  Maritn  itiM. 

xxn. 

"Btanir  tha  mard  PH^lMt  «T^ 
The  dHaijUBtawitb  ilMghtar  dyed, 

iiBd  auaalj  mlwd  his  haad:— 
']S>dm«n,'lwMid,  'jtmr  atrUB  for- 

bMT, 

Andthoo,  Utmbm  of  miaobief,  near 
Hm  doom  Htj  tatM  demand  I 
lADg  •hall  doae  in  atonT  alecp 
EjeafornitliUiatwoiila  not  weep; 
Iiui  laUicrgT  aball  aoal 
Baartthat  iMtT  aoom'd  to  feeL 
Tat,  becanaa  tL;  mothor's  art 
Wup'd  Uuna  iinsiupioioiie  heart, 
And  tot  lore  of  Arthnr'n  nice, 
Poniahinaiit  ia  blent  with  giaca, 
ntoa  Bbatt  bear  tiijr  penance  lone 
bt  tba  VaUar  of  bt.  John, 
And  lUaTWd*  afaall  oreitake  thee . 
nntU  a  knight  bhtdl  wake 


Idaap,  OS 


Long 
Wetfl 


For  feaU  of  armi  as  far  reuown'd 
Aa  warrior  of  the  Tabta  Itoond. 
[  enduBnoe  of  thy  slnmbei 
may  teach  the  worid  to  nam' 
ber 

An  (bail  woea  from  Gjnetb'a  pride, 
Whan  the  Bed  Croaa   champiomi 
died.' 

XIVIL 
''Aa  Ueriin  apeaka,  on  Oyneth's  eye 
Slomber'B  load  k^ginH  to  lie; 
Fear  and  anger  vainly  ntiive 
Btm  to  keep  itH  light  alive. 
Twice,  with  effort  and  with  panae, 
O'er  Mr  bmw  her  hand  nhe  drawn; 
Twice  her  atrenuth  in  Tain  ahe  tries, 
From  the  fatal  chair  to  riHC, 
Herlin'a  mouio  doom  is  Bi>oken, 
Vanoc'a  dpoin  muat  now  be  wroken. 
Blow  the  (luk-thnged  eyelids  fnll, 
Gnrtaining  each  azure  ball, 
Slowly  as  on  aniumer  even 


Tloleti  fold  their  dnaky  leaTea. 
The  weighty  baton  of  conuiiand 
Now  bean  down  her  ainking  band. 
On  her  ahonlder  droopa  her  head; 
Net  of  pearl  and  golden  thread, 
BuTBting,  gaTB  hei  locka  to  flow 
O'er  bei  arm  and  breaat  of  anow. 
And  BO  lovely  seem'd  ahe  there, 
Bpell-bonnd  in  her  ivory  chair, 
Ibat  her  angry  are,  repenting. 
Craved  stem  Herlin  for  relenting 
And  the  cbampionB,  tor  her  sake, 
Wonld  again  the  onntest  wake; 
Till,  in  neoromantic  nubt, 
Oyneth  vaiUih'd  from  tnelr  right. 

XITUL 
"  Still  she  bears  har  wurd  alonst 
In  the  TaUey  of  St.  John; 
And  bcT  semblance  oft  will  seem, 
Uingling  in  a  champion's  dream, 
Of  bet  weary  lot  to  plain, 
And  cmve  his  aid  to  onrat  ber  chain. 
While  bur  wondrooa  talo  wob  new, 
WnrriorB  to  her  rcHcne  drew. 
East  and  west,  and  B«nth  and  nortb, 
i'rom  the  Liffy,  Thames,  and  Forth. 
Mont  have  Boiigbtin  >ain  the  glen. 
Tower  nor  coxtle  cuolil  they  ken; 
Nor  at  every  time  or  tide. 
Nor  by  every  eye,  de»cried. 
Fast  and  viuil  mnaC  be  borne, 
Uany  a  niBut  in  wutcbin);  worn, 
Ero  an  eye  of  mortal  powers 
Can  aiscem  tlioae  magic  towers. 
Of  the  pereevering  few, 
Some  frora  hopeless  tank  withdrew. 
When  they  read  the  diamnl  threat 
Graved  aimn  the  gloomy  gate. 
Few  havo  briived  the  ynwninR  door. 
And  those  few  retnm'd  no  more. 
In  the  liipso  of  time  fo^ot, 
Wellnigh  lost  is  Gj-netii'«  Inl ; 
Sound  her  sleep  ns  in  tiio  tomb, 
Till  waken'd  by  the  trump  of  doom." 


scorrs  poetical  h'ouxs. 


. „ .itIinKHnolftfaw, 

Incapable  of  doine  enght, 

Vet  ill  at  ease  witli  nonglit  to  do. 
Here  is  no  looger  place  for  me; 
for,  Lncf ,  thou  irouldet  blush  to  see 
Some  phantom  fushionabl;  thin. 
With  limb  of  lath  and  ieichterd 

And  lounging   gape,  or  sneering 

S'.aal  sudden  on  out  privac;. 
And  how  should  I,  ho  humbly  bom. 
Eudiiro  the  graceful  Bpcctre's  Rconi? 
F^th !  ill,  I  feat,   while   conjiuing 

Of  English  oak  is  bard  at  band. 

n. 

Or  grant  tbe  bour  be  aU  too  soon 
For  Htsaian  boot  anil  [lantaloon, 
.^n.l  grant  Ibts  lonnger  seldom  strays 
Beyond  tho  eniooth    and    gravell'd 

t<aacl  V'H  the   goda,   that   Fashion's 


Holds  hearts   of  i 


gnic 


But  theii  right  parnnioimt  assert 
To  limit  huT  by  peiUnt  art. 
Daiiiuilig  wbute'iT  of  va.^t  and  fair 
Exceeila  a  canvitsM  throe  fi-i-t  square. 
This  thicket,  for  their  ytuii-tioK  lit, 
May  fuinisb  suih  a  hn]ii>y  bii. 
Bards,  too,  are  hers,  wont  to  recite 
Their  own  sweet  hivs  bv  waieii  light. 
Half  in  the  Halvers  tingle  tlrown'd, 
Wbiiothe  eh.is.«^.Mtf  i;\i,\es  around; 
And  KUtli  may  hither  isecret  stray, 
To  labour  an  oitciniHjte: 
Or  sportsman,   with  his  boisterous 

hollo 
May  here  his  wiKot  spaniel  follow, 
Or  Btage-strufk  Juliet  may  presume 
Tocho.ise  thih  bower  for  tiring-room: 
And  wo  alike  mtlst  shun  regard. 


fVom    painter,    pUyer,    spoTtainan, 

Insects  that  skim  in  Fasfakm'a  aky. 
Wasp,  bine-bottle,  oiboUwfly, 
Lucy,  have  all  alanna  for  lu. 
For  ^1  can  hum  and  oil  oan  bn^ 

m. 

Bat  oh.  my  Lucy,  say  how  long 

We   still   must    dread    this   trifling 

throng. 
And  stoop  to  hide,  with  ooward  art. 
The  genuine  feelings  of  the  heut  I 
No   parents  thine  whose  jnst  oom- 

Shoold  rule  their  child's  obedient 

Thy  gnardians,  with  contending  Toioa, 
Press  each  his  indiiidoal  choice. 
And  which  is  Lnoy's? — Can  it  be 
That  puny  fop,  tnmm'd  cap-a-pee, 
^^'ho  love.i  in  the  saloon  to  show 
Tbe  anus  that  never  knew  a  foe; 
Whose  sabre  trails  along  the  gronnd. 
Whose   legs  in  shapeless  boots  are 

A  new  Achilles!  sure.— the  steel 
Fled  from  his  breast  to  fence  his  heel; 
One,  fur  the  simple  manly  grace 
That  wont  to  deck  our  martial  raoo. 
Who  comes  in  foreign  tiasbery 

Of  tinkling  chain  and  spur, 
A  walking  haberdashery. 
Of  feathers,  lace,  and  fur: 
In  Rowley's  antiquated  phrase. 
Horse-mi liiiiet  of  modem  daya? 
IV. 
Or  is  it  he,  the  wordy  jontb. 

So  early  troin'd  for  stateamon's 

Who  talks  of  honour,  &iUi,  utd 
Iiuth, 
As  themes   that  be  has  got  by 

Whose  ethics  Chesterfield  can  teaoh. 
Whose  logic  is  from  Single^peech; 
Who  scorns  the  meanest  thought  to 

Save  in  tbe  pbra«e  of  Parliament; 
Who,  in  a  taJe  of  cat  and  mouse, 
CiUls     "order,"   and    "diTide*  tlie 
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Who  "  cisveB  permisBJoli  to  reply," 
WlioM  "noble  friend  is  in  Mseje;" 
Whose   loTing    tender    some    nave 

redcon'd 
A  motion,  yon  shoiild  gladly  »tcond  f 

V. 
What,  neither  7   Con  there  be  t,  third. 
To  BDch  reaUUeBB  swains  preferr'd  ? — 
O  why,  my  Lacy,  turn  aside, 
With  that  qnick  glance  of  injured 

piide? 
Fo^ve  me,  loTe,  I  cannot  bear 
That  olter'd  and  resentful  air. 
Were  all  the  vealth  of  Bnssel  mine. 
And  all  the  rank  of  Howard's  line. 
All  woald  I  give  for  leave  to  dry 


From  Lncy  more  than  caTeles  j  smile ; 
Bnt  y«t  if  wealth  and  high  di-gree 
Give  gilded  cqantera  currency, 
Ifast  I  notfear,  when  rank  and  birth 
Btamp  the  pure  ore  of  genuine  worth? 
Nobles  there  are.  whose  martial  fires 
Rival  the  fame  that  raised  theiraires, 
And  patriots,  skill'd  throngh  storma 
of  fate 


Arthnr  most  tremble  and  he  dumb, 

Belf-eiiled  seek  some  distant  ahore, 
And  montn  till  life  and  grief  are  o'er. 

VI. 
What  night,  what  signal  of  alarm, 
That  Lncy  clings  to  Arthur's  arm? 
Or  is  it.  that  tbe  nigged  way 
Makes  Benuty  lean  on  lover's  stay  ? 
Uh,  no  1  for  on  the  vale  and  brake, 
Nor  sight  nor  sounds  of  danger  wake. 
And  this  trim  sward  of  velvet  green, 
Were  carpet  for  the  Fairy  Qneen. 
That  presHurc  alight  was  but  to  tell. 
That  Lucy  Iovks  her  Arthnr  well 
And  fain  would  banish  from  his  mind 
Bnspicioua  fear  ami  doubt  nnkind. 

vn. 

Bnt  wooldBt  (hon  bid  the  demons  fly 
Ijke  mist  before  the  dawning  sky, 
There  is  hut  one  resistless  spell- 


Say,  wilt  thoa  guess,  or  must  I  tell  ? 
'Twere  bard  to  name,   in   minstrel 

phrase, 
A  landaulet  and  four  blood-bsya, 
Bnt  bards  agree  this  wizard  bond 
Can  bnt  be  bound  in  Northern  land. 
'Tie  there— nay,  draw   not  back  thy 

Tis  there  this  Blender  finger  round 
Mnat  golden  amnlet  bo  bound. 
Which,    blesa'd   with  many  a  holy 

Can  change  to  rapture  lovers'  care, 
And  donbt  and  jealousy  shall  die. 
And  fears  give  place  tn  ecstasy. 

vnL 

t  me,  Lucy,  all  too  long 
thy  lover's  tale  and  song. 
O,  why  BO  silent  love,  I  pray  7 
Have  not  I  spoke  the  livelong  day? 
And  will  not  Lncy  deign  to  say 

One  word  her  friend  to  bless? 
1  ask  but  one^a  simple  sound. 
Within  three  little  letters  bound, 
O,  let  the  word  be  YES  ! 

CASTO  THIRD. 


Now,  t 


Loxa  loved,  long  woo'd,  and  lately 

Hy  life's  best  hope,  and  now  mine 

Dotb  not  this  rade  and  Alpine  glen 
Recall  oar  favourite  hannta  agen  ? 
A  wild  resemblance  we  can  trace. 
Though  reft  of  every  softer  grace. 
As   the   rough   warrior's  brow  may 

A  likeness  to  a  sister  fair. 

Full  well  advised  our  Highland  host, 

That   this   wild    pass   on    foot   be 


While  ronnd   Ben-Croach's 


lighty 


Wheel  tbe  alow  steeds  and  lingering 

cbaiae, 
Tbe   keen  old   carle,  with  Scottish 


1  and  moonbdns 


1  praised  hia  g 


ItM 


8C0TTS  FOKTWAL  WORSB. 


An  eyo  he  bcAre  far  nature's  fece. 
Ay,  and  for  woman's  lovely  grace. 
Even  in  such  mesn  d^ree  we  find 
Hie  snbtle  Scot'*  obserring  mind; 
For.  nor  the  ohariot  nor  the  tr»in 
Conld  gftpe  of  vulgar  wonder  gain, 
Dst  wlien  old  Allan  would  eiponnd 
Of  Beal-na-paiBh'  the  Celtic  soond. 
His  bonnet  dolTd,  and  bow.  applied 
HiH  legend  to  my  bonny  bride; 
Wbile  Lncy  blnsh'd  beneath  hia  eye, 
Conrteom  and  cautions,  ahrewd  and 
sly. 


Tarn  thee,  my  lore!  look  bock  once 


Like  objecti  in  n  morning  dream, 
Whnt  time  thi!  Hlntiibcrer  is  aware 
Ufl  alecpB,  and  ell  the  viiiion'ii  air : 
Even  fill,  on  yonder  liiiuid  lawn, 
In  hniii  of  bri^rlit  reflection  dmwn, 
Difttinct  the  shaMy  moon  tains  lie, 
DiBliuct  the  rooks,  distinct  the  skv; 
The  KDinuier  clouds  bo  pUiin  wc  note. 
That  we  might  count  each  dap[)lcd 

S|jiit : 
We  RBZP  nnd  we  admire,  yet  know 
The  W'lic  is  all  dchmivf  hUow. 
Sncb  dreams  of  hlixa  would  Arthnr 

draw, 
flTien  first  Lis  Lucv'h  form  he  wiw; 
Yi't  HighM  anil  fcioktnM  um  lie  drf  w, 
DeiijHiiriDg   they    could    v'lt  prov. 


The  fiijry  path  Ibnt  wo  i)arsnc, 
BisUut^iKli'd  hn'.  Iiy  gn-tuct  hue, 
W:U"M  round  the  |>ariile  bni'', 
■While  Alpine  Oowe.s  <•£  \iirit-d  dye 

For    uriic;  He—e,  ..r  t.i|ieKlry. 
•  J(«F^^(^pauft.  iqEn(rll>liitir  ViJpofil 


See  how  the  little  mnnela  lei^. 

In  threads  of  silTor,  down  the  Bt*ep, 

To  swell  the  biooUet'a  moan  '. 
Seems    that  the    HighUnd    Naiad 

^erea^ 
Faataatio     while    her     crown    she 

Of  rowan,  birch,  and  alder4eaTea, 

So  lovelv,  and  so  lone. 
There's  no  illnaion  there;  theae  flow- 
era. 
That  wailing  brook,  theae  loval  j  bow. 

Are,  IincTf,  all  onr  own; 
And,  since  thine  Arthnr  caQ'd  thee 

Such  aeems  the  proapeot  of  hia  life. 
A  lovely  path,  on-winding  rtill. 
By  gnrghns  brook  and  sloping  hill. 
"fa  true,  that  mortals  cannot  tell 
What  Miiits  tbem  in  the  distant  dell; 
But  bo  it  hap,  or  be  it  harm, 
Wa  tread  the  pathway  arm  in  arm. 

TV. 
And  now.  my  Lncy,  wot'st  thon  why 
I  could  thy  bidding  twice  deny. 
Whin  twice  yoo  pniy'd  Iwonldagain 
Itesimio  tlie  le^^ndary  strun 
Of  the  bold  knight  of  Triermain  ? 
At  length  yon  peevish  vow  yon  swore. 
That  you  would  sue  to  mo  no  more, 
Until  the  minstrel  fit  drew  near. 
And  made  me  prize  a  listening  ear. 
But,  loveliest,  when  tbou  Sret  didst 

Continuanceof  the  knightly  lay, 
W'aa  it  nut  on  the  hnppy  day 

Tliiit  miutc  thy  hand  mine  own  ? 
I  'When,  dizzied  with  mine  ecalaay, 
\  NovKjlit  jiitsl,  or  present,  or  to  be, 
j  Could  I  or  lhi[ik  on,  hear,  or  see, 
'  Siive,  Lucy,  thee  alone! 
A  giddy  draught  ni  j  raptnre  wu. 
As  evL'r  chemist's  magic  gas. 


'  .Vgiuu  the  summons  I  denied 
In  yon  fuir  ciiiiitjil  of  Clyde : 
My  Hnrp    or  let  me  FBther  choose 
Vhi-  giuid  old  cliuuic  form  -my  Hnae, 
(For  Hikrp's  an  over-scntched  phrase. 
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Worn  ont  by  Iwrda  of  m'>deiii  d&js,) 
ll7MiiM,than—Mldom  will  Hhe  wake, 
SavA  hj  dim  wood  and  ailent  lake; 
She  ii  the  wild  And  rustio  Moid, 
Whow  foot  nnundkll'd  lorea  to  tread 
Where  the  eoA  greensward  »  inlaid 
With  nried  moM  tmd  thTme; 
And,  lest  the  aimple  lil;-biaid, 
That  ooroneta  bar  templea,  fade. 
She   hidea   Iier   atill  in  greenwood 

To  meditate  her  rhyme. 
VI. 
And  now  ahe  cornea  1    The  mnrmar 

OfthewildbrookhathcaDgbtlier  car, 

The  glade  hatli  won  her  eye, 
She  longa  to  join  with  encb  blithe  rill 
That  dimcea  down  the  Highland  hill. 

Her  hlithpr  melnilj. 
And  now,  iny  Lacy'n  wu;  to  cheer. 
She  bida  Iten-Craach'ij  echoen  hear 
How  closed  tlia  tale,  my  love  wbilere 

Loved  for  ita  chivalry. 
Lilt  how  ahe  tells,  in  noteit  of  flame, 
"Child  Boland  to  tha  dork    tower 


CANTO  THIRD. 
I. 
mnnt  keep  the  Holil. 
gpeir-Adam's  ateudH  itinat  bide  in 
■tall. 
Of  Hartley-bnm  tlio  buwniin  bold 

Huat  only  ahoot  frutii  battled  wall; 
And  Liddesilale  may  backlti  hpur, 

And  Tcviot  now  niiiy  licit  thflmintl, 
Tamut  an<l  EweH  kcitp  iii(ilitly  st: 

And  EHkdiilo  foniy  CHiiiborlnlid. 

Of  woateil  flelils  anil  pliimlerpd  flockn 

The  JiorilfrcrM  bootlo'in  may  com- 

They  lack  tho  Hworcl  of  bmvc  de  Vaux, 
There  comes  no  uid  f«im   Tricr- 

That  lord,  on  bi^li  ndvi'nlnrc  boiind, 

Hath  wand<TM  forth  iil'Xie. 
And  day  and  night  kt'i.pH  walchriil 

In  the  valley  of  Suiiit  .lolm. 


The  moon  twelvi 

old. 

And  sboae  both  fair  and  full; 
High  in  the  vault  of  cloadlPMS  bloc^ 
O'er  Btreamlet.   dale,  and  rock,  she 

Her  light  compoaed  and  cool. 
Stretcb'd  on  the  brown  hill'a  heathy 

Sir  Boland  eyed  tha  vale; 
Chief  where,  distinguish'd  from  the 

Those  claatcring  rocka  nprear'd  their 

cre< 
The  dwelling  of  the  fair  distieM'd, 

As  told  grey  Lyulph'n  tale. 
Thus  as  ho  lay  tbo  hmp  of  night 
WnH  quivering  on  his  ormoar  brifjht, 

In  beams  that  roxo  anil  fell, 
And  danced  npon  his  buckler's  boaa. 
That  lay  bcsiilo  him  on  the  moaa, 

As  on  a  crystal  well. 
UI. 
Ever  he  watchM,  nod  oft  ho  dceiu'd, 
Wliilo  on  the  mound  the  moonlight 

It  allet'ii  to  hid  eyes; 
I'lkin  woulil  ho  ho]>o  the  rocks  'gan 
chnnge 
!  To  bnttri'ss'il  nallH  their  shapeless 
1  ronije, 

i  Fain      think,      by     tmnemntation 

e  saw  grey  turrets  rise, 
j-ui.    iicnri'ii    his    heart   with    hope 
throbhM  high, 
'  ISeforc  tha  wihl  ilJuxioiis  flv. 
Which  fancy  had  c< 


fond  dcci'ption  all. 
Such  as,  in  Kolitnry  li;tll, 

Uv^jnilcs  the  ninsing  eye, 
Whon,  gn/tng  on  tho  sinking  lire. 
Bulwark,  and  baltli'iiiL-nt,  and  spires 

In  the  red  gulf  wo  spy. 
For,  K<-pn  )>v  moon  of  middle  niahl^ 
Ur  liy  tlu!  Idiizc  of  noontide  bright. 
()r  by  the  dawn  uE  morning  Ught, 
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Or  evening' B  weatam  fl&me. 
In  every  tide,  at  every  hour. 
In  mist,  in  sunshine,  and  in  shower. 

The  rocks  Temain'd  the  same. 

IV. 

Oft    hM    he    trsxsed    the    charmed 

Oft    clinib'd    its    crest,    or  paced  it 

Yet  nothing  might  eipbre. 
Save  that  the  crags  bo  rudely  piled, 

At  ditttance  seen,  rI^spmb1Bnoe  wild 

To  a  rough  fortress  boie. 
Yet  still  bis  watch  the  Warrior  keeps. 
Feeds  hard  and  spare,  and  seldom 

Andtmuksbut  of  the  well; 
Ever  by  day  he  walks  the  hill. 
And  when  the  evening  cole  is  chill. 

He  seeks  a  rocky  cell, 
Like  hermit  poor  to  bid  his  bead. 
And  tell  his  Ave  anil  his  Creed, 
Invoking  ovcrj'  Rsinl  nt  need. 

For  aid  to  burst  his  spell. 
T. 
And  DOW  the  moon  her  orb  has  hid. 
And  dwindled  to  a  silver  thread, 

Dim  seen  in  middle  heaven. 
While  o'er  its  curve  catecrii^  fast. 
Before  the  fury  of  the  blast 

The  midnight  clouds  ara  driven. 
The  brooklet  nived,  for  on  the  hills. 
The  upland  showers  had  swoln  the 
rills. 

And  tlown  the  torrents  came: 
Mntter'd  the  dixtant  thunder  dread. 
And    frequent    o'tr    the    vale   was 

A  Klicct  of  lightning  floma. 
De  Vaux.  williin  his  mountain  cave, 
(No  butiiiin  step    the    storm   durst 

To  moody  ujeditation  gave 

Each  faculty  of  soul. 
Till,  lull'd  by  distant  torrent  sound, 
And   the   e;id  winds  that  whistled 

Upon    his     thoughts,     in    musing 

A  broken  tilomber  stole. 


VI 

Twas  than  was  heard  •  lie»T  Boond, 

(Sonnd,  strongs  tnd  feannl  than 

'Hongst  desert  hilla,  wb«re,  Uagnea 
aronnd. 
Dwelt  but  the  goioook    and  the 

As,  starting  from  his  oouoh  of  fern, 
Again  he  heard  in  chmgour  stem. 

That  deep  and  solemn  swell, — 
Twelve  times,  in  measured  tone.  It 

Like  soma  proud  minster's  pealiog 

Or  city's  'lanim-belL 
What    thought  was    Boland's    flrat 

when  fell. 
In  that  deep  wildBmess,  the  knell 

Upon  his  startled  ear  ? 
To  slander  warrior  were  I  loth. 
Yet  must  I  hold  my  minstrel  troth, — 

It  was  a  thought  of  fear. 

vn. 

But  hvely  was  the  mingled  thrill 
That  chased  that  momentary  chill, 

For  Love's  keen  wish  was  there. 
And  eager  Hope,  and  Valour  high. 
And  the  proud  clow  of  Chivalry, 

That  burn'd  to  do  and  dare- 
Forth   from    the    cave    the  Warrior 

Long  ere    the    mountain-voice  waa 

busb'd, 

That  answer'd  to  the  knell; 
For  longand  far  the  unwonted  sound, 
Fddying  in  echoes  ronnd  and  round, 

Was  toss'd  from  fcU  to  faU; 
,\nd  Gloramnra  answer  Sung, 
And  Grisdalc-pike  rcRponsiTe  rang. 
And   Lcgbert   heights  their  eohoM 
swung. 

As  far  as  Derwent's  dell. 

vni. 

Forth  upon  trackless  darkness  gu«d 
The  Knight,  bedeofen  d  and  amoced, 

Tdl  uU  -viea  hush'd  and  still, 
S.ive  tlie  hwnln  torrent's  solleu  roar, 
j  And  the  night-blast  that  wildly  borr 
Its  Gouiue  klong  th«  bilL 
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As  if  by  xugio  aA  controll'd, 
A  Biioh^  meteor  ■lowly  roll'd 

fb  oib  of  flery  red; 
Tbaa.  wonldat  Juit*  thought  aome  de- 

Chma  moimted  on  tlwfr  <nr  of  flie, 

Vo  do  Ilia  rarand  diead. 
Fkr  on  thedo^ng  TsUej't  coone, 
On  thiekat,  iMk,  and  wrrvat  home, 
SUngla  and  Soaav*  sad   Fall  and 
FV»nia,t 
AdoakyUditai 
-■  -"  TetaWc 


DeTaoz  lud  nudi'd  the  simbcams 


n  but  oiagk  at  isndom  finng, 

tbilL  o'er  the  biawling  tonent  bung, 

u  daaolation  frown'd. 
That  aaaa  he  by  that  meteor' B  Ioot?— 
A  bannai'd  Castle,  keep,  and  tower, 

Betniu  tha  Inrid  Rleem, 
mth  battled  walls  and  battreee  fast. 
And  boiUoanl  and  baUinm^  «ast. 
And  aiiy  flanking  towen  that  oaat, 

Thdi  ahadows  on  the  Htream. 
Tia  no  deceit  1— dietinotly  clear 


Those  oloomy  towers  upon  the  view, 

As  its  wild  light  withdraws 

X. 

Forth  from  the  cuTe  did  Roland  rush, 

O'er  crag  and  stream,  throngh  briel 

and  boah, 

Tet  far  he  hud  not  sped, 


Ere  Bun£  was  that  poitentoni  light 
Behind  the  hiUa,  and  atter  night 

Waa  on  the  Tslley  spread. 
He  paused  perforoe,  and  blew  his 

And,  on  the  monnt^n-eehoee  borne, 

Waa  heard  an  answering  sound, 
A  wild  and  lonely  tmmpet-note, — - 
In  middle  air  it  eeem'd  to  float 

High  o'er  the  battled  mound; 
And  Bonnde  were  heard,  as  when  a 

guard. 
Of  some  prond  oaatle,  holding  ward, 

Paoe  forth  their  nightly  ronnd. 
The  Talliant  Knight  of  Triennain 
Bung  forth  his  cliallenge-blaat  again. 

But  answer  came  there  none; 
And 'mid  the  mingledwiud  and  rain, 
I>arklii^[  he  sought  the  tsIb  in  vain. 

Until  the  dawning  shone; 
And  when  it  dawn'd,  that  wondroru 

sight. 
DiBtinctfy  foan  by  meteor  tight, 

It  all  hat]  paaa'd  away  I 
And  that  enchuited  tooimt  once  more 
A  pile  of  granite  fnigmenta  bore, 

Aa  at  the  close  of  day. 


Steel'd  tor  the  deed,  De  Vanz's  heart, 
Scom'd  from  his  vent'rons  quest  to 

He  walks  the  vate  once  more; 
But  only  seen,  by  night  or  day. 
That  Bhatter'd  pile  of  rooka  bo  grey, 

Heais  but  the  torrent's  rnar. 
Till  when,  through  hills  of   acore 

The  moon  ronew'd  her  silver  horn, 
Just  at  the  time  her  waning  ray 
Had  bided  in  the  dawning  day, 

Adown  the  vale  the  vapours  float. 
And  cloudy  nndulations  moat 
That  tufted  mound  of  mystic  note. 

As  round  its  base  they  close. 
ADd  higher  now  the  fleecy  tide 
Ascends  its  stem  and  sbaggy  tdde. 
Until  the  niry  billows  hide 


Its* 
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SIl 
The   breeze  came  softly  down  the 

And,  Bighing  as  it  blew, 
The  Teil  of  silver  mist  it  shook. 
And  to  De  Vam's  eager  look 

Kenew'd  that  woadroua  view. 
For,   though    the   loitering   vapour 

The  eeatle  breeze,  jet  oft  it  waved 

Its  mantle's  dew;  fold ; 
And  Btlll.   when   shook    that  film; 

screen, 
Wore  towers  and  bastions  dimly  seen. 
And  Gothic  battlements  between 

Their  gloomy  length  unroli'd. 
Speed,  speed.  De  Yaux,  era  on  thine 

eye 
Onco  morn  thn  fleetini;  vision  dio  ! 

— Tlie  gallant  knight  gan  speed 
Aa    prompt   and  light  as,  whpn   Ihn' 


Huth  I 

lint  ere  tho  moand  be  conUl  attain, 
The  rocks  their  shapelei;s  form  re 

gain. 
And,  mocIiinR  load  his  Inbonr  vniii, 

Tbe  mountain  spiritx  Inagh'd. 
Far  up  tbu  erboing  dell  was  borne 
Tlieir  wild  unearthly  shout  of  Hcom 

Xlll. 
Wroth  wai'd  the  Warrior.- -"  Am  : 

then 


Is  hannled  by  mnlicious  fay! 

Im  Tcienuaiu  berome  your  taunt, 

De  Vaux  your  scorn  ?    False  fiends. 


And  tlie  tough  shaft  of  heben  n 


a  Scottish  yore  imbruci 


Backward  his  stately  fonn  he  drew. 
And  at  tbe  rooks  the  wea[iou  threw, 
Just  where  one  crag's  proiiicted  crest 
Hung  proudly  balanced  oer  the  rest. 
Hurl  d  with  main  force,  the  weapon's 

Bent  a  huge  fragment  of  the  tock. 
If  by  mere  strungth,  'twere  hturd  to 

tell. 
Or  if  the  blow  dissolved  some  spell. 
But  down  the  headlong  miu  came, 
With  cloud  of  dust  and  flash  of  flame. 
Down  bank,  o'er  boab,  its  coarse  was 

Crush'd  lay  the  copse,  tbe  earth  was 

Till  Btaid  at  length,  the  rain  dread 
Cumber'd  the  torrent's  rocky  bed. 
And  bade  the  water's  high-swoln  tide 
Seek  other  passage  for  its  pride. 

XIV. 
When  ceased  that  thunder,  Trienntun 
Survey'd    the   mound's    rude  front 

aaain; 
And  lo  r  tbe  ruin  had  laid  bare. 
Hewn  in  tbe  stone,  a  winding  slAir, 
Whose  nioKs'cl   and  fractured  steps 

'  might  lend 
Tho  menus  tbe  summit  to  ascend ; 
AikI  by  whfiKe  aid  Ibe  brave  De  Vanx 
B<.-gHn  to  Bi'ale  IheRe  magic  rocks. 

And  Koon  a  jilatform  won. 
Where,  tlie  wild  witchery  to  close. 
Within  three  lances'  lengtharose 

TheCnHtleofKt.  John  I 
No  misty  phantom  of  the  air. 
No  lueteor-blazon'd  show  was  there; 
In  morning  splendour,  fnll  and  fidr, 

Tbe  u^assiva  fortress  shone. 
XV. 


Its  Ktreogth  had  brook'd  the  tan- 
pest's  roar. 
The  Et'utcbeon'd  emblems  whidt  it 
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Had  aaffer'd  no  decft;: 
Bnt  from  the  tttstem  btttwnient 
A  turret  had  mode  oheer  descent. 
And,  down  in  reoent  rain  rent, 

In  the  mid  torrent  ta;. 
Eba,  o'er  the  CtHtle's  brow  Bnblime, 
Insnlta  of  Tiolence  or  of  time 

Dnfelt  had  pasa'd  awaj. 
In  ■h^>«les8  chuactera  of  ^ore, 
The  gate  thla  stem  inaori  ptionboro  :— 
XVL 
InseripU/m. 
"Patience  vaits  the  destlaed  da;, 
Strenuth  can  clear  the  oQmber'd  waj. 
Warnor,  who  haat  waited  long, 
Finn  of  Bonl,  of  sinew  strong. 
It  is  given  tbee  to  gaze 
On  the  pile  of  ancient  dnja. 
Nerer  mortal  boililer'a  hand 
Thia  endoring  fabric  plann'd; 
Sign  and  tiga,  word  of  power. 
From  the  euthraiHcd  keep  and  tower. 
View  it  o'er,  and  pnce  it  ronnd, 
Bainpart,  tnnet,  battli^d  niound. 
Dare  no  more !    To  cmtia  tbe  guto 
Vereto  tamper  with  thjr  fate; 
Strength  and  fortitude  were  vain. 
View  it  o'er— and  torn  again." 

xvn. 

"That  wonld  I,"  Baid  the  Warrior 

bold, 
"  If  that  mj  frame  were  bent  and  old. 
And  my  thm  blood  dropp'd  slow  and 

ooia, 
As  icicle  in  tbaw: 
But  while  my  heart  con  tcnl  it  dance, 
BlitheasthE!Hparklingwin>!of  France. 
And  tbis  good  anu  wieldu  sword  or 

I  mork  these  words  of  awe  1" 
Heaaid;tbewickit  felt  the  swn; 

UfhJB  strong  biLnil.  and  straigbt  (jaTe 

And,  withmdocrftHh  and  jjuring  bmy, 

The  rusty  bolts  withdraw; 
But  o'er  the  threshold  am  he  Btrnile, 
And  forward  took  tho  viinlloil  road. 
An  unseen  arm,  with  fnrce  amain. 
The  ponderous  gate  flunRclosoai'iiin, 
And  rusted  bolt  and  bar 


Spontaneo 


I  took  their  place 


While  the  deep  arch  with  anllen  roar 

Betnm'd  their  anily  jar. 
"Now  clofied  is  the  gin  and  the  pray 

By  the  rood  o(  I^nercost  I 

But  he  that  would  win  the  vor-wolf  s 

May  rue  him  of  hit  boaat." 
Tbns  mntterina.  on  the  Warrior  went. 
By  dubious  light  down  deep  descent. 

xvin, 

TJnbarr'd,  unlock'd,  nnwatcb'd,  aport 
Led  to  the  Castle's  outer  court: 
There  the  main  fortress,  brood  and 

toll, 
Spread  its  long  range  of  bowei  and 
hall. 

And  towara  of  TarJod  size, 
Wrottchtwitheachoraamenteitraaie, 
That  Gothic  art,  in  wiliest  dream 

Of  fauKy,  could  devise; 
But  full  between  the  Warrior's  way 
And  the  main  portal  arch,  there  lay 

Nor  bridge  nor  boat 
Affords  l>e  Vaui  the  means  to  cross 
The  clear,  profound,  and  silent  foue. 
HiH  anus  oHido  in  haste  ha  flings, 
CiiiniHs  of  steel  and  hauberk  nnga. 
And  down  falls  helm,  and  down  the 

shield. 
Rough  with  the  dints  of  manyaflald. 
Fair  was  his  manly  form,  and  fair 
Hia  keen  dork  eye,  and  close  cnri'd 

When,  all  unarm'd,   save   that  the 

Of  well-proved  uetal  graced  his  band. 
With  nought  to  fence  his  dauntless 

liut  the  close  gipon's  '  under-vest. 
Whose  sullied  buS  the  sable  stains 
Of  hauberk  and  of  mail  retains, — 
Itoland  l)e  Vaui  upon  the  brim 
Of  the  broad  moat  stood  prampt  to 


aCOTT'S  POETICAL   WOSES. 


XIS. 
Accoutred  thus  he  dared  th«  tide. 
And  soon  he  resch'd  the  farther  side, 

And  enter'd  soon  the  Hold, 
And    paced  a  hall,  whose   walls  go 

Were  blaion'd  all  with  feata  of  pride, 

fir  wftniora  done  of  old. 
In  middle  lists  they  oonnter'd  here, 

While  trumpets  seem'd  to  blow ; 
And  there,  in  den  or  desert  drear, 

The;  qaeli'd  giRantic  foe. 
Braved  the  fierce  griffon  in  his  ire. 
Or  faced  the  dragon's  breath  of  fire. 
Strange  in  theii  arms,  and  strange 

in  face. 
Heroes  the;  seeto'd  of  ancient  race, 
Whoite  deeds  of  arms,  and  noe,  and 

Forgotten  long  by  lat^r  fnme, 

Were  here  depictod,  to  appal 
Those  of  an  age  det-poerate, 
Whose  bold  intruaiun  braved  their 

fate, 
In  llila  enuhaDl«d  hull. 
For  souie  nhort  space  the  ventnrons 

knight 
With    these    high  marvels   fed   his 

sight, 
Then  songht  the  chamber's   upper 

Where  three  broad  easy  steps  ascend 

To  an  arch'd  portal  door. 
In   whose  broad    folding   leaves   of 

Was  fiomed  a  wicket  window-grate. 


XX.  1 

O,  for  his  arms  t  Of  tnartiol  weed  I 
Had  never  niortnl  Kniglit  such  need  I ' 
Ho  spied  a  stati;ly  gallery :  nil  I 

Of  snow-whilu  marble  wiis  the  widl,  ' 
The  v:uilting,  and  tho  Qckii:  , 

And,     contrast    stlai^e,    on    fithi;r 

There  stood  nrraj'd  in  sable  band  ! 

Four  Maids  whom  Afric  bore;  i 

And  each  a  Libyan  tiger  led,  | 

Held  by  as  bright  and  frail  a  thread  j 


As  Lncy's  golden  hair, — 
For  the  leaah  that  bound  Uiaae  mou 
sters  dread 

Waa  bnt  of  eoesamer. 
Eaob  Maiden's  wort  barhario  vest 
Ijeft  all  nn closed  the  knee  and  breast 

And  ■'    " 
White  was  their  v 

fold. 
On  arms  and  anklea  rings  of  gold 

In  savage  pomp  were  set; 
A  qniver  on  their  ahonlders  lay. 
And  in  their  hand  an  assagay. 
Snch  and  so  silent  stood  they  there 

That  Boland  wellnigh  hoped 
He  saw  a  band  of  atataes  rare, 
Station'd  the  gazer's  sotil  to  sore  ; 

But  when  the  wicket  oped. 
Each  grisly  beast  'gan  upward  dtaw, 
Koll'd  bis  grim  eye,  and  spread  hia 

Scented  the  air,  and  licked  his  jaw; 
While  those  weird  maids,  in  Mooriah 

A  wild  and  dismal  warning  snng. 

XXI 
' '  Bash  Adventurer,  bear  thee  back  I 

Dread  the  spell  of  Dahomay  ! 
Fenr  the  race  of  Zabarak,* 

Daughters  of  the  burning  day  I 

"When  the   whirlwind's  gnsta   are 
wheeling. 

Onrs  it  is  the  dance  to  braid; 
Zarah'a  Bnnils  in  pillars  reeling. 

Join  the  meiutore  that  we  tread. 
When  the   Moon   has    donn'd    hei 

And  the  stars  are  red  to  see. 
Shrill  when  pipes  the  aod  Biroo, 

Mnnic  meet  for  snch  as  we. 
"  ^Vhere  the  shnttcr'd  eolumna  lie, 

(Showing  Cnrthsge  once  had  been. 
If  the  wandering  Uanton's  eje 

Our  urateriona  rites  hath  seen,— 
Oft  he  co'na  the  prayer  of  death. 

To  the  nations  pteachea  doom, 
'Azrael's  brand  hath  let t  the  sheatll  I 

Moslems,  think  upon  the  tomb  T 
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"  Onis  the  soorpion.  onrs  tba  snake, 

Outb  the  hjdin  of  the  feu, 
Odib  the  tiger  of  tba  bmke, 

AU  that  plague  the  sona  of  men. 
Oim  the  tempest's  midnight  wrack, 

Peitilence  that  wastes  bj  day — 
Dnad  the  lace  of  Zabarak ! 

Fear  the  spell  of  Dahomay  1" 
TTIT. 
Unoonth    and    strange   the  accents 
shrill 

Bung  those  Tanlted  roofa  among, 
Long  it  was  ere,  faint  and  still. 

Died  the  far  resounding  son^. 
Whileyet  the  distant  echoes  roll. 
The  WairioT  oommtmed    with    hia 

"  When  fiist  I  took  this  Tentnrons 

quest, 

1  swore  npon  the  rood, 
Neithei  to  stop,  nnr  torn,  nor  rest. 

For  evil  or  for  good. 
My  forward  path  too  welt  I  ween. 
Lies  yonder  fearfo]  rnnka  between  ! 
For  man  unarm 'd,  'tis  buotlr 


His  grialy  brethren  ramp'd  and  jell'd. 
But  the  slight  leash  their  r^e  with* 

held, 
^Vhilst.'twbct  their  tanks,  tbedanger- 

Finuly.  tbongh  swift,  the  champion 

strode. 
Safe  to  the  gallery's  bonnd  he  drew. 

Safe  psKs'd  an  open  portal  through; 
'  ~-  -*  when  aifninHt  parsait  he  flung 
gnte,  judge  if  tbe  echoes  rung  1 
Onward  bia  during  conrae  be  bore, 
'While,  mjx'd  with  dying  growl  uid 

Wild  jubilee  and  lond  hurra 
Pursued  him  on  his  Tentnroos  way. 
XSIV. 
Hurra,  hurra  !    Our  watch  ia  done  I 

■We  hail  once  mora  tlie  tropic  sun. 
Pallid  beama  of  .wrthern  day, 
Farewell,  fiLre-vell  I    Hurra,  bnrral 

File  hundred  years  o'er  this  cold 


copo- 


Yet,  if  i  turn,  what  waits  me  there. 
Save  famine  dire  and  fi'l)  despair  ? — 
Other  conclusion  let  me  try. 
Since,  choose  howe'er  I  li»t,  I  die. 
Forward,    lies    faith   and    knightly 

Behind,  are  perjury  and  shame. 
In  life  or  death  I  hold  my  word  !" 
With  that  be  drew  bis  trnaty  aword. 
Caught   down  a  banner   from    the 

wall. 
And  enter'd  thns  tba  fearful  baU. 

TTXITT. 
On  high  eseb  way  ward  Maiden  threw 
Her  swarthy  arm,  with  wild  halloo  1 
On  either  side  a  tiger  aprung   - 
Asainat  tbe  leftwanl  foe  he  flung 
The  ready  banner,  to  eaijaye 
With  tangling  folds  tlio  brutal  mge  : 
The  right- band  monster  m  mid  air 
He  atmok  so  flcrcelr  and  ho  fair, 
Through  gullet  and  tbroujjh  spinal 

The   trenchant    blade    bad  sbeerly 
gone. 


Hatb  the  pJ= 

Foot  of  uian.  till  now,  hath  „_ . 
Dared  to  i  roas  tbe  Hall  of  Fear, 


come  round  agen; 
low,  hath  ne'er 
I  Pnll  of  Fear. 

Hcrior  I    thou,   whoso    dauntless 

es  us  from  our  ward  to  part, 
ue  0.4  strong  in  future  trial, 
Where  raaistance  is  denial. 

"Now  for  Afric's  glowing  sky, 
Zweuga  wide  and  Atlas  high, 

Zabarak  and  Dahomay  I 

Mount  (be  winda  I    Hnrres  hurra  T 

XXV. 
The  wizard  song  at  distance  died. 

As  if  in  etber  bomoaatray. 
While  through  waste  halls  and  cham- 
bers wide 

Tbe   Enight  pursued  his    steady 

Till  to  a' lofty  dome  bo  came, 


As  if  the  wealth  of  alt  tbe  world 
M'era  ther-)  in  rit-b  contusion  burl'd. 
For  here  tbe  gold,  in  sandy  heaps. 
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With  duller  earth,  incorpotste,  sleeps; 
Was  there  in  ingola  piled,  sn^  there 
Coio'dbodgeof  emperor  it  bore; 
Tondei,  hofje  burs  of  Bilier  lay, 
Dimm'if  bythediamond'sneigbboiu- 

ingray, 
Ziike  the  pale  moon  in  momiug  day; 
And  in  the  midst  four  Mai  dens  stand. 
The  dangbtera  of  soma  distant  land. 
Tbeir  bne  ifob  of  the  dark-red  d;e, 
That  fringes  oft  a  thnnder  sky; 
Their  hands  palmetto  baakets  bare, 
And  cotton  filletH  bound  their  hair; 
Slim  vas  their  form,  their  mien  vbb 

To  earth  tbey  bent  the  humbled  eye. 
Folded   their   arms,   and   Eupplianl 

And  thus  their   proffer'd   gifts  re- 


«l'd. 


5CXVI. 


Portion  meet  fur  Artbi 

Bathe  in  Wealth's  imboonded  Ktrenm, 

Wealth    that    Avarice    ne'er    could 


■'  Soo  these  clots  ot  virgin  gold 
Sevcr'd  from  the  sparry  mould. 
Nature's  mystic  alchemy 
In  the  mine  thus  b»<1e  th< 
And  their  Orient  smile  en 
Kings  to  stoop,  anil  baint 


lie; 


"See  these  pearls,  that  long  have 

These  were  tenrB  by  Naiads  wept 
For  tiie  loss  of  Mariuel. 
Tritons  in  the  silver  shell 
Treasured  them,  till  hard  and  white 
As  the  teeth  of  Amphitrite." — 

■'Docs  a  livelier  hue  delight? 
Here  are  rabies  blazing  bright, 
Hero  the  emerald's  fairy  green, 
And  the  topaz  glova  between; 
Here  tbeir  varied  hues  unite, 
Xn  the  changeTol  cbrysohte." — 


' '  Leave  these  gams  of  jioorer  shine, 
Leave  them  all  and  look  on  mine  1 
While  theirgloriea  I  expand, 
Shade  thine  eyebrova  with  thy  hand. 
Mid-day  eun  and  diamond's  blaie 
Blind  the  raah  beholder's  gaxe." — 

"Warrior,  seize  the  splendid  store; 
Would  'twere  all  our  mnontains  bore  I 
We  should  ne'er  in  future  story, 
F.ead,  Peru,  thy  perish'd  ghiry  !" 

XXVIL 
Calmly  and  nnconcem'd,  the  Knight 
Waved  aside  the  treasures  bright:— 
"Oentle  Mtudens,  rise,  I  pray  I 
Bar  not  thus  my  destined  way. 
Let  these  boasted  brilliant  toys 
Biaid  the  hair  of  girls  and  boys) 
I'id  your  streams  of  gold  expand 
O'er  proud  London's  Ihintty  land. 
De  Vuui  of  wealth  saw  never  need. 
Save  to  purvey  him  arms  and  Bleed, 
And  all  the  ore  he  ilei^n'd  to  hoard 
Inlays  his  helm,  nnd  hiUs  bis  sword." 
Thus  gently  psrting  from  their  hold, 
He  left,  unmoved,  the  dome  of  gold. 

xxvm. 

And  DOW  the  morning  sun  was  high, 
De  Vuni  was  weary,  faint,  and  dry; 
M'hen,  lo !  tt  plashing  soond  he  hears, 
A  gladsome  signal  that  he  nears 

Soma  frolic  water-run; 
And  soon  be  reacb'd   a  conrt-yard 

square, 
Where,  dancing  in  the  sultry  air, 
ToBs'd  high  aloft,  n  fountain  fair 

Was  sparkling  in  the  son. 
On  right  and  left,  a  fair  arcade. 
In  long  peisp*etivo  view  diaplay'd 
Alleys  and  bowers,  for  snn  or  shade; 

jtiil.  fnll  in  fron;,  a  door, 
Low-brow'd  and  dark,  seeui'd  aa  it 

led 
To  the  lone  dwelling  of  the  dead. 

Whose  memory  was  no  more. 

XXIX. 

Here  stopp  J  De  Vanx  an  instant's 

space. 
To  bntbe  his  parched  lips  and  &M, 
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And   muk'd   witk   well-pleased 
eye, 

Befrac^ted  on  the  fonntain  itteami 
In  rainbow  hues  the  dnzzling  beam 

Of  th.'kt  gay  summer  skj. 
Bia  Bensea  felt  a  mild  control, 
■Xllie  tbat  vliich  Inlla  tbe  wear;  sonl, 
From  coDtemplatiiia  high 
'    ing,  when  the  eat  receives 
onma  that  the  greenwood  leaves 
Make  bi  the  breezes'  sigh. 
XXX. 
d  oft  in  Buch  a  dreamy  mood, 
The  half-shnt  eye  con  frame 
TUr  npparitions  in  the  wood 
As  if  the  nyiupliH  of  field  nnd  Sood 

In  gny  pmBBSsion  came, 
Arethesoot  sneh  fimlatitic  mould, 
Seon  distant  down  the  fair  ar- 

These  MsldH  enlink'd  in  Bister-fnld, 
Who,  laU)   at    bashful   distauut' 

Now  tripping  from   tho   grccin- 
wooil  eUade. 
f  Vearer  the  mueing  champion  draw, 
V  And,  in  a.  [laiue  ofseeiuing  bwe, 

■      nKtiind  doubtful  now? - 


[  That  s. 

0  yonrs  to  toll  na  liow." 
I   !n>eir  hne  van  of  the  Rolden  glow 
r  That  BODS  of  Candnhnr  beatow, 
[  O'er  which  in  slight  effnuon  (lows 
[  Afreqaeottingeof  paly  rot,e; 
^  Their  limbs  vere  ^shion'd  fair  and 

In  noture's  jnatest  symmetry ; 
And.    wreathed  with  flowera,   with 

odours  graced. 
Their    nLven   ringlets    reoch'd    the 

In  eoatern  pomp.  itH  gilding  pale 
The  bennnli  K>nt  e<ich  shapely  nait, 
And  the  dnrli  xrunah  gave  the  eye 
Uoro  Lquid  aiid  uiorc  lustroa^  dye. 
The  Kpotleas  veil  of  misty  Liwn, 
In  Btadied  disarnuiRement.  drawn 

The  form  nnd  bosom  o'er. 
To  win  the  eye,  or  tampt  the  touch. 


For  modesty  ehow'd  all  too  much — 
Too  mnoh— yet  promised  «   " 
XXXl 
"Oentle  Enlght,  a  while  delay," 
Thus  thpy  snng,   ■' thy  toilaoraow 
While  we  pay  the  dn^  dae 
To  our  Master  and  to  yon. 
Over  Avarice,  over  Fear, 
LoTB  triamphaut  led  then  here; 
Warrior,  list  to  u'',  (or  we 
Are  aluves  to  lave,   ace  triends  to 

Though  no  tieaenred  aema  have  we. 
To  pciifTer  on  the  bended  knee. 
Though  wa  ban»t  nor  arm  nor  h«n 
For  the  wmagay  or  dart, 
Swains  allow  each  aiin pie  girl 
Rnb^llpand  teeth  of  peorU 
Or,  if  daugera  more  jon  priM, 
Fhitlereie  find  them  in  out  ey«i. 


thy  locks  with  flowM., 
Ipmiul  tha  feofit  and  fill  the  wine, 
)harm  tliy  car  with  nonndB  diviiu^  I 
Weave  our  dimcoa  till  delight  ^ 

Yield  to  languor,  day  to  nighL 


Hing  the  lays  that  bwt  yon 
Soft  thy  moHKV  con.'b  shall  Bpreiid,   | 
WaleU  thy  pillow,  j.rop  thy  head. 
Till  tho  weory  night  be  o'er  - 
Gentle  Warrior,  wouldst  thnu  moii. 
Wouldst  thou  more,  fair  Warrior,— 

Is  slave  to  Love,  and  slave  to  thea,"  ', 

XIXII. 
O,  do  not  bold  it  for  n  nriue 
In  the  bold  hero  of  my  rhyme. 

For  Stoic  look. 

And  meet  rebnke. 
He  Inck'd  the  heiirtur  time: 

rid  the  hand  of  xirens  trie 


3M 
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"  Kind    Maids,"  he   uii, 

adieu  I 

H;  fate,  mj  fortoue,  forvard  Uee." 
Be  said,  and  -vaniali'd  from  their 

eyes; 
But,  as  he  dared  that  darkBome  way. 
Still  heard  behind  their  lorelylay:— 


Oo,  where  Virtne 

•XTiyTTT. 

Doimirard  De  Vanx  tbrongh  dark- 
Bome  wars 
And  min'd  TBolte  has  gone. 
Till  isBua  from  their  vilder'd  maie, 

Or  safe  retreat,  Beeni'd  none.- — 

And  e'en  the  dismal  path  be  etrays 

Grew  woreo  aa  ha  went  on. 

For  cht^erful  khq.  foi  living 

Foul    vapours    rise    and   mine-firea 

glare, 
nliose    fparfnl    light    the    dangers 

That  doiw'd  him   on  that  dreadfal 

Deep  pitE,  and  lakes  of  waters  dtm. 
They  show'd,  hnt  show'd  aot  how  to 

These  xcenea  of  desotate  deBpaii . 
These  smothering  clnnils  of  poisou'd 

How  glailly  had  De  Tnu  eichanged. 
Though   'twere  to  face    yon   tigers 
ranged! 

Kay.  boothfnl  bards  have  said 
So  peruons  bis  st4ite  seem'd  now. 
He  wish'd  him  under  aibonr  bongh 

With  Asia's  willing  maid. 
When,  joyful  soond !  at  distance  ueai 
A  trumpet  flonrishM  loud  and  clear. 
And  as  it  ceased,  a  lofty  lay 
Seem'd  thus  Ui  chide  his  lagging  way. 

XXXIV. 

"Son  of  Honour,  theme  Of  story, 
Think  on  the  reward  before  ye ! 
Danger,  darkness,  toil  despise; 
Tis  Ambition  liida  thee  rise. 


'  He  that  wonld  her  heights  ai 


Thus  Ambition's 

"L^  not  now,  though  roagh  the 


It  ceaaed.     Advancing  on  the  sonnd, 
A  steep  ascent  the  wanderer  found. 

And  then  a  turret  stair: 
Nor  climb'd  he  far  its  steep;  round 

Till  fresher  blew  the  air, 
And  next  a  welcome   glimpee  was 

given, 
That  cheer'd  him  with  the  light  of 

At  length  his  toil  bad  won 
A  lofty  hall  with  trophies  dress'd, 
^Vlierc,  as  to  greet  imperial  guest. 
Four  Maidens  stood,  whose  "~" 


Was  bound  with  golden  zone. 
SXXV. 
Of  Europe  seem'd  tbe  damsela  all; 
The  first  a  nymph  of  lively  Gaul, 
Whose  easy  step  and  lauahing  eye 
Her  borrow'd  air  of  awe  belie; 

Tbe  next  a  moid  of  Sp^n, 
Dark-eyed,   dork-bair'd,   sedate,   yet 

bold; 
White  ivory  skin  and  treaa  of  gold. 
Her  shy  and  bashful  comrade  told 

For  daughter  of  Almatne. 
These  maidens  bore  a  royal  robe, 
With  crown,  with  sceptre,  and  with 

Emblems  of  empcry; 
The   fourth  a  space    behind   them 

And  leant  upon  a  harp,  in  mood 

Of  minstrel  ecstasy. 
Of  merry  En^ond  she,  in  dresa 
Like  ancient  British  Druidess. 
Her  hair  an  azure  fiKet  bound, 
Hergracef  □  1  vestureswept  the  gionnd, 

And,  in  her  hand  ^play^d. 
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^^a«nl(li;l  ttiut  tourth  Miudeo  lioM, 
t  nnadoni'il  witb  gems  and  gold, 

or  glossy  laurel  maAe, 
XXXVl. 

anoe  to   bra-re   Do   Vboi    knelt 

These  foremoHt  Maidens  three, 
md    [iroffer'd    accptre,    robe.    luid 

lAegtdnm  nnd  Reigootie, 
O'er  manj  a  region  wi'lcr  nnd  fnir, 
Destined,   they    aoid.    fnr   Arthnr's 

Bnt  bomoge  would  he  none: 
"Bather,"  he  said,  "De  Vaiix  would 

ride, 
A  Warden  of  the  Border-side. 
In  plate  nnd  miil,  than,  robed   in 

A  monarch'ii  erapire  own: 
t  Bather,  for  rather,  would  he  be 
I   A&ee-bom  knight  «f  Englnnd  free, 
Thon  sit  on  Deflpofs  throne." 
DO  pBBs'd  he  on,  when  that  fonrth 
Maid, 
Ab  Blarting  from  a  trance. 
Upon  the  harp  her  tlneers  laid ; 
Her  mftgio  tonch  the  chords  obey'd. 
Their  soal  awaked  at  onee  I 


"Qoaka  to  j-onr fnnndntiona  deep, 
Stately  Towers,  and  Bonner'd  Keep, 
Bid  Tonr  Taolted  echoes  moan, 
Aa  the  dreaded  step  the;  own. 
"  Fiends,    that  wait   on    Merlin'a 

epell. 
Hear  the  foot-fnll  I  mark  it  well ! 
Bpread  yonr  dnnky  wings  abroad. 
Bonne  yeforyonr  houiewnrd  road! 

"  It  la  Uta,  the  first  who  e'er 
Dared  the  diurnal  IIoll  nrFeor; 
Hni,  who  hath  the  snorts  defied 
Bpread   by  Pleoaote,  Wealth,  and 

Pride. 
"  Qnake  to  your  foundntlonH  de«p, 
Bastion  hoge,  and  Tnrret  utrep  I 
Tremble,  Keep  1  and  totter.  Tower ! 
Thisis  GynetD'a  waking  tuinr." 


xxxvn. 

Thna  while  she  ann^,  the  v 

Knight 
Has  roaoh'd  a  bower,  whent  n 

light 

Throngh  crinaon  cnrtaina  itH 
Such  aoncn'd  abode  the  hill  reo«iT 
Her  pnrple  veil  wben  twilight  lea 

Upon  ita  western  swell. 
That  bower,  the  gatcr  to  bcwit«h, 
Hath  wondrous  store  of  nro  aaC  ~'' 

As  e'er  was  aeen  with  eye; 
Forthereby  mnuicBkill,  I  wis, 
Form  of  sneb  thing  thnt  living  is 

Was  limn'd  in  proper  dye. 
All  aeem'd  to  sleep  —the  timid  hi 
On  form,  the  Rta^  npon  hialair, 
The  eagle  in  her  eyric  foir 

Between  tbe  earth  and  sky, 
Bnt  wbut  of  pictnred  rich  and  rare 
Couid  win    De    Vsux'a    eyc-glanee, 

Deep  slnmbering  in  the  fatal  obair. 

Ha  saw  Ring  ArUinr's  childl 
Doubt,  and  anger,  and  dismay, 
From  her  brow  bod  poas'd  away,    I 
Foruot  won  that  fell  tonmey'day,  \ 

For,  as  she  Hlept,  she  smiled: ' 
rt  seem'd,  that  the  repentant  SaeC 
Her  slceri  of  man  v  a  hundred  veal 

Witt  gontlo  dreams  beguiled. 
XSXVUI. 
That  form  of  maiden  loveliness, 

'Twiit     childhood     ond    'twixt 

That  ivory  choir,  that  Bilvan  dreee. 
The  nr.iiH  and  imkles  bare,  express 

Of  Ljulph's  Ule  the  Unth. 
Still  upon  ber  garment's  hem 
Vnnon't  blood  nioile  porpla  gem, 
And  tbe  warder  uf  command 
Cuiubor'd  Htlll  hxr  nleeping  bund; 
Mill  \i«z  (lark  lotikn  dinbevel'd  flow 
of  penrl  o'er  breast  of  snow ; 
irtbo  slnmberer  aeema, 
Tbnt  De  Vonx  impooch'd  hia  dreouta, 
Vupiii  aU  nnd  void  of  might, 
Uiding  hal(  hi^  cbarniB  m>m  aight. 
Dlotionleui  o  whUo  lie  stands, 
Foldn  bis  arms  nnd  clasps  hiu 
Trembling  in  hi»  aUiil  Joy, 
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Doubtful  how  he  ■bonld  d«Btn>7 

IrDnD-endnnng  apell; 
Donbtfol,  too,  when  alowlv  rise 
Datk-fringed  lids  of  Gyneui'B  ejta, 

Whftt  these  ejes  ahall  tell— 
"  8L  Oeoise  1  SL  Mmj  t  cui  it  be. 
That  the;  wiU  kindly  took  on  me  P 

XXXH. 
Gently,  lo  ]  the  Warrior  kneels. 
Soft  that  loTslj  hand  he  steals. 
Soft  U)  kiss,  and  soft  to  clasp  — 
Bnt  the  warder  leaTee  her  grasp; 

''  '  '  '    '  ig  flssbes,  rolls  the  tlran- 


Ojneth  startles  from  her  sleep. 
Totters  Tower,  and  trembles  Keep, 

ItTirst  the  Costle-wallB  asonder  I 
Fierce  and  frequent  were  the  shocks,— 

Mete  the  magic  halla  away; 

Bnt  beneath  their  mystic  rocks, 

In  tLo  arma  of  bold  De  \  am, 

Siife  tlie  PrinccBS  lay; 
Safe  nnd  free  from  magic  power, 
BliuliiD){  like  the  rose's  flower 

Opening  to  the  day; 
And    round  the  Champion's  brows 

The  crown  tliatDmidess  hod  wound, 
Of  the  green  lanrel-bay. 

And  tuis  was  what  remain 'd  ol  all 

The  wealth  of  each  enchanted  hall, 
The  Oarland  and  the  Dame: 

Bnt  where  shoold  Warrior  aeek  the 


And  to  reqairo  of  bard 
Tbt;  to  his  dregnthe  tale  shonld  mn, 

W.-ro  ordiuance  too  hard. 
niir  L>v>':H,  briedy  be  it  said. 
^■■«.ld "  1  rtJ  losers  wont  to  wed, 

iVhtu  tale  or  play  is  o'er, 
liv^.l  long  and  blest,  loved  fond  and 


The  honoora  that  they  bore. 
Enow,   too,    that   when    a   pilgrim 

BtntTS, 
In  morning  mist  or  evening  maze. 

Along  the  monntoin  lone. 
That  fairy  fortress  often  mocks 
His  gaze  npoQ  the  castled  locks 
or  the  Valley  of  St.  John  ; 
But  never  man  since  brave  De  Taux 

The  charmed  portal  won. 
'TIS  DOW  a  vain  illusive  ahow. 
That  melts  whene'er  the  sunbeams 
glow 
Or  the  fresh  breeze  bath  blown. 


The  whiles,  np-gszing  still, 
Onr  menials  eye  oar  sleepy  way, 
MartelUng,   perchance,   what   wind 

Oar  steps,  when  eve  is  Htuking  grey, 

On  this  gigantic  bill. 
So  think  tbe  vulgar— Life  and  time 
tting  all  their  joys  in  one  diUl  chime 

Of  lainry  and  ease  ; 
And,  0 1  beside  these  simple  knaves, 
How  many  better  bom  are  slaves 

To  such  coarse  ji>y9  as  these,^ 
Deed  to  the  nobler  sense  that  glows 
When  Nature's  grander  scenes  nn- 

But,  Luuy,  we  will  love  tbem  yet, 
Tbe  mountain's  misty  coronet. 

The  greenwood,  and  the  wold  ; 
And  love  the  more,  that  of  their  maze 
AdTantnre  high  of  other  days 

B^  ancient  bards  is  told, 
Bringing,   perchance,  like  my  poor 

Some  moriil  truth  in  fiction's  veil: 
Nor  love  them  less,  that  o'er  the  hill 

chill  ;- 

My  lovo  shall  wrap  her  warm. 
And.  fearless  of  the  slippery  way. 
While  safe  sbs  trips  tbe  heathy  bra^ 

Shall  bang  on  Arthnr's  ana. 


r 


i 
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CANTO  FIB8T. 
Adtcmk  departs— but  bIIII  his  man- 

Ue'B  fold 
Bests  on  tbe  groTes  of  noble  Som- 

Beneatb  aebrDndofmBaet  dropp'd 

with  gold 
Tweed  and  bia  tribataries  mingle 

Hoarser   the   wind,     and    deeper 

Bounds  the  nil, 
Tet  lingering  not«s  of  silvan  mnsio 

The  deep-toned  cnshat,   and  the 

red-breast  shrill ; 
And  jet   some  tints  of    summer 

BplendoQT  tell 
Wben  tne  broad  son  sinka  down 

Ettridi's  irestem  fell. 
Aatnmn  departs—from  Gala's  fields 


Come  mral  aoiiBiis 

bnnliH  to  cheer; 
Blent   with  the  stres 

that  waftH  it  o'er. 
No  morethedistant  reaper's  mirth 

The  last  blithe  shoat  hath  died 

And  murest-home  hath  hosh'd  the 

clanging  vain. 
On  the  waste  hilt  no  forms  of  life 

appear. 
Save  where,  Bfiil  laggard  of  the  au- 

Some  ajje-Mtmck  WRnderet  gleana  tew 
earn  of  scatter' d  grain- 
Deem 'st  thou  theFS  sailden'd  scenes 

have  pleasure  still. 
LoveKt    thoQ   through   Antnmn'c 
fading  realms  to  stray, 


ir  kindred 

,  and  gale 


To  eee  the  heath-Sower  wiUieT'd 

on  the  hill, 
To  listen  to  the  wood's  expiring  lay. 
To  note  the  ted  leaf  shivering  on 

the  spiny, 
To  mark  the  last  bright  tints  tho 


On  the  waste  fields  to   trace  the 

gleaner's  way, 
And  moralize  on  mortal  joy  and 


No '.  do  not  Bcom,  althoagh   its 

hoarser  note 
Scarce  with  the   cushat's  homely 

Though  faint  its  beanties  as  the 
tints  remote 

That  gleam  through  mist  in  Au- 
tumn's evening  sky, 

And  few  sa  leaves  that  tremble, 
sear  and  dry. 

When  wild  November  hath  hia  bu- 
gle wonnd; 

Nor  mock  my  toil— a  lonely  glean- 

Throngh  fields  time- wasted,  on  sod 

inqueet  boond. 
Where  happier  bards  of  yore  have 

richer  harvest  fonnd. 
Bo  shalt  than  Ust,  and  haply  not 

nnmoved. 
To  a  wild  tale  of  Albyn's  warrior 

day; 
In  distant  htnds,  by  the  rough  Weat 

reproved. 
Still  live  Bome  relics  of  the  ancient 

by. 
For,  when   on  Coolin'a   hills   the 

lights  decay. 
With  snch  the  Heer  of  Skye  the  eve 

beguiles; 
Tis   Imown    amid     the    pathloi 

wastes  of  Beay, 
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In  Buries  known,  and  in  lona's 
piles. 
WbeM  test  from  tnoiUl   ooil  the 
Higbty  of  the  Isles. 


"W«XE,  Uaid  of  LomT  the  Min- 

Htrela  simg. 
Thj  ragged  halls,  Airtonuah  I  mng. 
And  the  dark  seas,  thy  towers  that 

Heaved  on  the  beach  a  softer  vsTe, 
As  'mid  the  tocelnl  choir  to  keep 
The  diapauon  of  the  Deep. 
Iinll'd  -were  the  winds  on  Inninmore, 
And   green  Loch-Alline's  woodland 

As  if  wild  woods  and   waves  had 

pleasure 
In  ILiting  to  the  loTely  measure. 
And  ne'pr  to  ajmphon;  mora  sweet 
Gave  uionnlain  echoes  answer  meet. 
Since,  met  from  mainland  and  from 

Bosa,  Arran,  Hay.  and  Arsjle, 

Each  minstrel's  tribntary  lay 
Paid  homage  to  the  fi'atal  day. 
Doll  and  diithonour'd  were  the  bard, 
Worthlehfl  of  guenlonand  regard, 
Deaf  to  the  ho;)e  of  micittrL'l  fiime. 
Or  lady's  smiles,  his  noblest  aim, 
'Who  on  that  morn's  resistlees  call 
"WeTe  silent  in  Artomish  halL 

II. 
"Wake,  Mwd  of  Lorn!"  'twas  thna 

they  sang. 
And  yet   more   prond   the  descant 

"Wake.  Maid  of  Lorn  I  high  right  is 

To  charm  dnll  sleep  from  Heanty's 

bowers; 
Earth.  Ocean,  Air,  have  nought  no  ahy  i 
But  owns  the  jiower  of  minstrelsy.      | 
In  Lettermore  the  timid  lU'cr 
Will  i«uBe,  the  hari>'B  *'"''*  chiiuo  to 

Bade  iloiskar's  seal  through  surges 

dark 
Will  long  pnrHDe  the  iiiinBtrel's  bark; 
To  list  Ilia  note«,  the  eagle  prond 


WiU  poiM  him  on  B«n-C«illiMdi'« 

cfcnd; 
Then  let  not  Haiden'a  ear  diad^n 
'  The  anmmons  of  the  minstrel  train, 
But  while    onr    harps  wild  mattD 

Edith  of  Lorn,  awake,  awake  1 

HL 
"O  wake,  while  Dawn,  with  d«wy 

Wahea  Nature's  charma  t«  vie  with 

She  bids  the  mottled  thrnah  rejoice 
To  mate  thy  melody  of  voice; 
The  dew  that  on  the  violet  hes 
Mocke  the  dark  loatrs  of  thine  eyes; 
Bnt,  Edith,  wake,  and  all  we  see 
Of  sweet  and    fair   shall   yield   to 

"She  comes  not  yet," grey Ferwnd 

"  Brethren,  let  softer  spell  be  tried, 
Those  notes  prolong'd,  that  eootlung 

Whioh  beat  may  mix  with  Beauty's 

And  whisper,  with  their  silvery  tone. 
The  hope  she  loves,  yet  feara  to  own." 
He  spoke,  and  on  the  harp^trings 

The  btrains  of  flattery  and  of  pride; 
More  soft,  more  low,  more  tender  fell 
The  lay  of  love  be  bade  them  tell. 

IV. 

' '  Wake,  Maid  of  Lorn  I  the  moments 

fly, 

Which  yet  that  maiden-name  allow ; 

W'ake,   Maiden,  woke  I   the  hour  is 

nigh 

When  Love  shall  claim  a  plighted 


"  Wake,  Edith,  wake  t  in  yonder  bay 
Liea  many  ii  galley  gaily  mann'd. 

We  hear  the  merry  pihrochs  play. 
We  see  the  streamers'  silken  band. 
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WIiAt  ChwfUin's    praise    th«M  pl- 
broohs  swell. 
What  creot  ie  on  then  bennen 

The  baip,  the  mJDBtrel,  due  not  lell- 
ThenadlemnatbersMlbyLoTe.' 


RHind  her  maiden  tnin  Among, 
Edith  of  Lorn  reoeired  the  eoag, 
Bnt  tAmed  the  minstrel's  pride  hsd 

That  hod  her  cold  demesnoor  seen; 
For  not  upon  her  cheek  awoke 
The  glow  of  pride  when  Flattca; 

Nor  oonld  their  teuderest  nnmbers 

One  dgh  respousiTe  to  the  Btring. 
As  vainly  had  her  mudens  vied 
In  skill  to  deck  the  prinoelT  bride. 
Her  locks,  in  dark-browii  lai^th  ar- 

Gathlecn    of   Ulne,   'twaa    thine   to 

Tonng  Eva  with  meet  remeaoe  drew 
On  the  light  foot  the  silken  shoe. 
While  on  the  ankle's  slender  round 
Those  strings  of  peut  btir  Bertha 

That,    bleaoh'd    Loduyan's    depths 

Seem'd  dask;  still  on  Edith's  skin. 

But  Einion.  of  experiencs  old. 

Had  weightiest  task— the   mantle's 

(old 
Id  man  j  an  artfnl  plait  she  tied. 
To  show  the  form  it  seem'd  to  hide, 
Tin  on  the  floor  descending  loll'd 
Ita  waves  of  cnmson  blent  with  gold, 

VL 
0 1  lives  there  now  bo  oold  a  maid. 
Who  thOB  in  beanty^s  pomp  oirajr'd. 
In  beauty's  proudest  pitch  of  power. 
And  conqneBt  won — the  bridal  hour — 
With  every  charm  that  wina  the  heart. 
By  Nfttme  Riven,  eabancecl  by  Art, 
Conld  yet  the  fair  reflection  view. 
In  the  bright  mirror  pictured  tme. 
And  not  one  dim  pie  on  her  cheek 
A  tell-tole  cooscioiisneBB  bespeak  ? — 


laTSBStlllBgpbniaid? — Fain 


l^'^. 


who  saw  a  mother's  aid 

I  daughter's  love  repaid, 

(^tiM  was  tttat  bond-moat  kind  ol 

aU- 
Inviolate  in  Highland  hall}— 
Qrer  Uomg  sate  a  pace  apart. 
In  Edith's  eyes  to  read  her  heart. 
In  Tain  the  attendants'  fond  appeal 
To  Horag's  akiU,  to  Hong's  Oii: 
She  martd  her  child  leoeive  thaii 

care, 
Cold  as  the  image  sonlptnted  fair, 
(Form  of  some  sainted  painmaBa, ) 
whicA  cloister'd  maids  cimibina  to 


In  the  vain  pomp  took  little  part. 
Wistful  a  while  she   gaMd—ibea 

The  maiden  to  her  annona  breast 
In  flnish'd  loTelinea»— and  led 
To  where  a  tnmt'a  alrr  head, 
SlendsTaadataep.andMtiledKnin^ 
Cerlook'd,  dark  Hnlll  tl^  migb^ 

Where  ^warting  tides,  with  wiii>fll*il 


belkold. 
Bound    twice    a   hnndzed    islands 

roU'd, 
From  Hirt,  that  hears  theii  northern 

To  the  green  Bay's  fertile  shors; 
Or  mainland  tnm,   where  mai^  a 
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Owna  thj  bold    brother's    feudal 

Eaoh  on  its  awn  dark  cape  reclined, 
And  listening  to  its  own  wild  wind, 
f^oni     where     Mingury,     stenily 

(Vemwea    the    woodland  and    the 

To   where   Donataflhage  hean   the 

raging 
Of  Oouial  with  hia  locks  engaging. 
ThJDk'st   thou,    amid     this     ample 

A  single  blow  bat  thine  has  frown'd, 
To  sadden  this  aaapiciona  mom. 
That  bids  the  dangbter  of  high  Lorn 
Impledge  her  Bpooaal  faith  to  wed 
The  heir  of  might;  Somerled  1 
Bonald,  from  man;  a  hero  aprong. 
The  fair,  the  valiant,  and  the  yoong. 
Loan  or  thb  Ibleb,  whose  lotly  name 
K  tbooBBiid  barda  bare  given  to  fame. 
The  mate  of  monarchs,  and  allied 
On    eqnal    terms    with     England'a 

From    chieftun'a   tower   to  boods- 

Wbo  heaiB  the  tale,  and  trinmpbs 

cot? 
The  damael  done  ber  best  atUra, 
The  shepherd  Ugbte  faia  beltane  fire. 
Joy,  joy  1  each  warder's  bom  hath 

Joy,  ioyl  each  matin  bell  hath  rang; 
The  holy  priest  says  grateful  maHs. 
Load  shouts  each  hardy  galla-glasa. 
No  monntainden  holds  outcast  boor, 
Of  heart  so  dull,  of  soul  so  poor. 
But  be  hath  flung  his  task  aside, 
And  claini'd  this  mom  for  holy-tide; 
Yet,  empress  of  this  joyfnl  day, 

lit^ilh  IB  aaA  nhiln  r)1  ■>»  mv ''_ 


Edith  is  sad  while  all  ai 
IX. 


I  gay.'  ■ 


Her  hurrying  hand  indignant  dried 
The  bnmiDg  tears  of  injured  pride — 
"  Moras,  tonjeai !  or  lend  thy  praise 
To  sneU  yon  hireling  harpers'  lays; 


Hake  to  yon  maida  thy  boaat  of  pov- 


Or,  theme  ti 

Crownleta  and  g»ia6»  of  tare  devioa, 
Bnt  thon,  experienced  aa  thon  art, 
Think'at   thou   with  theee  to  oheat 

the  heart. 
That,    bound   in   strong   affection's 

Looks  for  return  and  looks  in  vain  ? 
No  I  enm  thine  Edith's  vretohed  lot 
In  tfaaae  brief  worda— He  loves  ber 


Debate  it  not — too  long  I  strove 
To  call  his  cold  obeerrauce  love, 
All  blinded  by  the  league  thats^led 
Edith  of  Lorn,— while  yet  a  child. 
She  tripp'd  the  heath  by   Morag's 

The   brave  Lord  Ronald's  destined 

Ere  yet  I  saw  him,  while  afar 

His  btoadsword  blazed  in  Scotland's 


Came  gracing  Fame's  heroic  tale. 
Like  perfume  on  the  sninmer  gale. 
What  pilgrim  sought  onr  halls,  nor 

Of  Bouald's  deeds  in  battle  bold; 
Who   touch'd   the   harp   to  heroes' 

Bnt   bis   achievements    swell'd   the 

lays? 
Even  Morag— not  a  tale  of  fame 
Was  hers  but  closed  with  Bonatd'a 

He  came  I  and    all  that  had    been 

told 
Of  his  high  worth  seem'd  poor  and 
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XI, 
"Bince  tb«ii,    what   thoughts    had 

Edith  K  heart 
And     gavt>   not     plight«d    love    ita 

And  what  rtqnital  ?  odd  dekj— 
EicUKE   that   ahann'd    the  apaiuial 

day.— 
It  dnwuB,  and  Honald  is  not  here  !— 
Hants  bo  Bentalla's  nimble  deor, 
Or  loiterM  he  in  secu-et  dell 
To  bid  soaiH  liRhtet  lore  farewdl. 
And  Kwear,  that  Ihongh  he  may  not 

A  daughter  of  th<!  House  of  Iiorn, 
Yet,  when  these  formal  riteeare  o'er. 
Again  thoy  meet,  k>  part  no  loore  ?" 

xn. 

— "Hash,     dangbter,     hnah !     thy 

doubts  remove. 
More  nobly  tbink  of  Bonald'B  love. 
Look,  where  beneath  the  coutle  cie; 
HIh  fleet  nnmoor  from  Arus  bavl 
Se«'st  not  each  galley's  topmast  bend, 
As  on  the  ynrds  the  Bails  ascend  'I 
Hiding  the  dark-bine  Innd,  they  rise 
Like  the  white  clondson  April  skiee; 
The  shonting  vos^ala  man  the  oiira, 
Behind  them  sink  Uall's  monntain 

Hhorea, 
Onward  tJieir    merty   oonrse    they 

keep. 
Throngh  whistling  breoKe  and  (oom- 

ing  deep. 
And   mark  the   headmast,    tieawanl 
ast,  _ 

veil'd  its  baaner'd  jiiide. 
Ill  ^cv'-i,  aiax  hpr  prince'i  bnde  I 
Thy  Uonald  comes,    and   while 
Hpeed 


Have  view'd  hj  fits  t' 

Now,   though    the    darkening    send 

And  dawn's  fttir  promiscK  be  gone, 
And  though  the  weary  crew  may  see 
Onr  sheltering  hav«n  on  their  lee, 
Htill  closer  to  the  riein)i;  wind 
TbeystnveherahiTeriDijmtiltokind, 
Still  nearer  lo  the  shelves'  dread  verge 
At  every  tack  their  course  they  urge. 
As  if  they  (ear'd  Arlomish  more 
Than  adverss  winds  and  breakers* 

XIV. 


And  shifted  oft  her  stooping  side. 

In  weiuylaek  from  shore  to  shore. 
Yet  on  her  destined  oonraerio  more 

Khe  giin'd,  of  forward  way. 
Than  what  H  minstrel  may  compare 
To  the  poor  meed  which  peoannts 

Who  toil  the  livelong  day; 
And  such  the  risk  her  pilot  brovea, 

That  oft,  before  she  wore. 
Her  boltsprit   kisa'd  the   broken 


Where  L 


white  foam  the  ocean 


Upon  the  shelving  shore. 
Yet,  to  their  deatined  nuriKWD  true, 
Undnnnted  tiiil'd  her  lutrJy  crew. 

Nor  look'd  where  shelter  lay, 
Nor  for  Arlomish  Coetle  drew: 
r'd  for  AroB  bay. 


W 


XV. 


Thus  while  they  si 


vith  wind  and 


Bweet    thought,    but    vain  I— No, 
Homg  1  mark. 
Type  of  his  oonrse,  yon  lonely  borfa. 


Home  onward  by  the  willing  breeze, 
Lord  Eonald'H  tieet  swept  by, 

Streamer'd  with  silk,  and  trick  d  with 
gold. 

Uann'd  with  the  noble  and  the  bold 
Of  Island  chivalry. 

Amnnd  tbeir  prows  the  ooean  roan, 
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And  chafoe  beneath  tbeir  tbonsand 

Tet  beftra  them  on  their  way; 
80  chafes  the  war-horse  in  his  might. 
That  flcltlward  beam    soma  valiant 

Champa,  till  both  bit  and  boss  are 

Bnt,  foaming,  mnst  obey. 
On  each  gay  dock  they  wight  behold 
liDncea  of  steel  and  creeta  of  gold. 
And  hanberlis  with  their  bomish'd 
fold. 

That  Bh[mm«r'd  fair  and  ftee; 
And  each  prond  galley,  as  she  imss'd. 
To  the  wil  1  cadence  of  the  blast 

Gave  wilder  minstrelsy. 
Pnll  many  a  shrill  triumphant  note 
Salincand  Scnllasile  bade  flout 

Their  misty  shoren  around; 
And  Morven's  echoes  nnswer'd  well. 
And  Dnart  heard  the  distant  swell 

Come  down  the  darkBOine  Sound. 

XVL 

So  bore  thev  on  vitb  mirth  and  pride, 
Andif  that  Inbouring  bark  they  spiled. 

Twas  with  snoh  idle  eje 
As  nobles  cast  on  lowly  boor. 
When,  toiling  in  hiHtaiik  obscure. 

They  passhim  careless  by. 
Let  them  Bweep  on  with  beedlesa 

Bnt,  had  they  known  what  mighty 

In.  that  frail  tcrscI  hiy. 
The  faiiiiflli'd  wolf,  that  prowls  the 

wold. 
Had  Hcalheiess  pnsa'd  the  unguarded 

fold. 
Ere.  drifting  by  these  gnlleys  bold, 

I'nchallenRpd  were  her  wnj  ! 
And  thou,  Lord  ItoualJ,  sweep  thou 

With  mirth,  and  pride,  and  minstrel 

But  bcdKt  thou  known  who  sail'd  so 

nil,],, 
Par  olhor  glance  were  in  thine  eye! 
Far  other  Hush  were  on  thy  brow. 
That,  aliaded  by  the  bonnet,  now 


5VIL 
Tes,  sweep  they  on  I — We  will  not 


giKTe, 
With  that  armada  gay. 
Be  laughter  load  and  joctmd  ehont, 
Ajid  bards  to  cheer  the  wassail  route. 

With  talc,  romance,  and  lay: 
And  of  wild  mirth  each  clamorous  art 
Which,  if  it  cannot  cheer  the  heart, 
AI^  Htupify  and  stun  its  smart. 

For  one  loud  busy  day. 
Yes,  Hweep  they  on  1— But  with  that 
BkifiT 

iustrel  tale, 

IS  dread  of  Bui^e  and 


Abides  the  11 
Where  there  w 

cllft 
Labour  that  at 


rstif^ 


Bad  Iklaiden's  walk 

XTin. 

All  day  with  fruitless  strife  they  loil'd. 
With  eve  the  ebbing  currents  boil'd 

More  fierce  from  atroit  and  lake; 
And  midway  through  the  channel  met 
ConQictinfi  tides  that  foam  and  fret, 
\ui  high  Uieir  mingled  billowB  jet, 
As  Bpeara,  that,  in  the  battle  set, 

Sprinij  upward  as  tbey  break. 
Then,   too,   the  lights  of  eve  were 

post. 
And  louder  sung  the  western  blast 

Un  rocks  of  Inninmore; 
Kent  woa  the  aail,  and  stiain'd  the 


And  many  aleak  wnn  gaping  faat, 
!  Xad  the  pale  atceraman  stood  aghast, 
I     .^d  giive  the  conflict  o'er. 
I  XIX. 

I  Twos  then  that  One,  whose  lofty  look 

Sor  labour  dull'd  nor  terror  shook. 

Thus  to  the  Leader  spoke;  - 
I  "  linithcr,  how  iiopest  thon  to  abide 
I  l-he  fury  of  this  wilder'd  tide, 
I  (Jr  how  avoid  the  rock's  rude  side, 
I     Until  the  day  has  broke? 
^  T)i  1st  thou  not  mark  the  vessel  reel. 
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With  qaivering  plonkB,  and  groan- 
ii^  keel. 

At  the  hat  billow's  shock  ? 
Yet  how  of  better  cooiiBel  tell, 
Thoi^h  here  thou  see'Btpoor  Isabel 

UoU  dead  with  wont  and  feai; 
For  look  OD  eea,  or  look  oa  land, 
Or  yon  dark  skv— on  every  hand 

Despair  and  death  are  near. 
For  her  alune  1  grieve, — on  me 
Dnngpr  sits  light,  by  land  and  sea, 

I  foUow  where  thon  wilt; 
Either  to  hide  the  tempest's  loor, 
Or  wend  (o  jon  unfriendly  tower, 
Or  rash  amid  their  naval  power, 
With  war-cry  wake  their  wassail-hoar. 

And  die  with  hand  on  hilt." — 
XX 
That  elder  Leader's  calm  reply 

In  steady  voice  was  given, 
"  In  man's  most  dark  extremity 

Oft  saocour  dawns  from  Heaven. 
Edward,  trim  thon  the  shatter'd  sail. 
The  helm  be  mine,  and  down  the 

Let  onr  free  conrae  bo  driven ; 
80  shall  we  'scape  the  western  bay, 
The  hostile  fleet,  the  uneqoal  fray, 
So  safely  hold  onr  vessel's  Way 

Beneath  the  Castle  wall; 
For  if  a  hope  of  safety  rest, 
Tis  oa  the  sacred  name  of  gnest. 
Who   seeks    fur  shelter,   storm-dis- 
tresB'd. 

Within  a  chieftain's  hail. 
If  not — it  beet  beseems  onr  worth, 
Onr  name,  our  right,  oar  lofty  birth, 

iJy  noble  hands  to  foil." 
XXL 
Tbebelm,  tohisstrongarmcoDsi^'d, 
Qave  the  reef  d  sail  to  meet  tlie  wind. 

And  on  ber  altei'd  way. 
Fierce    bounding,     forward    sprang 

the  ship. 
Like  greyhound  starting  from   the 

To  seize  his  flying  prey. 
Awaked  before  tho  rushing  prow. 
The  mimio  fires  of  ocean  glow, 

Those  lightnings  of  the  wave; 


Wild  sparklea  crest  the  broken  tides. 
And,  flashing  loand,  the  vesMl's  sidei 

With  elvish  lustre  lave, 
While,  far  behind,  their  livid  light 
To  the  dark  billows  of  the  night 

A  gloomy  splendoar  gave. 
It  seems  as  if  old  Ocean  shines 
From  his  dark  brow  the  lucid  ttakea 

In  enviona  pageootiy. 
To    match    the     meteor-light    that 

Grim  Hecla's  midnight  sky. 

Nor  lack'd  they  steadier  light  to  keep 
Their   conrse    upon    the   darken'd 

Artomish,  on  her  frowniiu;  sleep 

'Twiit  clomd  and oceanhnng. 
Glanced  with   a  thousand  lignta  of 

BlOO. 

And  landward  far,  and  far  to  sea. 

Her  festal  radiance  flung. 
By    that   blithe    beacon-Qght    they 


s  they 


XTirr. 

Thus  guided,  on  their  c 

Until  they  near'd  tho  mainland  shore. 
When  freqnent  on  the  hollow  blast 
Wild  shouts  of  merriment  were  cast. 
And  wind  and  wave  and  sea-birds'  cry 
With  wassail  sounds  in  concert  vie, 
Liko  funeral  shrieks  with  revelry, 

Or  like  the  battle-shout 
By  peasants  heard  from  difbonhigh. 
When  Triumph,  Rage,  and  Agony, 

Madden  the  Hgbt  and  route. 
Now  nearer  yet,   throt^h  mist  and 

Dimly  arose  the  Castle's  form. 
And  deepen'd  shsdow  made. 

Far  Icngthen'd  on  the  main  below, 

'"here,  dancing  in  reflected  glow, 
A  hundred  torches  play'd, 

Spimgling  the  wave  with  lights  m  vain 
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it  da^e  as  they  fade. 

xirv. 

BenMth  the  Ctaatte's  ehelteriu^  lee, 
The;  Bteid  their  ooone  in  quiet  sea. 
H«wn  in  the  rook,  a  passage  there 
Sought  the  dark  fortress  by  a  stair, 

bo  Btcaight,  BO  high,  bo  steep. 
With  peaBuit's  ataffono  valiant  hand 
Hight   wdl    the    dimy    pass    have 

■Qainat  hundred   azm'd  with   spear 
and  brand. 

And  pinnged  them  in  the  deep. 
Hia  bngle  thenthehelmRman  wound; 
Lond  answei'd  every  echo  ronnd. 

From  tmret,  rock,  and  bay. 
The  poatem'ahingeB  crash  and  groan, 
As  soon  (hs  wuiiler's  crosset  shone 
On  thoas  rude  b  tepa  of  slippeiy  stone. 

To  light  the  upward  way. 
"Thrice  welcome,    holy    Sirel"   be 

"  Fnll  long  the   sponsBl  train  have 
staid. 
And,  vex'd  at  thy  delay, 
Fear'd  lest,  amidst   these  wildering 

The  darksome  night  and  freshening 
breeze 
Had  driven  thy  bark  astray." — 
XXV. 


In  mirthful  hour;   bat   nights   like 

these. 
When  the  rough  winds  wake  western 


1  of  g 


We  c 


Brook  no 

And  needfol  shelter  for  this  maid 

Until  tho  break  of  day; 
Fat,   lo  ouraalves,   the  deck's  mdi 

plaDk 
Is  eaay  ns  the  moss;  bank 

Thut'a  breath'd  upon  by  May, 
And    for   our  slorm-tos>i'd  skiS  wt 

auek 
Short  shelter  in  this  leeward  creek. 


Prompt  when  the  dawn  the  «Mt  shall 

Again  to  bear  away." — 
Answered  the   Waraer,^"&i   what 

Assert  je  hospitable  claim  ? 

Whence  oome,  or  whither  bound  7 
Hath  Erin  seen  your  patting  sails? 
Or  come  ye  on  noiwayan  gtieel 
And  seek  ye  England's  fertiie  vales. 

Or  Scotland's  mountain  gioiind?" — 
XXVL 
"  WanioTB — for  other  title  none 
For  some  brief  space  we  hat  to  own. 
Bound  by  a  vow— warriors  are  wa ; 
In  strife  bj  land,  and  storm  by  sea. 

We  have  been  known  to  fame ; 
And  these  brief  words  have  import 

When  Bounded  in  a  noble  ear, 

To  harbour  safe,  and  friendly  cheer. 

Thai  gives  na  rightful  claim. 
Gmnl  HB  the  trivial  boon  we  seek. 
And  we  in  other  realms  will  Bpeak 

Fair  of  j  our  courtesy ; 
Deny— and  be  your  nig^rd  Hold 
Scom'd  by  the  noble  and  the  bold, 
Shonn'd  by  the  pilgrim  on  the  wold. 

And  wanderer  on  the  lea  T' — 

xxvn. 

"Bold  stranger,   no— 'gainst  cUfm 

like  thine. 
No  bolt  revolves  by  band  of  mine, 
Thoutib  ur^ed  in  tone  that  mote  ei- 

A  monarch  than  a  suppliant  gaeet. 
Be  what  ye  will,  Artomish  ^U 
On  this  glad  eve  is  free  to  alL 
Though   yo    had    drawn   a   hostile 

'Graiuat   our  ally,   great   England's 

Or  mail  upon  your  shoulders  borne, 
To  battle  with  the  Lord  of  Lom, 
Or,  outlaw'd,   dwelt  by  greenwood 

With  the  fierce  Knight  of  EUersUe,* 
Or  aided  even  the  mnrderons  strife. 
When  Comyn  fell  beneftth  the  knife 
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Of  that  f<3ll  homicids  Th«  Bmoe, 
This   night  h»d   been   %  teem   of 

no,  TosaaU  1  giTs  theM  gneala  jorax 

And  ahow  the  naiiow  postern  itau." 

xxvm. 

To  hud  theio  two   bold   biethien 

leapt, 
(The  woarj  oiew  their  reawl  kept,) 
And,  lighted  bj  the  toidbee'  &•», 
That   B«Mrftrd   finng    their    smoky 

ghtn, 
The  yoouger  knight  that  nudden  bare 

HoU  lifeless  np  the  nek; 
On  his  strona  shoulder  loan'd  hei 

heul, 
And  down  her  long  dark  ttesiea  shed. 
As  the  wild  vine  in  tendiils  spread. 

Droops  from  the  mountain  oak. 
Him  follow'd  dose  that  elder  Loid, 
And  in  his  hand  a  sheathed  sword, 

Snch  sa  few  anna  oonld  wield; 
Bnt  when  he  bonn'd  him  to  Bach  taak. 
Well  Gonld  it  cleaTe  the  ationgeit 

And  lend  the  sorest  ahield. 
•gYlT, 
The  raised  portonllia'  anih  thej  paaa. 
The  wicket  with  its  bars  of  bnss, 

The  eatianoe  long  and  low, 
Flank'd  at  ea^  tnm  b;  loop-holes 

Where  bowmen  might   in  amhnah 

(If  force  or  tend  ehoold  bunt  the 
gate,) 

To  gaU  an  entering  foe. 
But  every  jealous  post  of  ward 
Was  now  deteneelesa  and  nnbair'd. 

And  nil  tiie  passage  tree 
To  one  low-brow'd  and  Tsnlted  room. 
Where  squire  and  yeoman,  page  and 

Plied  their  loud  leveliy. 
XXX. 
And    "Best  ye  here,"  the  Warder 

"Till  to  onr  Lord  yont  suit  is  said. — 
And.  cotDrodes.  gaie  not  on  the  maid, 
And  on  theoe  men  who  ask  onr  aid. 


As  if  ye  ne'er  had  seen 
A  damsel  tired  of  midnight  Wk, 
Or  wanderers  of  a  moiil£ng  Matl^ 

And  bearing  martial  mien*" 
But  not  for  Eaohin's  reproof 
Would  page  or  tssbsI  ataiid  alnol^ 

Bnt  crowded  on  to  atare, 
As  men  of  DoniteEy  nntanght, 
Tin  fiery  Edward  longhl  j  caught, 

ITrom  one  the  foremost  there. 
His    ohaqner'd    plaid,    and    in    ita 

shrond. 
To  hide  her  from  the  Tnlgar  erawd, 

InTolTed  his  sister  fair. 
His  brother,  as  the  clansman  bant 
Hia  sullen  brow  in  discontent 

Uade  brief  and  stem  exeosa; — 
■'  Vasnl,  were  thine  the  cloak  of  pall 
That  deoks  thy  Lord  in  bridal  h&U. 

Twere  honoor'd  by  her  nae." 

XXXL 

I^ndwsa  his  tone,  but  calm;  hia  aye 

Had  that  oompelUnf  dignity. 

His  mien  that  beanng  naught  a&d 

Which  oommon  spiriU  fear  I 
Headed  nor  word  nor  signal  more, 
Nod,  wink,  andlanghter,  aUwereo  ei; 
DpiHi  each  other  back  they  bore. 

And  gaied  like  startled  deer: 
Bat  now  appear'd  the  benesohal, 
Commisdon  d  by  his  lord  to  call 
The  stmngcra  to  the  liaron's  lukl^ 
Where  feasted  fair  and  free 
That  Island  Prinoe  in  nuptial  tide. 
With  Edith  there  his  lovely  bride, 
And  her  bold  brother  by  her  side, 
And  many  a  chief,  the  flower  and 

Of  Western  land  and  sea. 
Hete_panseve,  gentles,  for  a  spaoe; 
Andiifomtulebuthwonyoorgiaoe, 
Onnt  ns  brief  patience,  and  again 
We  will  renew  the  minstrel  strain. 

CANTO  8EC»KD. 

L 

Fnj.  the  bright  goblet,  spread  the 

festive  board  I 
SommoL  the  gay,  the  noble,  and 
theblr 
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Thiongh  the  load  hBlL  in  jojonH 

concert  ponr'd. 
Let  mirth  and  miuio  gotind  the 

dUge  of  Care  1 
lint  ask  thoa  not  if  Happiness  be 

If  the  loud  langh  disgaiae  con-ml- 

Or  if  the  brow  tha  hetui'a  true  liv- 


Lift 


longh 


eiy  w 

it  the  festal  mask 
to  kaow, 
ne  ol  mortal  life  but  teems  with 


With  beakers'  clang,  with  harpers'  laj, 
With  all  that  olden  time  deem'd  gaj, 
The  leland  CTiiefUiu  feBSted  high ; 
IJot  thoro  wae  in  his  Irmibltd  tye 
A  gloomy  fice,  and  on  his  brow. 
Now  KndJtn  lluali  d,  and  fivleil  now, 
Emotions  sucb  as  draw  their  birth 
From  deL'pcrBoutcp  than  festal  mirth. 
By  fits  he  pansed,  and  harper's  strain 
And  jc!iter'a  tule  went  rnauil  in  Tain. 
Or  fell  but  on  his  i,ile  ear 
Like  diHtout  sonnda  which  dreamers 

Thenwonldherousohim. and  employ 
Each  art  to  aid  tlie  clamorona  joy, 

And  call  for  pUilgo  and  lay. 
And,  for  brief  Himce,  of  all  the  crowd. 
As  ho  waa  londest  of  the  loud, 

Seem  gayest  of  the  gay. 
IIL    ■ 
Yet  nought  amisa  the  bridal  throng 
Jlark'din  brief  mirth,  or  musing  long; 
The  vacant  brow,  the  unlistening  ear. 
They  gave  to   thoiigbtH  of  rapturea 

And  his  fierce  starts  of  audden  ylee 
Soem'  d  bursts  of  bridegroom 'h  ecstasy. 
Nor  thus  alone  misjuJgrd  the  crowd. 
Since  lofty  Lorn,  satpi'jioua.  jiroud. 
And  jealous  of  hia  liononr'd  lino. 
And  thnt  keen  knif^ht,  l)u  Argentine, 
(From  England  scut  on  errand  Li(;h, 
The  western  league  m.ire  firm  to  lie,) 
Both  deem'd  in  Itonald  a  mood  to  find 
A  lorer'a  transTort-trouhled  mind. 


But  one  naA  heart,  one  teaifnl  ere. 
Pierced  deeper  throngli  the  mystery, 
And  watch'd,  with  agony  and  fear. 
Her   wayward    bridegroom's  Taried 

IV. 
She  watch'd— yet  fear'd  to  meet  bis 

glance. 
And  he  shonn'd  hers; — tall  when  by 

chance 
The;  met.  the  point  of  f  oenutn's  lanee 

Had  given  a  milder  pang ! 
Beneath  the  intolerable  smart 
He  writhed  —  then  Etertily  mann'd  his 

To  play  his  bard  but  destined  part, 
Ajld  from  the  table  aprang. 

"  Fill  me  the  mighty  cap  !"  he  sud, 
■'  Erst  own'd  by  roval  Somerled: 
1  ill  it,  till  on  the  studded  brim 
In  huming  gold  the  bubbles  swim. 
And  every  sem  of  varied  shine 
Glow  doubly  bright  in  rosy  wine ! 
To  yon,  brave  lord,  and  brother 

Of  Lorn,  this  i>ledge  I  drink — 
The  nnion  of  Our  Hon»a  with 

By  this  fair  bridal-Unk !" — 


"  Let  it  pass  round  I"   quotb   He  of 
"  And  in  good  time— that   winded 

Must  of  the  Abbot  tell; 
The  laggard  monk  is  come  at  last. " 
Lord  lionold  heard  the  bugle-blast. 
And  on  the  floor  at  mndom  cftst. 

The  nntasted  goblet  telL 
Uut  when  the  warder  in  his  ear 
Tells  other  news,  bis  blither  cheer 

Returns  like  eon  of  May, 
When  through   a  thunder-cloud   it 

Lord    of   two     hundred    isles,    he 

As  gtad  of  brief  delay, 
\n  some  poor  criminal  might  fed,  ■ 
When,    from     the    gibbet     or    the 

Hespited  for  a  day. 
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"Biathei  of  Lorn,"    with  hiuried 
He  Bald,    "bbA  jon,  fail  lords,  re- 
Here,  to  anient  ow  glee, 
Come  wandenng  knighta  from  travel 

for, 
Well  proved,  thej  My,  in  atrifs  of 

And  tempeat  on  the  ma. — 
Ho  1  RlTe  tbem  at  your  board  anoh 

As   beet  their  preaeooes  may  Kra^ 

And  bid  them  weloomo  Ina !" 
With     totem  n      step,      and    ailTer 

The  Seneschal  the  pteaenoe  Boann'd 
Of  these  strange  gueate;  and  irell  he 


For  thoa^Uie  coetlr  tnn 


That  erst  bad  deok'd  tl 


cap«  were 


And    tbeir    gay   lobea    were   o*er- 

And  eoil'd  their  gilded  spun. 
Yet    Hnch    a     high     eommaodlng 

grace 
Was   in   their   mien   and   in   their 

As  Baited  best  the  princely  dale,* 

And  royal  canopy: 
And  there  he  marshaU'd  th«an  their 

First  of  that  company. 

vn. 

Then  lords  and  ladies  spake  aside. 
And  angry  looks  the  error  chide. 
That  RSTB  to  guests  nnnamed,  un- 


it Owen  Errsnght  said, 
"  For  forty  years  a  seneschal. 
To  marshal  guests  in  bower  and  hall 

HixH  been  my  hunonc'd  tlode. 
Womhip  and  birth  to  me  are  known, 
lly  look,  by  bearing,  and  by  tone. 


•  DoU— ths   (mnt  h«U- 


Not  by  fnir'd  robe  or  bzoider'd  lone ; 

And  'gainst  an  9^ken  bongh 
m  gage  my  silTer  wuid  of  ^ta. 
That  these  three  abangers  olt  have 

In  higher  place  than  now." — 

"  I,  too,"  the  aged  Ferrand  said, 
"Am  qualified  l>T  minstrel  trade 

Of  rank  and  place  to  tell; — 
Ifark'd  ye  the  younger  struiger'B  eye, 
Hy  mates,    how  qniek,  iow  kssn, 
how  high. 

Bow  fierce  Ita  flashee  fell, 
(Haneing  uaong  the  noble  ront 
Aa  if  to  seek  the  noUeat  01^ 
BeetTise  the  owner  might  not  bracik 
On  any  save  his  peer*  to  lookf 

Ana  yet  It  mores  me  more, 


Soann'd  the  gay  p___. 

like  being  of  superior  kind. 
In  whose  high-toned  impartial  mind 
Degrees  of  mortal  rank  andstkte 
Beem  objects  of  indllTerant  wd^it. 
The  bdy  too— thongh  closely  tied 
The  mMitle  veil  both  face  sad 
eye, 
Her  motitm^  grace  It  oonld  not 
hide. 
Nor  oonld  hor  form's  fldi^ym- 


From  nndemeath  his  t>TO 


s  of  pride. 


And  whisper'd  closeljp  w 
Of  Argentine  alone  nught  hear; 
Then  question'd,  high  and  brief, 
,  in  thdr  voyage,  aught  they  knew 
Of  the  rebsllioas  Boottuh  orew. 
Who  to  Rath-Frill's  shelter  drew. 
With  Corrick's  oatlaw'd  Chief  I 
And  if,  their  winter's  exile  o'er, 
They  harbonr'd  Rtill  by  Dlater's  shores 
Or  lannchM  their  galleys  on  themain, 
""         their  native  land  again? 
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S. 
That  Toonger  gtnnger,   fleroe  and 

high, 
AtoQce  con&oDtfi  the  Chieftain's  aye 

With  look  of  eqoal  hcoth; — 
"  Of  rebels  have  «e  nought  to  ahow; 
Batif  of  Boynl  Bruce  thonMstknow, 

T  warn  thee  he  has  sworn, 
Ere  thrioe  three  days  shall  come  and 

go. 
His  hornier  Scottish  winds  shall  blow, 


Bat  Bonald  qaench'd  the  rising  fire: 
■  ■  Brother,  it  better  eoits  the  time 
To  chase  the  night  with  Ferrand's 

Than  wake,  'midst  mirth  and  wine, 

Ttmt    flow    from     these     nnhappy 

"Content,"   said  Lorn;    and  spoke 

With  Ferrand.  master  of  his  art. 

Then  whisper'd  ArgGntine,— 
"The  lay  I  named  will  carry  smart 
To  these    bold    strangers"   banghty 

If  right  this  gncss  of  mine." 
He  ceased,  and  it  waH  silence  nil, 
Until  the  minstrel  waked  tbe  boU, 
XI. 


That  ehsps  the  Clueftnin's  mantle- 
fold. 
Wrought  and  chased  with  rare  dc- 

Ktnddc'd  fair  with  (-cms  of  jiricc, 
(>n  the  varied  tartans  beniuiri;. 
As,   throuL;h  night's    pato    r^iinbow 

gleaming, 
Fainter  now,  now  scon  afar, 
Fitful  sbinea  the  northern  star  \ 
"Gem  \  ne'er  wrought  on  Highland 
Did  the  fairy  of  the  fountain. 


Or  the  maniuud  of  the  mve, 
Fisme  thee  in  some  coral  csTsf 
Did,  in  Iceland's  daAsome  minc^ 
Dwarfs  swart  hands  th;  metal  twine? 
Or,    mortal-monlded,    comest   then 

From  England's   love,   or  EVanoe'a 
fear? 

ML 

Benu]  oonlinuad. 
' '  Ko  I — thy  splendonrs  nothing  tell 
Foreign  art  or  faery  apelL 
Montded  thon  foriiionarch'a  use, 
By  the  overweening  Bmce, 
When  the  ro.val  robe  he  tied 
O'eraheart  of  wrath  and  pride; 
Thence  in  trimaph  wert  taou  torn. 
By  the  victor  hand  of  Lorn  I 
"When  the  gem  was  won  and  lost. 
Widely  wna  the  war-try  tosa'd  1 
Itnng  aload  Bendonrish  felU 
Answor'd  Uonchart's  sonnding  dell. 
Fled  the  deer  from  wild  Teyndrnm. 
When  the  homicide,  o'aroome, 
Hardly    'scaped,    nitlk    scathe    and 

Left   the    pledge    with    oonqaeriug 
XTTT. 

SoTUf  ciairiudrd. 
Yoin  was  then  the  Douglas  brand, 
Tain  the  Campbell's  vaunted  band, 
Vain  Kirkpatrick's  bloody  dirk, 
Making  sure  of  murder's  work; 
Barenilown  fled  fjist  away, 
Fled  the  fiery  De  la  Haye, 
When  this  bcoaeb,  triumphant  borne 
Beam'd  upon  tbe  breast  of  Lorn. 
"  Farthest  fled  its  former  Lord. 
Left  Ilia  men  tn  brand  and  cord, 
liloody  branrl  of  Highhutd  steel. 
EngliKh  gibbet,  aic,  and  wheeL 
Let  liiiu  Hy  from  coast  to  coast, 
Dogfi'd  hy  Comyn's  vengeful  ghost. 
While  his  Rpoils,  in  triumph  worn. 
Long  shall  grace  victorioas  Lorn '." 

xr\-. 

ka  glares  the  tiRer  on  his  foes, 
Heinm'd  in  by  hnnters,  epears,  and 
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Sl» 


And,  en  lk«  botmda 


w  lk«  botmda  upon  tba  rixg, 
the  ol^eot  of  hu  Rprin^— 
Now  oa  the  Bard,  now  ou  Ur  Lord, 
Bo  Bdwftrd  glazed  and  gzaap'd  lila 

Bnt  stem  bia  brother  spoke, — "B« 

BtiU. 
What  I  art  thou  jet  id  wild  of  will. 
After  high  deeds  and  sollBriiigB  long. 
To  ohafe  thee  for  a  manial's  tong  T — 
WeU  hast  thoa  fiamed.  Old  Uan,  thy 

To  praise  the  hand  that  p»fg  U^ 

Tet  something  might  thy  aonghftTe 

told 
Of  Lom's   three   tbbwIs,  Irae  and 

bdd. 
Who  rent  theii  Lord  from  Bmoe's 

hold. 
As  nndemeath  hia  knee  he  lay. 
And  died  to  isTe  him  in  the  fny. 
Tve  heard  the  Bnioe's  cloakand  daap 
Wag    clench'd   within   their  dying 

grasp, 
What  time  a  hundred  foemen  more 
Bnsh'd  in.  and  back  the  victor  bore. 
Long  after  Lorn  had  left  the  strife, 
Foil  glad  to  'scape  with  limb  and 

life.— 
Enough  of  this— and  Uinatrel,  hold, 
Aa  umBtret  hire,  this  obain  of  gold. 
For  futors  lays  a  fair  excuse. 
To  speak  more  nobly  of  the  Bmoe." 

XV. 

"  Now,  by  Colnmba's  shrine,  I  swear, 
And  every  saint  that's  boried  there, 
Tishe  himself  1 "  Lorn  atenly  cries, 
"And  for  my  kinsman's  death  he 

As  loudly  Bonald  calls, — "  Forbear  I 
Not  in  my  sight  while  brand  I  wear, 
U'ermatched  by  odds,  shall  warrior 

fall. 
Or  blood  of  stranger  stain  my  haU  I 
This  ancient  fortress  of  m^  race 
Bhall  be  misfortnne'H  resting-place, 
Bheltei  or  shield  of  the  distreas'd. 
No  elaagbter-honse  for  shipwieck'd 


pUf 
'Of^od 


"Talk  not  to  me,"  flame  Lobi  !*• 

nUed. 

Todds  or  matohl— when  Oomyn 

died. 

Three  dugen  olaah'dwitUn  hia  aidel 
Talk  not  to  me  of  sheltering  hall, 
The  Ohnroh  of  Ood  mw  Oomyn  tall  I 
On  God's   own   altar  atream'd  hia 

blood. 
While  o'er   mj   proaliate  Hniiriain 


Tp,  all  who  love  me  I  Uowonhlowl 
And  lay  the  ontlaw'd  fklona  low  I " 

in 


Black  Hnrthok's   dirk   ] 

sheath. 
And  oleoch'd  Is  Deimid' 

death. 
Their  matt«r'd  thieata  of 

BweU 

Into  A  wild  and  w^ike  yall; 
Onward  th^  preea  with  weapons  hioh. 
The  aibightea  femalea  ahrlek  andijj 
And,  SooUand,  then  thy  brighteirt  r^ 
Had  darkan'd  ore  Ita  noon  of  day, — 
Bnt  every  chief  of  birth  and  ftine, 
That  from  the  lalea  of  Ooean  eame. 
At  Bonald's  aidu  that  honr  withstood 
Fietca  Lom'a   relentless  thirst  for 

blood. 

XVtt 
Biave  Torqnil  ftom  Donvc^an  higfa, 
Xiord  of  the  misty  hills  of  bkye, 
Mao-Niel,  wild  Bara's  andent  thane, 
Dnart,  of  bold  dan-Qilhan's  stntin, 
t'ergns.  of  Caniu's  caatted  bay, 
Mac-DnfBth.  Lord  of  Colonsay, 

D  aa  they  saw  the  broadswords 

glance. 
With  ready  weapons  rose  at  once, 
Uore  prompt,  that  many  an  auoleni 

fend. 
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F\ill  oft  snppr^'d,  full  oft  renev'd, 
Olow'd  'twiit  the  chieftoinBof  Aigyle, 
And  num;  a  lord  of  ocean's  isle. 
Wild  was  the  soene— each  sword  was 

Back  atreain'd  each  obieftoin'a  sbaig- 

BJ  hair, 
In  glmjiuf  oppoBitioB  set, 
£768,  hands,  and  bnudiali'd  weapons 

Blae  gleaming  o'er  the  social  board. 
Flash  'd  to  the  torches  many  a  sword ; 
And  soon  those   bridal  lights    ma; 

On  purple  blood  for  rosy  wins. 

XVffl. 
While  thns  for  blows  anil  lieath  pre- 

Each   heart  was  up,   each    weapon 

Each  foot  advanced,— a  surly  pause 
Still  reverenced  hospitable  laws. 
AJl  meuaceil  violence,  but  alike 
Belactant  each  the  first  to  strike, 
(For  aye  accamed  in  minstrel  line 
Is   he  who   brawls   'mid  song   and 

And,   match'd   in  numbers  and  in 

might, 
Doubtful  and  desperate  seem'd  the 

fight. 
Thna  threat  and  marmur  died  away, 
Till  on  the  crowded  JuJl  there  lay 
Snch  Hilencc.  o.'^  the  deadly  still. 
Ere  bun^ts  the  thunder  on  the  hill. 
With  blade  otlvoDced,  each  Chieftain 

bold 
Show'd  like  the  SworJer's  form  of  old, 
As  wanting  still  the  torch  of  life, 
To  wuke  the  niitrble  into  strife. 

XIX. 
That  nwfnl  pnnRc  the  Btmnfer  maid, 
And  Edith,  seized  to  pray  fur  aid. 
As  to  Du  AT|;entiue  nhe  clung. 
Away  bervoil  llieslnmger  flong. 
And,  lovely  'mid  lier  wild  despair, 
Fast  stream'd  her  eyes,  wide  flow'd 


Thon,  who  in  Jndah  well  hast  fought 
For  onr  dear  &ith,  and  oft  hast  aongfat 
Benown  in  knightly  azeiciae. 
When  this  poor  bond  lias  dealt  the 

prize. 
Say,  can  thy  sool  of  honour  brook 
On  the  unequal  strife  to  look. 
When,  butdier'd  thns  i 


Those  ODoe  tby  friends,  my  breth- 
ren, faU  1" 
To  Argentine  she  tnm'd  her  word. 
But  her  eve  sought  the  Island  Lord. 
A  flush  like  CTening's  setting  flame 
Glow'd   on    hia   <£eek:    his   hardy 

As  wiUi  a  brief  oonvnlBion,  sho<A: 
Withhnrried  ittioeand  eager  look, — 
"Fear  not,"  he  said,  "my  laabelf 
What  said  I— Edith  !-all  is  weU— 
Nay,  fear  not^I  will  well  provide 
The  safety  of  my  lovely  bnde — 
My  bride?"— but  there  Ute  accents 

In  tremor  to  his  faltering  tongue. 
XS. 


"0,   tilou  of  knighthood  once 

flower, 
Sure  refuge  in  distressful  hour, 


To  EugtaJtd's   crown,  who,   vassals 

'Gainst  their  hege  lord  had  veapoii 

<Sucb  speech,  I  ween,  was  hnt  to  hide 
Uis  care  their  safety  to  provide; 
For  knight  more  true  in  thought  and 

Than    Argentina    ne'er    spnrr'd    a 

steed)  — 
.Vnd    Konald,    who    hia     meaning 

gness'd, 
.Seem'd  half  to  sanction  the  reqnest. 
jTliia  purpose  fierTToiqnil  broke: — 
-  bomew hat  we've  neard  of  En^and's 
I        yoke," 

j  He  Raid,  "  and,  in  onr  islands.  Fame 
Hath  whisper'd  of  a  lawful  claim, 
,That  calls  the  Bmca  fair  Bootland'a 
the  Lord, 

I  Though     diaposseas'd    bj    foteign 
swoid. 
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ThJR  craves  reflectioD^ial  tliODgh 

And  lust  tbe  ohajTRe  of  EuidBiid'i 

E'night.  ^"^ 

Let  EngUnd's  crown  her  nbela  seize 
Where  ahe  hatt  power; —in 

'Midat  ScottiBh  ChieftaiiiB 

To  briilsl  mirth  and  bridal  cheer. 


Be  81 


vitb  n 


itofm 


Shall  either  l»m  or  Argentine 
With  chains  of  violence,  in  onr  eight, 
Oppress    a     brave  .  and     bnniui'd 
Knight." 

XXI 
Then  waked  the  wild  debat«  M«in, 
With  brawling  threat  and  (£«noar 

TaSBBJs  and  menials,  thronging  in, 
Lent  their  tinite  rose  to  swell  the  din ; 
When,  far  and  wide,  a  bngle-clang 
From  the  dark  ocean  upward  rang. 
"The  Abbot  comeeJ'  they  ay  at 

"The  holf  man,  whose  favonr'd 

Hath  sainted  visions  known; 
Angela  have  met  him  on  the  way. 
Beside  the  blessed  martyrs'  bay, 

And  by  Columba's  atone. 
His  monks  bavehcard  their  hymn- 

ings  high 
Sound  from  the  snmmit  of  Dnn-Y, 

To  cheer  bin  penance  lone. 
When  at  each  cross,  on  girUi  and 

(Their  nnmber   thrice  a  hundred- 
fold.) 
His   prayer  be  made,  his  beetds  ha 
told, 
With  Avcs  many  a  one — 
He  comes  our  fends  to  reconcile, 
A  sainted  man  from  sainted  isle; 
We  will  his  holy  doom  abide, 
The  Abbot  shall  our  strife  decide." 

xxn. 

Scarcely  this  fair  accord  was  o'er, 
When  through  the  wide  ravolving 


The black-fltoled  brethren  wind; 
Twelve  sondall'd  monks,  who  telioe 

With  many  a  torch-bearer  before. 
And  many  a  cross  behind. 

Tben  sank  each  Seroenplifted  hand, 

And  dagger  hrightand  mkahing  brand 
Dropped  swiftly  at  the  sight; 

They  vanish'd  bom  the  Cbnrohmao's 


t  glance  and 


eye. 
A  a  ahooong  a 

Dart  from  the  vault  of  night. 

The  Abbot  on  the  threshold  stood. 
And  in  his  band  the  holy  rood; 
Back  on  his  shooldeis  flow'd   bis 


His  wither'd  cheek  and  amice  white, 
His  bine   eye  glistening   cold    and 
bright. 
His  tresses  scant  and  grey. 
"  Fair  Lords,"  he  said,  "  Onr  Iddy's 

And  peace  be  with  yon  from  above. 

And  Benedicite  1— 
— Bat  what  means  this  ?  no  peace  is 

Do    dirks   nnsheathed   snit    bridal 
cbeer? 
Or  are  these  naked  brands 
A   seemly   show   for    Chniohmon's 

sigh^ 

When  he  comes  snmmon'd  to  unite 

Betrothed  hearts  and  hands  7" 

XXIV. 

Then,  cloaking  bate  with  fiery  zeal, 

Prond  Lorn  first  answer'd  the  ap- 

"'Tboa  comest,  O  holy  Han. 
Tme  sonsof  blessed  cfaorch  to  greet, 
Bnt  little  deeming  here  to  meet 

A  wretch,  beneath  the  ban 
Of  Pope  and  Cbarch,   for  mnrdsr 

Even  on  the  sncred  altar-stone ! — 
Well  mayetit  thon  wonder  we  should 
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loir. 

Or  dreunof  greedog,  peacie,  ortnicfl. 
With  eioommonicatad  Brace  I 
Tet  Tell  I  gnnt,  to  end  debate, 
Thj  sainted  voioe  decide  Ms  fate." 

XIV. 
Then    Bonald    pled    the    Bttnager's 
And  knjghthood'a  oath  and  bonotir'e 

And  Isabel,  on  bended  knee, 
BroDght  pTaj'TS  and  tears  to  back 

And  Edith  lent  her  generons  aid. 
And  wept,  andLornfoTmercy  pray'd. 
"Hence,"  be  eicUim'd,  "degenerate 

Waa't  not  enough  to  Ronald's  bower 
I  brought  thee,  liko  a  iiaraoioiU', 
Or  boud-miiid  at  her  miutet's  gate. 
Hi^  careless  col  J  apprtiocb  towaitT- 
Bnt  the  bold  hard  of  Cnmberland. 
The  (jollant  ClifTonJ,  seeks  tbj  hand; 
His  it  ebnll  be— Naj,  no  reply ! 
Hence !  till  those  rebel  eyes  be  dry." 
With  grief  the  Abbot  beard  and  saw, 
Yet  nooglit  relai'd  his  brow  of  awe. 

XXVI. 
Then  Argentine,  in  England's  name. 
80  highly  urged  hii^sovereiun's  claim, 
He  wake<l  a  spark,  that,  long  anii- 

press'd. 
Hod  Bmonlder'd  in   Lord   Itonald's 

Anil  now.  on  from  the  flint  the  Gre, 
riosh'd  forth  at  oncis  his  generoas 

■' Enough  of  noblo  blood,"  he  said, 
"By  English  Edward  hail  been  shed. 
Since  matchlesB   Wallace    firKt    hail 

In  mock'ry  CTown'd  with  wreaths  of 

green. 
And  done  to  death  by  fulon  hand, 
For  guarding  well  bis  father's  land. 
Where's  Nigel    Bruce?    and   Da    la 

Haye. 
And  valiant  Setnn— where  are  they? 
Where  SomerviSle,  the  kind  and  free '( 


And  Fnser,  flower  of  cIutbIi;? 
Have  Uiey  not  been  on  gibbet  bonn<L 
Their  quarters  flnng  to  hawk  and 

honnd. 
And  hold  we  here  a  oold  debate. 
To  yield  more  Tictima  to  their  fate  ? 
What  1  can   the   English   Leopard's 

Never  be  gorged  with  northern  blood? 
Was  not  the  life  of  Athole  sbed. 
To  soothe  the  tyrant's  sioken'd  bed  7 
And  must  Ms  word,  till  dying  day. 
Be  noDght  but  qnarter,   hang,   and 

slay  !— 
Thon    frown'rt,   de  A^cntine,— My 

K»ge 
Ib    prompt   to    prove   the   strife   I 

wage."—  ^ 

XXV  u. 
■'  Nor  deem,"  said  stont  Dnnvegan'i 

"  That  thoQ   sholt   brave   alone   the 

fight  1 
By  saiDts  of  isle  and  mainland  both. 
By   Woden    wild,    (my    grendsire's 

oath,)* 
Let  Rome    and    England   do    their 

Howe'er  attainted  or  accnrsed. 
If  Brace  shall  e'er  find  friends  again. 
Once  mere  to  brave  a  battle-plain, 
IE  DoQglaa  conch  again  his  lance. 
Or  Randolph  dare  another  chanee. 
Old  Tor^nil  will  not  be  to  lack 
With  twice  a  thonsand  at  hia  back. — 
Nay.  chafe  not  at  my  bearing  bold, 


Smack  of  the  wild  Norwegian  still: 
Nor  will  I  barter  Freedom's  canse 
For  Enghind's  weallb,  or  Rome's  ap- 
plause." 

XXVOL 
The  Abbot  seem'd  with  eye  severe 
The  hardy  fhiettnin's  speech  U>  bear; 
Then  on'  King    Robert   tnm'd    the 

•The    Mar  "~  ~  ' 
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Bat  twice  bii  coarage  Cftme  nod  sunk, 
Cod  f run  ted  with  the  hem's  I'lok; 
Twice  foil  his  eye,  hie  accents  Bhrmk ; 
At  length,  reBofyBii  in  tone  nnd  brow. 
Sternly  he  queBtion'd    liini^"Aiid 

Dnhapi'j  I  what  liMtthon  to  plcKd, 
Why  I  denonncc  not  on  thj  deed 
Thot  ftwful  doom  which  canons  tell 
fihnta  pnrndisc.  end  opens  hell  7 
Annthrmo  of  powi^i  bo  dread, 
It  blenda  the  livint;  with  the  dead, 
Bids  each  ^ood  nauil  soar  away. 
And  livery  ill  one  ilikini  his  prey; 
Ripels  thee  from  the  chnroh'a  care, 
And   deafens    Henvan    against   thy 

Arms  every  han<t  ngaiiiBt  thy  life. 
Bans  all  who  4ud  tUee  in  tho  atnla, 

Nsy,  each  whotie  succour,  cold  and 


With  ineaneHt  alms  relieves  thv  want: 
Haonta  thee  while  living,  ^and.  when 

dead, 
Dwdls  on  thy  yet  devoted  head. 
Bends  Bononr'B  scutcheon  from  thy 

Stills  o'er  thy  bier  the  holy  veree, 
And  spurns  thy  corpee  from  h&Uow'd 

gronnd, 
Fliinff  like  vHe  carrion  to  the  hound; 
Bnch  la  the  dire  and  despemte  doom 
For  sacrilege,  decreed  hy  Bome ; 
And  Bach  me  well-deserved  lueed 
Ot  thine  nnhallow'd.  mthlew  deed." 

XXIS. 
"Abbot I"  the  Bruce  replied,  "thy 

It  boots  not  to  diapnte  at  large. 
This  nincfa,  howe'cr,  I  bid  thee  know, 
Ko  selfish  vengeance  dealt  the  blow, 
For  Comyn  died  his  oonntty's  foe. 
Nor  blame  I  friends  whose  ill-timed 

FnUll'd  my  aoon-repented  deed. 
Xor  censure  those  from  wh4:M4e  stem 

ton^e 
The  dire  anathema  has  ranc. 
I  only  blame  mine  own  wild  ire. 
By  Scotland 's  wron^  incennedtoflre. 
doaven  knows  my  pnrpote  to  atone, 


Far  OS  I  tnny,  tho  evil  done. 
And  hears  a  penitent's  appeal 
From  papal  ourae  and  premte'e  teal. 
M)r  first  and  dearest  tiik  a^biEVod, 
FiiirBcotkniUroni  her  Ihtnll  relieved. 
Shall  mnnv  n  priest  in  cope  Bod  stole 
SiW  requiem  (Tip  Be.1  Comvn"s  bouI. 
WhilQ  I  the  bleseed  cross  advonco. 
And  expiate  this  nnhappy  ebonco 
In  Palestine,  with  nword  and  Unee. 
Uut,  while  content  the  Church  shonid 

My  ooQscienra  owns  the  debt  t  owe, 
Cnto  fie  Argentine  and  Lorn 


Then: 


.rlr< 


Bid  them  dedonee  stem  and  high, 
And  give  them  in  their  throats  the  lie!- 
These  brief  words  spoke,  I  speak  no 

Do  what  thou  wilt;  my  shrift  is  o'er." 

xxs. 

Like  man  by  prodigy  omoxed, 
llpon  the  King  the  Abbot  gaai^ 
Then  o'er  his  pallid  featores  glance 

Convulnions  of  eeststio  trance. 

Hia  breathing  oame  more  thick  and 


In  axure  tide  the  oortentb  htrain, 
And  nndiatingaish'd  aci^ents  broke 
The  awfal  silence  ere  he  epoke. 

XXXI. 
' '  De  Brace  1 1  rose  with  purpose  dread 
To  apeak  my  corse  npon  thy  bead. 
And  give  thee  as  an  ontcoat  o'er 
To  him  who  bnma  to  shed  thy  gore; 
Dnt,  like  tbe  Miilianite  of  old, 
Who  stood  on  Zophim.  heaven-con- 

troU'd. 
I  feel  within  mine  aged  breast 
A  power  that  will  not  be  repress'd. 
It  prompts  my  voice,  it  swelis  ray 

It  buma.  it  maddens,  it  oonstnins^ 
Da  Brace,  thy  aaurilegiuas  blow 
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Hath  at  God's  altar  Bl&in  thy  foe: 
O'eirnaHter'd  jel  by  high  behest, 
T  blesB  thee.Mid  thoa  bM]  t  be  blesa'dr 
fie  apoke,   and  o'er  the  aBtoniBh'd 

Waa  silence,  tivtal,  deep,  and  long. 

Again  that  light  hag  fireil  his  eyo, 
Affain  his  form  swells  bold  and  high, 
liie  broken  voice  of  age  is  gone, 
Tis  vigorons  manhooirs  lofty  tone; — 
"Thrice  Tanqaish'd  on  the  battle- 
plain, 
Thy  followers  glanghter'd.   fled,   or 

A  bunted  waoderer  on  tbe  wild. 
On  foreign  shores  a  man  eiiled, 
Disown 'd.  deserted,  H.nd  diatress'd, 
I  UenB  thee,  anil  thoDHhalt  bu  bless'dl 
BloBsM  in  the  hull  and  in  the  field, 
Under  tbe  nianiloBH  tbo  shield. 
Avenger  of  thy  country's  shame. 
Restorer  of  her  injured  fame, 
Bless'd  in  tbv  sceptre  and  thy  sword, 
De  limce,  ^r   Scotland's    rightfal 

Lnrd, 
Bless'd  in  tby  deeds  and  in  thy  fame, 
What  lengthen'd  honours  wait  thy 

In  distnnt  agee.  xiro  to  tuin 
Bhnjl  ttU  thir  tale  of  freedom  won. 
And  teach  bia  ioraute.  in  the  use 
Of  earliest  cjieech,  to  falter  Bmce. 
Go,  then,  triumphant  I  sweep  along 
Thy  course,  the  theme  of  many  uBonf;! 
The  Power,  whose  dictates  uwell  my 

Hath  blcsu'd  thee,  and  thon  shalt  be 

bless'd  ! — 
Enongb — my  short-lived  strength  de- 

.^nd  Hinka  the  momentary  blaze.— 
Heaven   liath  our  destined  pnriiose 

Kot  here  mustnnptiul  tow  be  spoke; 
Itretbren,  onr  errand  here  is  o'er, 
Onr  ta.sk   diseha^'il. — Unmoor,   un- 


Monk. 
Ak  breathless  in  tbi 


iceived  the  eihausted 
he  sank. 


Punctual  his  orden  to  obey, 
Tbe  train  refused  till  longer  stay, 
Embark'd,  raised  sail,  and  bore  awi 


CANTO  TBIBD. 

I, 

Htpi  thon  not  mark'd,  when  o'er 

tby  startled  head 
Sudden  and  deep  tbe  tbnndar-peal 

has  mll'd. 
How.  whan  its  echoes  fell,  a  dlenoe 

Sunk  on  the  wood,  the  meadow, 

and  tbe  wold  T 
The  rye-graas  shakes  not  on  the 

Bod-bnilt  fold. 
The  msUing   aspen's    leaves    are 

mnte  and  still, 
The  wall-flower  waves  not  on  the 

ruin'd  hold. 
Till,  mnnnnring  distant  first,  than 

near  and  shrill. 
Tbe  sav^ie   whirlwind  wakes,   and 

sweeps  the  groaning  bill. 

n. 

Artomisb  I  such  a  silence  sunk 
Upon  thy  halts,  when  that  grey  Uonk 

HiB  prophet- speech  had  apoke; 
And  hia  obedient  brethren's  s^ 
Was  stretcb'd  to  meet  the  BonUiem 
gale 

Before  a  whisper  woke. 
Then  murmuring   sounds  of  donbt 

and  fcur. 
Close  pDur'tl  in  many  an  anxious  ear. 

The  solemn  stillness  broke; 
And  still  tbey  gazed  with  eager  guess, 
Where,  in  an  oriel's  deep  recess, 
He  Inland  Piinco  seem 'd  bent  to  press 
Whnt  Lorn,  by  bis  impatient  cheer. 
And  gesture  fierce,  scarce  deign'd  to 

m. 

Startine   ut    length,   with  frowning 

His  hand  he  clench'd.  his  head  ha 

.\nd  sternly  flung  apart; — 
"And  deem'st  thon  me  so  man  of 
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As  to  forget  tbe  mortal  feud. 

And  clasp  tbe  baud  wbjcb  blood  im- 

Fiom  my  dear  RiUHiuQii'B  bearl  ? 
Is  this  thy  rede? — a  dae  return 
.  For  andent  leagne  and  friendship 

BatveUoi 

Be  it  even  bo — believe,  ere  long, 

He  tbat  now  beara  shall  wre^  tbe 

CaU  Editb-call  the  Haid  of  Lom  t 
M;  aistar.  slaves  ! — for  further  scorn. 
Be  sore  nor  she  nor  I  wiU  staj.— 
Away,  De  Argentine,  awsy  I — 
We  nor  ally  nor  brother  know. 
In  Brace's  friend,  or  England's  foe." 
IV. 


To  highest  tower  the  castle  round. 
No  Lady  Edith  was  there  found  I 
He   shonted,    "  Falsehood  ! — treach- 


je  and  blood  ! — a  lordly  meed 
To  him  that  wiU  avenge  the  deed  1 
A  liocon's  Iftuds  ! " — His  frantic  mood 
Was  Bcnrcely  by  tbe  news  withstood, 
Tbat  Mora^  shared  bis  sister's  flight, 
And  that,  in  hnrry  of  tbe  Uight, 
'Scaped  noteless,  and  witboatremark. 
Two    strangers   sought  the  Abbot's 

"  Man  cveiT  galley ! — fly— poTBiie ! 
The  priest  hix  treachery  ghall  me  I 
Ay,  and  the  time  shall  qoiekly  oome. 
When  we  shall  hear  the  thanks  that 

Borne 
Will  pay  bis  feigned  prophecy!" 
Snch  was  fierce  Lam's  indignant  ciy; 
And  Corniao  Doi!  in  haste  obey'd, 
Hoisted  bis  sail,  bis  anchor  weigh 'd, 
(For,  glad  of  each  pretext  for  spoil, 
A  pirate  sworn  was  Ck)rmnc  Doil,) 
Bat  otbcm,  lingering,  spoka  apart, — 
"Tbe  Klaid  has  given   ber  maiden 

To  Bonald  of  the  Isles, 
And,  fearfnl  lest  her  brother's  word 


Bestow  ber  on  that  English  Lord, 

She  seeks  lona's  piles, 
And  wisely  deems  it  best  to  dwell 
A  votaress  in  the  holy  cell. 
Until  these  fends  so  fierce  and  fell 

Tbe  Abbot  reconciles." 


As,  impotent  of  ire,  the  hall 
Echo'd  to  Lom's  impatient  call, 
"My  horse,  my  mantle,  ondmy  tminl 
Let   none   who    bonoura   Lom    r»- 

Coorteons,  bnt  stem,  a  bold  reqaeat 
To  Brace  De  Argentine  expresa'd. 
"Lord  Earl,"   he  said,  —  "I  caimot 

Bat  yield  snch  title  to  the  Brace, 
Though  name  and  earldom  both  are 

gone. 
Since  Ee  braced  rebel's  armonr  on — 
Bat,  Earl  or  Serf— rode  phrase  was 

Of  late,  and  lannch'd  at  Argentine; 
Scch  08  compels  me  to  demand 
Bedrcss  oncl  conoar  at  thy  band. 
We  need  not  to  each  other  tell. 
That  both  can  wield  their  weapons 


Then  do 

This  glo^ 
Wbcw 


bat  tbe  soldier  grace, 
pon  thy  helm  to  plaoe 

.  may  meet  in  fight; 

And  I  will  Bay,  ae  still  I've  said, 

Though  hy  ambition  far  misled. 

Thou  art  a  noble  knight." — 

VL 

"And  I,"  tbe  princely  BracerepUsd, 

"  Might   term  it   stain  on  knight- 

hood's  pride 
That  the  bright  sword  of  Argentine 
Should  in  a  tyrant's  quarrel  shine; 

But,  for  your  brave  request, 
Be  snre  the  bonourod  pledge  yon 

gave 
In  every  batCle-fleld  shall  wave 

Upon  my  belmet-crcat; 
Beliave,  that  if  my  haaty  tongue 
Hath    done    thy   honour   canseleM 
rrong, 
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Than  this  vhich  t&on  but  givea  1 
Thus,  Uisn,  my  noble  foe  I  greet; 
HeslUi  and  hi^  fortrme  till  ve  meet. 

And  then— what  pleesea  Heaven." 

vn. 

^TU   parted   they — for   now,  -with 

Like  -wKves  roll'd  b>ok  from  Tooky 
CToaDd, 
llie  mends  ot  Lorn  letire; 
Each  mainland  chieftain,  with  his 

DiBWH  to  hie  monntain  towers  again. 
Pondering  how  mortal  eohemee  prove 

And  mortal  hopee  expire. 
Bnt  throngfa  the  castle  doable  gnard, 
By   Bonald'H  charge,   kept  wskefol 

Wicket  and  gate  were  trebly  borr'd. 

By  beam  and  bolt  and  chain ; 
Thenof  tbegnests,  inconrteoosBort, 
He   pra/d  excuse  for  mirth  broke 

And  bade  them  in  Artomish  fort 

In  confidence  remain. 
Vow  toicb  and  menial  tendance  led 
Chieftain  and  knight  to  bower  and 

bed. 
And  beads  were  told,  and  Aves  said, 

And  soon  they  annk  away 
Into  each  sleep,  aa  wont  to  shed 
Oblivion  on  the  weary  head. 

After  a  toilsome  day. 

vnL 

But  soon   Qpronsed,    the    Monarch 

To  Edward  Klnmbering  by  his  side, 
"  Awake,  or  sleep  for  aye  ! 

Even  now  there  jarr'd  ft  secret  door — • 

A  t^iper-liyht  gleama  on  the  floor- 
Up,  EdwarcT,  np,  I  say  ! 

Some  one  glides  in  lilce  midnight 

Nay,  atriko  not !  'tis  oar  noble  Host." 
Advancing  then  his  tappr's  Hnme. 
Bonald  slept  forth,   and  with  him 


To  Brace  in  sign  of  fealty. 

And  proffer'd  him  his  sword, 
And   hail'd  him,  in  a  monarch's 

style. 
Asking  of  mainland  and  of  isle. 
And  BooUand'a  rightftil  lord 
"And  0,''Baid  Bonald,  "Own'd  of  ■ 

Say,  is  my  erring  yooth  foi^vnn. 
By  falsehood's  arts  from  du^  driven. 

Who  rebel  falchion  drew. 
Yet  ever  to  thy  deeds  of  fame. 
Even  while  I  strove  against  thy  claim, 

Paid  homage  just  and  trne?" — 
'  ■  Alas  1  dear   youth,    the   unhappy 

Anawer'd  the  Bruce,  ' '  must  bear  tbe 


chief — each  beat  the 


The    I 

press'd. 
And  in  a  sigh  conceal'd  the  rest. 

IX. 
They    proffer'd  aid,    by   arms    and 

might. 
To  repossess  him  in  his  right; 
But    well   their   counsels   most  be 

weigh'd, 
Ere    banners    raised   and   mnaters 

For   English   hire    and   Lom's  in- 

tnguffl 
Bound    many   chieb    in    southern 

leagaea. 
In  answer.  Bmee  his  purpose  bold 
To  his  new  vassAls  fnmkly  told. 
"  The  winter  worn  in  eiile  o'er, 
I  long'd  for  Camck's  kindred  shore. 
I  Ihoaght  upon  u^y  native  Ayr, 
And  long'd  to  see  the  buily  fate 
ThatCtifTord  makes,  whose  lordly  call 
N'ow  echoes  through  my  father's  hall. 
But  finit  my  course  to  Arron  led. 
Where  valiant  Lennox  gathers  head. 
And  on  the  sea.  by  tempest  toss'd, 
Onr  bark.'i  dispersed,   onr   purpose 

I  Mine  own,  a  hostile  sail  to  shun, 


THE  LORD  OF  THE  ISLBi. 


Oomp^'d  a>  to  jour  friendly  towttB. " 

X. 
Ulan   Toiqtiil   Bsoke-.— "Hie  time 

cntTesapeedl 
Wa  mast  sot  linger  in  onr  deed, 
But    instant    pnj   our    Soreieign 

To  abnn  Uie  perila  of  *  "^^K^ 

The  TengefnTLom,  with  »u  his  pow- 

Ijea  but  too  ne«a  Artoraieh  towen, 
And  England's   light-ann'd  resaeU 

Not  diertant  tax,  the  wavea  of  Clyde, 
Priimpt  at  these  tidings  to  unmoor, 
And  sweep  each  atnit,   and  goard 

each  BDore. 
Then,  till  this  fresh  aUim  pass  by, 
Secret  and  sofa  my  Lie^e  mxist  lie 
In  tha  far  bonnds  of  fnendly  Bkje, 
Torquil  thy  pilot  and  thy  gnide.  — 
"Not  BO,  brave  OhieftHn,"  Bonold 

"  Uyself  will  on  mjr  SoTeieigii  wait. 

Whilst  tho 

Shall  sway  Uieir  aonla  by  oovnoil 


XL 
—  "The  scheme,"  said  Bmoa,  "con- 
tents me  well; 
Meantime,  'tweie  best  that  Isabel, 
FoT  safety,  with  my  bark  end  eniw, 
'  —--1  to  friendly  Erin  drew. 

1  Edward,  too,  shall  with  her 


Both  buka,    in  aeeret    i 
mann'd. 

From  out  the  IwTcn  bote: 
On  different  voy^e  fortb  tL 
T^M  for  the  ooaat  of  wiuged 

And  that  tot  Erin's  shore. 


With  Bmoa  and  Bmald  Udea  the 

tale.— 
To  taTooring  winda  they  gave  the 

sail. 
Till  Moll's  dark  headlands   Maroa 

thCTknew, 
And  Axanamnjohan'a  hills  were  bloe. 
But  then  the  equaOa  blew  oloae  and 

hard. 
And,  fsin  to  ttrike  tlie  galley's  yard, 

And  take  them  to  the  oar, 
With    these  isde   Maa,   in    waatr 
>light, 
euore  tha    1 


teS 


In  need  to  cheer  her  and  defend. 
And     moRter    up     aach     Bcatter'd 

Hera  seem'd  it  fts  Lord  Bonald's  ear 
Would  other  council  gladlier  hear; 
£nt,  all  achieved  as  Boon  as  plann'd, 


»'■'■ 


I    Urelong    day  and 


They  » 
Norti 


Where  Coolin  atoopahimtotheweat, 
Thqr  saw  upon  hia  ahivei'd  orast 

The  ann'a  arising  ^eam ; 
But  such  the  labonr  and  del^. 
Ere  they  were  moor'd  in  Bcavi^  baj, 
(For   Galmer   hoiven    compeU^    to 

Be  shot  a  western  beam. 
Then  BoDsld  said,  "Iftraemineeja,. 
These  are  the  straRA  wilda  that  lie 
North  of  Btiathnardill  and  Dnnskje; 

No  hnman  foot  eomes  hsre, 
And,    einoe   theoe    adverse    breeaas 
blow. 


And  strike  a  monn tain-deer  I 


nd,  U  we  meet  a  herd,  may  aend 

A  shaft  shall  mend  our  cheer. " 

Then  each  took  bow  and  bolts  in 

Their  row-boat  lannch'd  and  leapt  to 

And  left  their  skiff  and  train. 
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Where  a  wild  stream,  with  headlong 

Came  biswlmg  down  its  bed  of  rock. 
To  mingle  with  the  main. 

xin. 

A  while  (heir  route  tbey  ailent  made, 
As  men  who  staUi  for  monntain- 

Till  the  Rood  Brnce  to  Bomil  d  said, 

"  St  Mary  1  what  a  scene  is  here  I— 
I've   traversed   man;   u   moimlain- 

Abroad  and  in  my  native  land, 
And  it  has  been  my  lot  to  tread 
Where  safety  more  than  pleasure  led ; 
Thus,  many  a  waste  Tve  wander'd 


Clombe  many  a  crag,  c 


B'd  many  i 


But.  by  my  halidome, 
A  scene  so  rude,  ho  wild  as  this, 
¥ct  so  sublime  in  barrenness, 
Ne'er  did  my  wandering   footsteps 
press. 

Where'er  I  happ'd  to  roam." 
XIV. 
No  marvel  thns  Ihe  Monarch  apake ; 

Foi  rarely  hnman  eye  hoa  known 
A  accno  so  stem  as  that  dread  lake, 

With  its  dark  tcdge  of  barren  Blone, 
Seems   that   primeval   earthquake's 

Hath  rent  a   strange  and   Bhatter'd 

Through  the  rude  boeom  of  the 
hill. 
And  that  each  naked  precipice, 
f^nble  ratine,  and  dork  abyss, 

Tells  of  the  outraije  still. 
The  wildest  glen,  but  this,  can  ahow 
Kome  touch  of  Xature's  genial  glow; 
On  hiuh  Bcnmore  green  mosies  grow. 
And  hcath-I>eUB  bud  in  deep  Glen- 


Por  all  is  rocks  at  ttoidom  thrown, 
Black  waves,  bare  crags,  and  banks 
of  stone. 
As  it  were  here  denied 
The  summer  snn,  the  spring's  sweet 


Hoge  terraces  of  granite  black, 
Afforded  mde  and  cunber'd  track; 

For  from  the  monntain  hoar, 
Hnrl'd  headlong  in  some  night  of 

When  yell'd  the  wolf  and  fled  the 

Loose  crags  had  toppled  o'er; 
And  some,   chance-poised   and  bal- 

anced,  lay. 
So  that  ft  Blripling  arm  might  sway 

A  mass  no  host  could  mise, 
In  NatuTF'a  rage  at  rundom  thrown. 
Yet  trembling  like  the  Dmid'a  stone 

On  its  precarious  base. 
The  evening   miats,   with   ceaseless 

change. 
Now  clothed   the   mountains'   lott.y 

Kow  left  their  foreheads  bare. 
And  round  the  skirts   their  mantle 

furl'd. 
Or  on  the  sable  waters  cnrl'd. 
Or  on  the  eddying  breezes  whirl'd. 

Dispelled  in  middle  air. 
And   oft.   condensed,   at  once  they 

When,  brief  and  fierce,  the  moun- 
tain shower 
Pours  like  a  torrent  down. 
And  when   return   the   sun's   glad 

"rtliiten'd    with    foam    a    thousand 

streams 

Leap  from  the  mountain's  crown. 

XTL 

"This   lake,"   said  Bruce,    "whose 

barricni  drear 
Are  precipices  sharp  and  sheer. 
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How  tenu  yoa  its  dark  wnvea?  Bud  , 
Ton  nnrthom  moTrntain'e  pathless 

And  yonder  peal;  of  dread. 
That  to  the  erening  rub  nplifbi 
Tiio  grieslj  Rulfs  and  sloly  rifts, 

WLich  seom  its  shiver'd  heaiir— 
"  Coriskio  coll  tbe  dark  lake's  noma, 
Coolin  the  ridKe,  as  banla  jirocloii 
Ftoiu  old  Cacnullin,  chirf  of  fame. 
But  bards,  funiliar  in  out  iaIoB 
Bather  with   Nature's  frowoa  than 

Fnll  ofl  their  careless  hnmonrs  please 
))y  Hj>ortivo  iiames  from  scenes  like 

I  wonlil  old  Torguil  were  lo  show 
His  maidens  mlh   their  breasts  of 

Or  that  m^  noble  Li^e  were  niah 
To  hear  hiH  Nurse  sing  lullaby  i 
(The  Maids — tall  clifis  with  breakers 

white, 
The     Nurse  —  a     torrent's    roaring 

might,) 
Or  that  your  eye  conid  see  the  mood 
Of  Corryvrekin's  whirlpool  rn<le. 
When   dons  the  Hog  her  vbiten'd 

'Tis  thus  our  islesmeo's  fancy  frames, 
Foraeenea  so  stem,  fantastic  names." 

XVU. 
Answer'd  the  Bruce,  "And  musing 

Might  here  a  graver  moral  find. 
Thrac  mighty  cliffs,  that  heave  on 

ThPir  naked  brows  to  middle  sky, 
IudiCri:n'nt  to  the  sun  or  snow, 
Where  nought  can  fade,  and  nought 

Uay   they   not    mark   a    Monareh's 

fate,— 
Raised  high  'mid  storms  of  strife  and  . 

BeyoDil      life's     lowlier     pleasnres ' 


Look,  underneath  yon  jutting  crag 
Arc  honters  and  a  Hlaugbter'd  stag. 
Who  may  they   be?    But  late  you 

No    s.eps      theae     desert     regiouii 

xvnL 

"So  said  I— and  believed  in  sooth," 

Ronald  replied,  "I  spoke  the  truth. 
I  Yet  now  r  spy.  by  yonder  stone, 
!  Five  men— tbey  mark  us,  and  oom« 

And  by  their  badge  on  bonnet  borne, 
I  [;ue»)  them  uf  the  land  of  X«rn, 
Pjes  to  my  Liege.' — "So  let  it  be; 
I've  faced  wonte  odds  than  five  to 

three— 
—But  llio  poor  page  can  little  aid; 
Then  ho  our  biitlle  thus  array'd, 
If  our  freo  pnsange  they  content; 
Cope  thim  with  two.  'ill  match  the 


iml^    ■ 
And  less  the  loss  should  lionid.l  fall. 
lint  islemen  soon  to  soldiers  grow, 
Alliui  hiiH  sword  as  well  as  Low, 
.\nd  were  my  Monarch's  order  given. 
Two  shiifta  should  make  our  number 


"No!  not  to  save  my  life  !''  he  said; 
"Enough  of  blood  reats  on  my  head. 
Too  rashly  apill'd— wu    soon    shall 

^^'hethc^  diey  come  as  friend  or  foe." 

XIX. 
Nigh  came  the  strangers,  am)  more 

nigh;— 
Still  Icsa  they  pleased  the  Monarch's 

eye. 

Men  were  they  oil  of  evil  mien, 

Uown-look'd,  unwilling  to  lie  aecn; 

They  moved  with  half-resolved  pac«^ 

And  hent  on  earth  each  gloomy  fac& 

The  foremost  two  were  fair  arrayed. 
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With  biogne  and  bonnet,  trewa  and 

And  Iwre  the  amiH  o(  moonteiDeers, 
Daggers  and  broadsvords,  bows  ajid 

The  three,  that  lagg'dBmaU  space  be- 

Seem'd  eeita  of  more  d^;nded  kind: 
Ooat^kius  or  deer-hides  o'er  them 

Made  a  mdo  fence  against  the  blast; 
Their  arroit  and  feet  and  heads  were 

Matted  their  bcarda,  nnshom  their 

For  arms,  the  CAltiffa  bore  in  hand, 
A  clnb,  an  aie,  a  rusty  brand. 

XS. 

Onward,   still  mute,  they  kept  the 

"Toll  who  yobf'.or  I'lso  xtond  hack," 
Said  ISrui^t^;  "In  deserts  when  they 

Men  p»Ks  not  an  in  peacefnl  street." 
Still,   at    liiH  stem  command,   tbey 

And    ])r(>ffer'd    greeting    brief   and 

Bnt  iiutcd  conrtesy  so  ill. 
As  seem'd  of  fear,  and  not  of  vUl. 
■'Wanderers  we  lire,  as  you  may  lie; 
Men  Iiitlier  driven  by  wind  and  sea, 
Wlio,  if  you  list  to  tasf«onr  cheer, 
Will    Bharo    with    yoQ    this    fallow 

"If  from  the  sea,  where  hes  yottr 

bark  V— 
"  Ten  I'alhoui  deep  in  ocean  dark  I 
MreckM  v.'stomJHbt:  but  wo  are  men, 
Who  little  sense  .if  peril  ken. 
Tlic  shailfs  come  clown— the  day  is 

shut- 
Will  you  t,"'  with  us  toonr  hnt?"— 
'■  Onr  ir  sel  wails  ns  in  the  bay; 
ThnnkK  for  your  proffer  -haye  good 

"  Was  tbnt  your  galley,  then,  which 


■'It was." — "Than  spare  ;our  need- 
lass  _pain, 
There  will  she  now  be  aonght  in  vain. 

Wo  saw  her  from  the  mountain  head. 
When,  with  St.  George's  blazon  red, 
A  southern  vessel  bore  in  sight, 
And  yoars  raised  sail,  and  took  to 
flight,"— 

TCXI 
"  Now,    by    the    rood,    nnwelcoma 
Thus  with  Lord  Bonald  communed 
"Nor   rests  there  light   enough  to 

If  this  their  tale  bo  tme  or  no. 
The  mi^n  seen  bred  of  churlish  kind. 
Yet  mellow  nuts  have  hordeHt  rind ; 
We  will  go  with  them— food  and  tire 
And  Bbelteriug  roof  our  wants  re- 
quire. 
Snre  gnard  'gainst  treachery  will  we 

And  watch  by  turns  onr  comrades' 

Good  fcUowB,   thanks  ;  yonr  guests 


xxn. 

They  reach'd  the  dreary  cabin,  made 

Of  sails  agikiDtit  a  rock  display 'd. 

And  there,  on  euterii.g,  found 
A  slender  boy,  whriso  form  and  mien 
111  Buitvd  with  such  savage  scene, 
In  cap  and  cloak  of  velvet  green. 

Low  Bcutcd  on  the  gnmnd. 
Hie  garb  was  micli  as  minstrels  weiir, 
Dork  was  hiii  hue,  and  dork  his  hair. 
His  youthful  cheek  was  marr'd  by 

His  1  VfB  in  sorrow  drown'd. 
"  Whence  this  poor  boy?'"— As  Ron- 
ald spoke. 
The  voice  hia  tmncc  of  anguish  broke; 
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And  wililly  gazed  (itonnil; 
Then  t:)  tho  wall  his  fuco  lie  tum'il, 
And    his   ilnik   nuvk    with   blushes 

XXIir. 
I    the    boy  ?"    again    he 


"  \VhoBO 

"Dt  chiincGof 
He  m:.j  bo  you 
I'hnt  limbic  Ln 

gold; 
For.  ttjoiigh  from  enrlieet  childhood 


f  yon  sliould  hold 
lore  clioriuu  thua 


Tho  liid  can  deftly  toncli  the  Inio, 
And  on  the  rote  and  viol  play, 
And  wi'd  can  drive  the  tiiiia  avay 

For  IhoMOwho  lovo  hOfli  glee: 
For  me,  the  iavouring  brec/c.whei 

It  pipes  npon  the  gallny's  shroud, 
Slakes  blithpr  melody." — 
■■Hath   he,   then,   senso   of  spoken i 
Hoand?"—  _  ' 

■'  Aye  ;   ko    his   mother    bade  ns  | 

A    crone    in    our    late     ahipwreck  i 
drown' d,  I 

And  htnce  the  silly  stripling's  woe. 
More  of  the  vonth  I  cannot  say. 
Our  OLptivo  but  since  yesterday; 
n'hcn  wind  and  weather  wax'd  so 

Wo  little 'listed  think  of  him._ 

Hat  why  wustu  time  in  idle  words  ? 
Sit    to    yunr    ohccr  —  unbelt   your 


Wo  never  doff  Ibe  plaid  or  sword, 
Or  t^aht  ns  at  a  stranger's  board; 
And  novcr  share  one  common  sleep. 
Lot  one  luUKt  still  his  vigil  keep. 
Thus,    for  our   separste  use,   good 

We'll  hold  this  lint's  remoter  ead."— 
"A  chwlish  vow,"  the  eldest  said, 
■'  And  hard,  metbinks,  to  be  obey'd. 
How  say  yon,  if,  to  wreak  the  scorn 
'lliat  puysoar  kinilnessharshretum, 
^Ve  should  refuse  to  share  oar  meal?" 
"Then  say  we,  that  our  swords  are 

Bte<?l! 
And  our  vow  binds  ns  not  to  fast. 
Where  gold  or  force  may  buy  repast." 
Their  host's  dark  brow  grew  keen  and 

fell, 
His  teeth  aro  clench'd,  his  features 

Yet  sunk  the  felon's  moody  ire 
Before  I>iid  Itonald's  glnnee  of  fire. 
Nor  could  'lis  craven  courat;e  brook 
The  AlooarcU's  calm  and  daontless 

look. 
AVith  laugh  constrain 'd,  —  "  Let  every 

Follow  the  fashion  of  his  clan  1 
Each  to  his  separate  quarters  keep, 
And  feed  or  fwit,  or  wake  or  sleep." 


swords. 

Sudden  the  captive  tnm'd  his  head, 
And  oncigaick  ghince  to Itouuld  sped. 
It  was  a  keen  and  warning  look. 
And  well  the  Chief  the  signal  took. 

XXIV. 
"Kind  hoet,"  be  said,   "our needs 

require 
Asepurato  board  and  separate  Sre; 
For  know,  that  on  a  pilgrimage 
Wctid  I.  my  coniraile.  and  this  page. 
And,  swoiu  to  vigil  and  to  faht. 
Long  as  this  hallow'd  task  shall  lost. 


XXV. 

Their  fire  at  separate  distance  bnms, 
By  turns  they  eat,  keep  guard  by  tnnts ; 
For  evil  stsem'd  that  old  man's  eye. 
Dark  and  deidgning,  fierce  yet  shy. 
Still  he  avoided  forward  look, 
lint  slow  and  circumspectly  took 
A  circling,  n  ever-ceoHing  gliince. 
By  doubt  and  cnnning  niark'd  ntonce, 
Which  hhot  a  uiischief-hoding  ray. 
From  under  eyebrows  sliagg'd  and 

grey. 
The  vuonger,  too,  who  seem'd  his  sou, 
llaifthat  dsrk  look  the  timid  shun; 
The  hoJf-clad  serfs  behind  them  sate, 
And  Bccwl'd  a  glare  'twixt  fear  and 

Till  nil,  as  darkness  onward  crept, 
Couch'd  down,  and  seem'd  to  sleep  oi 
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Not  be,  that  boj,  whose  poverlese 

Htut  trust  his  eyes  to  wail  his  wrong, 
A  longer  watch  of  sorrow  made, 
Botstretch'd  his  li  mbe  to  Hlnmberlaid. 

XXVL 
Not  in  bis  dangerooB  host  oonfides 
The  King,  but  wary  watch  providea. 
Bonald  keepB  ward  tilt  midnight  paat. 
Then  wakes  the  Eiug,  young  Allan 

last; 
Thna  rnnk'd.  to  give  tbe  youthful  page 
The  reet  required  by  tender  age. 
What    is    Lord    lionald's    wakefnl 

thought. 
Tochaae  the  languor  toil  bad  brought? 
(Fordeemnotthathpdeign'd  to  throw 
Much  cure  apon  ancb  cowurd  foe,) — 
He  thiuka  of  lovely  Isabel, 
When  at  btr  foeman'M  feet  nhe  fell, 
Norlesswhen,  placed  in  prinrclyKelle, 
She  glanced  on  lijm  with  faTouricg 

eyea, 
At  TN'oodatock  when  bo  won  tbe  prize, 
Nor,  fair  in  joy,  in  Borrow  fair, 
In  pride  of  place  as  mid  despair, 
Uobt  she  aluiio  en)jr(>ss  bis  core. 
His  tlionghts  to  his  betrothed  bnde. 
To  Edith,  turn— O  bow  decide, 
When  here  bis  love  and   heart  are 

given. 
And  tbere  his  faith  stands  plight  to 

Heaven  I 
No  drowsy  ward  'tis  bis  to  keep. 
For  Bclilom  lovers  long  for  sleep. 
Till  soD^r  bis  nji^lnight  bymn  the  owl, 
Answer'd  the  iloe-loi  with  his  bowl, 
Thenwakedtbc  king -at  bis  request, 


As  heroes  Ihinb,  so  thonght  tbe  Bmoa^ 
No  marvel,  'mid  anch  mnsinga  high. 
Sleep  shnnn'd  the  Monaroh'stnonght- 

Inl  eye. 
Now  over  CooUn's  eastern  head 
The  greyish  light  b^ns  to  spread, 
The  otter  to  bis  cavern  drew. 
And  claraour'd  shiiU  the  wakening 

Then  watch'd  the  page— to  neodftil 

The  King resign'dliieaDiioaa breast. 

xrvm. 

To  Allan's  eyes  was  harder  task, 
llie  weary  watch  their  safeties  ask. 
Hetrimmd  tbe  fire,  and  gave  to  shine 
With  bickering  light  the  splintei'd 

Then  gazed  awhile,  where  silent  laid 
Their   hosts  were  shrouded  by  the 

plaid. 
Bnt  little  fear  waked  in  bis  mind. 
For  he  was  bred  of  martial  kind. 
And,  if  to  Dinnhood  be  arrive, 
May  match  the  boldest  kiii);ht  alive. 
TbenthonghtheotliiBmother'Btower, 
His  little  Bisters'  greenwood  bower. 
How  there  the  Easter-gambols  pass. 
And  ofDan  Joseph  slcn^^b  end  mass. 
lint  fetill  before  bis  weary  eye 
In  rays  prulong'd  the  blazes  die- 
Again  be  ronsed  him — on  the  lake 
Look'd  forth,  where  now  tbe  twilight- 
flake 
Of  pale  cold  dawn  began  lo  wake. 
On  Coolin's  cbffs  the  mist  lay  furl'd, 
Tbe  muming    breeze  the  lake  bail 


IiOrdBonaldBtTetchilbimseUtoiest.    The  short  dark  waves,  heaved  b 


sxvn. 

What  upell  was  good  King  Bobert's, 

soy. 
To  drive  tbe  weary  night  away? 
His  was  the  patriot  s  burning  thonght, 
Ot  Freedom's  battle  bravely  fought. 
Of  Ciistlea  storm'd,  of  cities  freed. 
Of  drep  design  and  daring  deed, 
Of  Enfiland'a  roses  reft  and  torn. 
And  Scotland's  cross  in  tri  amp  ti  worn. 
Of  rtmt  and  rally,  war  and  truce,  — 


ml, 
With  i^cBsclesa  plash  Msa'd  cliff  or 

It  was  a  alambrous  sound — he  tnrn'd 
To  tales   at    which   hia  youth  had 

Of  pilgrim's  path  by  demon  cross'd. 

Of  spngblly  elf  or  veiling  ghost. 
Of  the  wild  witch's  baneful  cot. 
And  mermaid's  alabaster  grot, 
Who  bathes  her  limba  in  sunless  well. 
Deep  in  Strathaird's  enchanted  ceU. 
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Thjthei  in  fancy  rapt  lie  flies. 

And  on  his  Bisht  the  vaolta  ari 
That  hni'a  dark  walU  he  Been  no 
His  foot  ia  on  the  marhle  floor, 
And  o'er  his  bead  the  dazzling 
Gleam  like  a  Qniiaiupnt  at  atari 
— Hack  1  heare  he  a 

Her  aDger  in  that  thriUiug  shiiok  I— 
No !  all  too  Into,  with  Allan'a  dream 
Miaglcdthomptive'H  vaming  bcttbui 
Ah  from  the  groand  beBtriveH  to  start 
A  rufBan'u  dagger  finds  his  heart  I 
Upward  he  ca'tt4s  his  dizzy  eyes, 
MnnuaiH  bis  muter'H  name,  .  . 
diesl 


XXIX. 


Notw 


K>  awoke  the  King  t  his  hand 
Siutch'd  from   the  flame  a  knotted 

The  nearest  weapon  of  hiit  wrath; 
With  this  he  crosa'd  the  murderer's 

And  venged  young  Allan  well  I 
The  apatter'd   brain  and    babbling 

Hiaa'don  the  halt-ettiugnish'd  wood. 

The  Diiiitreiuit  giutp'd  and  fell  1 
Nor  rjse  in  pence  the  laland  Lord; 
One  caitiff  died  npon  bis  sword. 
And  one  beneath  Iiia  gmap  lies  prone. 
In  mortal  giapjile  overthrown. 
ButwhileLoriHtonalirBdaggerdrank 
Tlio  life-blood  from  Lih  panting  Sank, 
The  Father-rufBan  of  the  band 
Behind  him  reara  a  ooward  hand  1 

—  O  for  a  moment's  aid. 
Till  llriicc,  whodeala  nodotible  blow, 
Daah  to  the  earth  another  foe. 

Above  hia  comrade  laid  1 — - 
Anil  it  ia  paind-  the  oitptiTe  sprung 
On  the  raised  arm,  and  closely  citing, 

And,  ere  be  ahook  him  loose. 
The  maater'd  felon  prcHs'd  thegronnd. 
And  gaap'd  beneath  a  mortal  wonnd, 

While  o'er  him  stands  the  Bruce. 

XXX. 

"Uiacreant!  while  lasts  thy  flitting 

Oive  me  to  know  the  pnipose  dark. 


That  orm'd  thy  hand  with  mnrderona 

Against  ofionccIeBa  stranger's  life?" 
"Noatrongor  thoul"  with  accent  fell, 
Murmnr'd  the  wretch;  "  I  know  thea 

wtU; 
And  know  thee  for  the  foeman  sworn 
Of  my  high  Chief ,  the  might  y  Lorn.  "— 
"  Speak  yet  again,  and  apeak  the  truth 
For  thy  Bonl'a  sake  t— from  whence 

this  yuntb  ? 
Hia  coontry,  birth,  and  name  declare. 
And  tbos  one  evil  deed  repair." — 
-"Vox  mo  no  more!  .  .  .  my  blood 

runs  cold  .  .  . 
No  more  I  know  than  I  have  told. 
\Ve  fonnd  him  in  a  bark  we  sought 
With  different    parpoae  .  .  .  and   I 

thonaht "... 
Fate  en  t  bim  short ;  in  blood  and  broil. 
Ah  he  had  lived,  died  Connac  Doil. 

XXXI. 
Then  renting  on  his  bloody  blaile, 
The  valiant  iirucc  to  Honald  said, 
"Now  shame  npon  aa   both  I — that 

I  Litis  hia  mute  fare  to  heaven, 
jVnd  clnsptt  hia  bnnda,  to  testify 
I  His  gratitude  to  God  un  high, 

I  For  Btrange  deliverance  given. 
His  speechless  geatore  thonkx  hnth 

Which  nnr  free  tongneH  have  left  un- 


lid  !'' 


.   the 


I  He  elciuiaed  it  from  ita  hne  of  death, 
<AndplnT^edtheweaiH>ninitsHbrath. 
"  ALia,  poor  child  1  nnlltting  part 
Fate  doom'd,    when  with  so  soft  a 

I     And  form  so  slight  as  thine, 
Blie  made  thee  tirat  a  pimtv'a  slave, 
Then,  in  his  xtcad,  a  patron  gave 

Uf  waj-ward  lot  like  mine  ; 
A  londl'-aa  prince,  whose  wandering 


Ufo 


Is  but  01 
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But    liell    find    reotii^-place      for 

thee.— 
Come,  noble  Bonald  I  o'er  the  dead 
Enough  thy  generoTiH  grief  is  paid, 
And  well  ha«  Allan's  fate  been  wrokei 
Come,  wend  we  henoe — tho  daj  has 

broke. 
Seek  -we  our  bark— I  trust  the  tale 
Was    talae,    that   she   bad    hoiated 

TltTTT 

Yst,  ere  they  left  that  cbamel-cell. 
The  Island  Lord  bade  aod  farewell 
To  AllMi:  -•'  Who  shall  tell  this  tale," 
He  said,   "in  halls  of  Donagailel 
Ob,  who  hia  widow'd  mother  tell. 
That,    era    his    bloom,    her   fairest 

fell  !— 
Best  thee,  poor  yonth  !  and  trust  my 


While 


lie, 


■t  those  caitiffs,  where  they 


The  wolf  Ehall  snarl,  the 
And  now    the   eastern 

On  the  dark  lake  threw  Instre  red ; 
Bright  glemus   of  gold  and  purple 

streak 
Itavine  and  precipice  and  peak— 
(So  earthly  power  at  distance  shows; 
Revoala   Lis    splendour,    hides    his 

O'er    sheets   of  granite,    dork    and 

Rent  and  unequal,  lay  the  rood. 
In  sad  discourse  the  warriors  wind, 
And  the  mute  captive  moves  behind. 

CANTO  FOUKTH. 
I 

Steasqeb  I  if  e'er  thine  ardent  stop 
hath  traced 

The  northern  realms  of  ancient 
Ctthd.in, 

WUire  the  proud  Queen  of  Wil- 
derness hath  placed 

By  lake  and  cataract,  her  lonely 
throne; 


Soblime  bnt  sad  delight  thy  boh] 

hath  known, 
Gazing    on    pathless    glen     end 

mountain  high, 
Listing  where  from  the  diSs  the 

torrents  thrown 
Mingle  their  echoes  with  the  ea- 

glrfs  cry. 
And  with  the    sounding  lake,   and 

with  the  moaning  sky. 
Teei  'tWB«  snblime,  butsad.— The 

lonelinefis 
Loaded  thy  heart,  the  desert  tired 

thine  eye; 
And  stiange  and  awful  fears  b^on 

Thy  bosom  with  astern  aolemnitr. 
Then  hast  thou  wisb'd  some  wood- 
igh. 


Glad  ei);ht,   its  curling  wreatll  of 

Buioke  to  spy. 
Glad  sound,  it's  cock's  blithe  carol 

would  have  been, 
Ol  children  whooping  wild  beneath 

the  willows  green. 

Such  are  the  scenes,  where  savage 

grandeur  wnkes 
An  awlnl  thrill  that  softens  int« 

Such  feelings  roaso  them  by  dim 

Itannoch's  lakes, 
In  d  rk  Glencoe  such  gloomy  rap. 

Or  fiirtbcr,  where,  beneath  the 
northern  skies. 

Chides  wild  Loch-Eribol  his  cav- 
erns hour- 

Bat,  be  the  minstrel  judge,  they 
yield  the  prize 

Oi  desert  dignity    to  that  dread 

That    sees    grim    Coolin    rise,    and 
hears  Coriskin  roar. 


I 
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*•  There,"  said  the  Bruce,  "rung  Ed- 
ward's horn  ! 

What  ain  have  cimsed  such  brief  re- 
turn? 

And  see,  brave  Ronald, — see  him 
dart 

O'er  stock  and  stone  like  hunted 
hart, 

Precipitate,  as  is  the  nse, 

In  war  or  sport,  of  Edward  Bmce. 

— He  marks  ns,  and  his  eager  cry 

Will  teU  his  news  ere  he  be  nigh." 

in. 

Loud  Edward  shouts,  "What  make 

ye  here. 
Warring  upon  the  mountain-deer. 
When  Scotland  wants  her  King  ? 
A   bark   from  Lennox   crossed  our 

track, 
With  her  in  speed  I  hurried  back. 

These  joyful  news  to  bring  — 
The  Stuart  stirs  in  Teviotdalc, 
And  Douglas  wakes  his  native  vale; 
Thy  storm-toss'd  fleet  hath  won  its 

way 
With  little  loss  to  Brodick-Bay, 
And  Lennox,  with  a  gallant  band, 
Waits  but  thy  coming  and  command 
To  waft  them  o*er  to  Carrick  strand. 
There  are  blithe  news!— but  mark 

the  close ! 
Edward,  the  deadliest  of  our  foes, 
As  with  his  host  he  northward  pass'd. 
Hath  on  the  Borders  breathed  his 

last.'* 

IV. 

Still  stood  the  Bruce — ^his  steady 
cheek 

Was  little  wont  his  joy  to  speak. 
But  then  his  colour  rose: 

''Now,  Scotland  1  shortly  shalt  thou 
see 

^¥ith  God's  high  will,  thy  children 
free. 
And  vengeance  on  thy  foes ! 

Yet  to  no  sense  of  selflsh  wrongs, 

Bear  witness  with  me.  Heaven,  be- 
longs 
My  joy  o*er  Edward's  bier; 

I  took  my  knichthood  at  his  hand. 

And  lordship  held  of  him,  and  land, 


And  well  mav  voueli  it  hero, 
That,  blot  the  stor\'  from  his  page, 
Of  Scotland  ruin'd  in  his  rage, 
You  read  a  monarch  brave  and  sage. 

And  to  his  people  dear." — 
"Let  London's  burghers  mourn  her 

Lord, 
And  Croydon  monks  his  praise  re- 
cord," 
The  eacer  Edward  said; 
"  Eternal  as  his  own,  mv  hate 
Surmounts  the  bounds  of  mortal  fiEite, 

And  dies  not  with  the  dead  I 
Such  hate  was  his  on  Solway's  strand. 
When  vengeance  clench'd  his  palsied 

hand. 
That  pointed  yet  to  Scotland's  land. 

As  his  last  accents  pray'd 
Disgrace  and  curse  upon  his  heir, 
If  he  one  Scotlish  head  should  spare. 
Till  stretch'd  upon  the  bloody  lair 

Each  rebel  corpse  was  laid  I 
Such  hate  was  nis,  when  his  last 

breath 
Benounced   the   peaceful  house  of 

death, 
And  bade  his  bones  to  Scotland's 

coast 
Be  borne  by  his  remorseless  host, 
As  if  his  dead  and  ston^^r  eye 
Could  still  onjoy  her  misery ! 
Such   hate  was   his— dark,   deadly, 

long; 
Mine,  —  as    enduring,     deep,    and 

strong  P' — 

V. 

*'Let   women,    Edward,    war  with 

words. 
With  curses  monks,  but  men  with 

swords: 
Nor  doubt  of  living  foes,  to  sate 
Deepest  revenge  and  deadliest  hate. 
Now,  to  the  sea  !  behold  the  beach. 
And  see  the  galleys'  pendants  stretch 
Their. fluttering  length  down  favour- 
ing gale ! 
Aboard,  aboard  I  and  hoist  the  saiL 
Hold  we  our  way  for  Arran  flrst, 
Where  meet  in  arms  our  friends 

persed; 
Lennox  the  loyal,  De  la  Haye, 
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And  Boyd  the  bold  in  battle  frs;. 

I  long  the  hard;  band  to  head, 

And    Bee    once    more   m;  atand&rd 

Does  noble  Botinld  share  onr  conne, 
Or  staj  to  raise  his  island  force  ?" — 
"Come  weal,  come  woe,  byBmce's 

Beplied   the    Chief,     "«i]l    Booald 

bide. 
And  since  two  galleys  yonder  ride. 
Be  mine,   so   please  m;  liege,   die- 
To  wake  to  arms  tbo  clans  of  Uist, 
And  all  who  hoar  the  Jliache's  roar. 
On  the  Long  Island's  lunt-l;  shore. 
The  nearer  iHles,  with  slight  deky. 
Onrselves  may  Bnmmon  in  oar  way; 
Anil  Boon  on  Arm n'a  shore  Bhallmeet, 
With  Torquil  H  aid,  a  galhmt  fleet, 
Il'>iught  avuils  their  Chieftain's  hest 
AtuoDg  tliu  iulesmen  of  the  west," 

■VI. 


Thva  was    their 

But.  ere  their  Bails  the  calleys  spread, 
Corisfcin  dark  and  CooSn  high 
Echoed  the  dirge's  doleful  m-. 
Along  that  Hablo  lake  piish'i!  slow,— 
Fit  scene  for  BMch  asiKlit  of  woe.- 
TheBorrowingislestnt'n.  as  they  bore 
The  miirder'd  Allan  to  the  shore. 
At  every  pause,  with  diHiiinl  Bhout, 
Their  coronaih  of  grief  rung  out, 
And  ever,  when  they  moved  fts"il'. 
The  pipcH  resumed  their  claiuoraQs 

And.   with    the    pibroch's  shrilling  |  1 


lA 


YIL 
Merrily,  merrily  bounds  the  ba^ 

She  bouDds  before  the  gale, 
The  mountain  breeze  from  Ben-na- 

Is  joyous  in  her  sail ! 
With  nattering  sound  like  laughter 

The  cords  and  canvass  strain. 
The  wavea,  divided  by  her  force. 
In  rippling  eddies  chased  her  course. 

As  if  they  langh'd  again. 
Not  down  the  breeze  more  blitheW 

flew. 
Skimming  the  wave,  the  light  ee*- 

Than  the  gay  galley  bore 
Her  cionrse  upon  that  favouring  wind. 
And  Coolin's  crest  had  sunk  twhlnd, 

And  Slnpin'9  cavem'd  shore. 
'Twas  then  that  warlike  signals  wake 
Dun  Health's  dark  Uiwersand  Kisord'B 

And  soon,  from  ('avilgarrigb's  head, 
Thick  wreathH  of  eddying  smoke  were 

spread ; 
A  sammons  theHC  of  war  and  wrath 
To  the  brave  elans  of  Sleal  and  Stiath, 

And,  ready  ut  the  sight, 
Each  warrior  to  his  weapons  sprung. 
And  targe  ujioa  his  shoulder  flung. 

Impatient  for  the  fight. 
Mac-Kinnon's  chief,  in  warfiire  grey, 
Had  charge  to  muster  their  array, 
And  guide  their  barks  to  Brodick.Bay. 

vjn. 

Signal  of  lionald's  high  command, 


For  never  nounds,  by  mortal  made, 
Attain'd  liis  hi(;h  anil  haggard  head, 
That  i-ohoi's  Init  the  tcmpeKt'smoan, 
Or  the  deep  thunder's  rending  groan. 


fi'ey. 

Like  falcon-nest  o'erhangs  the  bay. 
Seek  not  the  giddy  cra^  to  climb. 
To  view  the  turret  Realhed  by  time; 
It  is  a  task  of  doubt  and  fear 
To  ought  but  goat  or  monntun-deei'. 
Hut  rent  thee  on  the  silver  beach. 
And  let  the  aged  herdBman  teach 

li\n  tale  of  former  day; 
His  cur's  wild   cUunour    he  shall 

chide, 
.\nd  for  thy  seat  by  ocean's  side. 
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In  ancient  times,  a  foreign  dame 
To  yonder  torrot  grey. 
Stem  vaa  her  LiorirBHUBpiciona  mind, 
Who  in  BO  rude  s  jail  confined 

Bo  soft  and  fair  a  tbrall ! 
And  oft,  wben  mooD  on  oc«an  slept. 
That  lovely  laily  Bate  and  wept 

Upon  Ihe  castle- wall, 
And  turn 'dher  eye  to  southern  dim  es, 
And  thouglit  perchance  of  happier 

And  toDch'dber  late  by  fits,  ondsang 
Wild  ditties  iu  her  DotiTe  tongue. 
And  still,  when  on  the  cliff  and  bay 
Placid  and  pate  the  moonbeams  play. 

And  every  breeze  is  mnte, 
Upon  the  lone  Hebridean'H  ear 
steals  a  strange  pleasure  miz'd  with 


The 


of  a 


And  Honuda,  an  of  . 
That  moama  her  - 

Strongs  is  the  tale— bat  all  too  long 
Alrenily  bath  i  t  ataid  the  song — 

Yet  who  may  pass  ^bem  by, 
That  crag  and  tower  in  rains  grey, 
Nor  to  their  hapless  tenant  pay 

The  tribute  of  a  sigh  I 

IX. 

Merrily,  merrily  boands  the  bark 

O'er  the  broad  ocean  driven. 
Her  path  by  Ronin's  mountains  dark 

The  steersman's  hand  hath  gi 
And   Ronin's  monDtoins  dark  have 

Their  hunters  to  the  shore. 
And  each  hia  ashen  bow  unbent. 

And  gave  his  paatima  o'er. 
And  at  the  Islan<l  Lord's  command, 
For   banting   spear    took    warrior's 

On  Scooreicg  next  a  warning  light 
Hnmmon'd  ner  warriors  to  the  Ight; 
IS  race,  eie  stem  MaoLeod 


O'er  their  bleak  shores  ii 

When  all  in  vain  the  ocean-cave 
Its  rffuRO  to  bis  victims  gave. 
The  Chief,  relcntlsKS  in  bis  wroth. 
With  blazing  heath   blockades   the 

In  deuBe  and  stifling;  volnmes  roU'd, 
The  vapour  fiU'd  the  cnvera'd  hold  I 
The  warrior-threat,  the  infanfs  plain, 
The  mother's  screams,  were  heard  in 

The   vengefal   Chief  maintains  his 

fires. 
Till  in  the  vault  a  tribe  expires  '. 
The  bones  which  strew  that  cavern's 

Too  well  attest  their  dismal  doom. 


So  Hhoots  through  the  morning  sky 
the  lark, 
Or  the  swan  throagh  the  summer 

The  sborcB  of  Moll  on  the  eastward 

And  iflva  dark  and  Colousay, 
And  all  the  group  of  islets  gay 

That  guard  famed  BlufEa  roand. 
Then  all  unknown  its  columns  rosa. 
Where  dark  and  undisturbd  repOM 

.The  cormorant  had  found, 
And  the  shy  seal  hod  f  uiet  home, 
le/d-      - 

deckM 

By  skill  of  earthly  arcbileet, 
Nature  herself,  it  seem'd  would  raiae 
A  Miuster  to  her  Maker's  praise  t 
Not  for  a  meant-r  use  ascend 
Her  columua,  or  her  arches  bend; 
Nor  of  a  theme  less  aolemn  tells 
That  mighty   surge  that  ebbs  and 

And  still,  between  each  awful  panse. 
From    the    high    vault   an   answer 

In  varied  tone  prolong'd  and  bi^t. 
That  mocka  the  organ  s  melody. 
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Nor  doth  itfi  entrance  front  in  yain 

To  old  lona'a  holj;  fane, 

That  Natote'B  Toic«  night  seem  to 

say, 
"  WeU  hast  thon  done,  fnH  Child  of 

clajl 
Thy  humble  povera   that   statelj 

Tstk'd  high  and  hard — but  witness 

XL 
Merrily,  merrily  Koea  the  bark. 

Before  the  goie  she  bounds; 
Bo  darts  tbe  dolphin  from  the  shark, 

Or  tbe  d?er  before  the  honncls. 
They  left  Jjoch-Tiitt  on  their  Ice, 
And  ttiey  waken'd  the   men  of  the 

wild  Tiree, 

And  the  Chi^f  of  the  sandy  Coll; 

They  jinQsed  not  iit  Columlia's  isle, 

Thongh   pcal'd    Ihe  bells  from  the 

holy  pile 

AVith  loiiij  and  meaFnrcil  toll; 


Noti 


e  for  II 


And  the   Kounda  of  tbe   holy  Rum 

Avuy  in  tbe  billow's  roll. 
Louhbuic's  lierce  and  warlike  Lord 
Their  signal   saw,    and  grosp'd  hi: 

Anil  verdant  Islay  call'd  her  bont, 
And  thi:  clans  of  "Juraa  rugged  coaa 

Lonl  Itouald'H  call  oboy, 
And    Kcarbn's  iale,   whose  tortnred 

shore 
Still  riuM"  t"  Corrievreken's  roar, 

And  biuoly  L'olonsay; 
— ScpnoM  sung  liy  hiiu  who  sings  n 


Then  diagg'd  their  bark  the 

As  tar  an  KUmaconneri  shore. 

Upon  the  eaatera  bay. 
It  was  a  wondrous  sight  to  see 
Topmast  and  peunoa  glitter  free. 
High  raised  abore  the   greenwood 

As  on  dry  land  the  galley  moves, 
By  cliff  and  copse  and  alder  groTM. 
Deep  imjiort  from  that  selcoath  sign. 
Did  many  a  mountain  Seer  divine. 
For  ancient  legends  told  the  Qael, 
That  wbpn  a  royal  bark  should  sul 

O'er  Kilmaconnel  moss, 
Old  Albj-n  should  in  fight  prevail. 
And  every  foe  Hfaonld  faint  and  quail 

Before  her  silver  Cross. 
XUL 
Now  launch 'd  once  more,  the  inland 

They  furrow  vrith  fair  augnry. 
And  steer  for  Arran's  isle; 

The  Run.  ere  yet  he  sunk  behind 

Beu-Uhoil.   "the  Uountain  of   the 
Wind." 

Gave  his  grim  peaks  a  greeting  kind, 
And  bade  Loch  Banza  smile. 

Thither  tlieir  destined  conme  they 


ItR< 


Tboo 


His  bright  and  brief  career  is  o 
And  uiutu  his  tnnetiil  litrainN 
QucnebM  is  liis  bmip  of  varied 
That  loved  tile  ii^ht  of  song  to 
A  diRtoat  and  a  deadly  shore 
lias  LtlDENS  told  remuins  ! 

xn. 


LesI,   rounding  wild  Canlyre,  they 


Each  puny  wave  in  diamonds  roll'd 
U  er  the  calm  deep,  where  hnes  of 

gold 
■With  aznte  strove  and  green. 
The  hill,  the  vale,  the  tree,  the  tower, 
Glow'd  with  the   tints  of  evening's 

The  beech  was  silver  sheen, 
The   wiud   breathed   soft  as  lover's 

sigh. 
And.  oft  renew'd,  seem'd  oft  to  dio, 

With  brciithleHN  panse  between. 
O  uho.  \vitli  speech  of  war  and  woM, 
,  U'oiihl  wish  to  break  the  soft  repoae 
I     Uf  snch  enchanting  scene  I 
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hi  it  of  war  Lord  Ronald  speaks? 
The  bl  nflh  tliat  dyes  Mh  manly  cheeks, 
i'lio  timid  look  nnd  downcast  eye, 
AdiI  fnltfrinu  voice  the  theme  deny. 
Aad  Kood  King  Bobeit's  brow  ez- 

|)TeHS'd, 

Ho  ponder'd  o'ex  some  high  re- 

As  doabtrtd  to  approTei 
Yot  in  hiH  eye  and  lip  the  while, 
Dwelt  the  iuilf-pitying  gl&nce  and 

Which  manbood'B  gTsver  mood  be- 
gnile. 
When  lovers  talk  of  love. 
A&iioQH  his  suit  Lord  Bonald  pled ; 
—  "  And  for  my  bride  betrothed,"  he 

"My  Liege  has  heard  the  nuuonr 

Of  Edith  from  ArtomiBh  fled. 

Too  hard  her  fate  —I  claim  do  rijiiht 

To  blame  htT  for  her  hasty  flight; 

lie  joy  and  happineaii  her  lot  !— 

But  ».l>i'  hath  fled  the  bridal  knot. 

And    Litru    recall'd     his    promised 
plight. 

la  tliB  ii->H('mble<l  chieftains'  sight.— 
When,  to  fulfil  our  fathers'  band, 
I  proftVr'd  all  I  conld— mj  hand — 

I  was  repulsed  with  Hconi; 

Uine  honour  I  shetUd  ill  aHsert, 

And  worse  the  feelinRs  of  my  heart, 

If  I  Hbonld  play  a  suitor's  part 

Again,  to  pleasure  Loin." 

XV. 

"Young  Lord,"  the  royal  Bruoe  re- 
"  Thnt  ijncstiou  mast  the  Church  de- 


Yet  secma  it  hard,   sii 

Edith  takes  CliflTord  for  her  mate, 
The  vei^-  tii>,  which  she  hath  broke, 
Tiithi-n  stumld  atill  bo  binding  yoke, 
iiiil,  li  ir  luv  NiKtcr  Isaiiel 
The  iiioiHl  of  women  who  can  tell  t 
I  ^uesH  the  Champion  of  the  KacK, 
Viutohous  ia  the  toumey  abock, 


I  That  knight  miknown,  to  whom  the 

She  dealt, — had  favour  in  her  eyes; 
llut  Bince  our  brother  Nigel's  fate, 
Our  rnin'd  house  an<l  hapless  state, 
From  worldly  joy  and  hope  estranged. 
Much  i»  the  hapteHamoomerchanged. 
Perchance,"   here  amiled  the  noble 

,         King, 

I  "ThiH  tide  ma;  other  musings  bring. 
Soon  shall  we  know  -yon  mountains 

I         hide 
The  little  convent  of  Saint  Bride; 


I  There,  sent  by  Edward,  she  m 


Till  fate  a 


It  stay, 
111  give  more  prosperous 


XVI 
Ah  tbas  they  tolk'd  in  eameet  mood, 

That   speechless   boy    beside   them 

He  Btoop'd  his  hea<l  against  the  mast. 
And  bitter  sob^  cnuie  thick  and  fast, 
A  diieC  that  woulil  not  be  repress'd. 
But  seem'd   to  burst    his   youthful 

His  hnnils,  against  bis  forehead  held. 
As  if  by  force  hia  tears  rcpell'd. 
But  through   his  fingers,  long  and 

alifjht 
Fnattrilrd  the  dropn  of  crystal  bright. 
Edward,  who  walk  d  the  deck  apart, 
First  spied  this  conflict  of  tlie  heart. 
Thoogbtless  as  brave,  with  blnntneaa 

Wnd 
He  sought  to  cheer  the  Borrower's 

By  force  the  slender  bund  ho  drew 
From  those  poor  cyea  that  streani'd 

As  in  bia  hold  the  stripling  strove,— 
('Twos  a  rua^h  gmsp,  though  nieant 

Away  his  team  the  warrior  swept. 
And  bado  Hbame  ou  him  that  he  wept. 
"  I    would  to   Heaven,  thy  helpless 

I         tongue 

i  Conlil  tull  me  who  hath  wrought  thee 


3«> 
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The  insult  went  not  naradress'd. 
Come,  cheer  tbee;  thou  art  now  of  age 
To  be  a  wamoi's  goUant  pase; 
Tlion  abalt  be  mine  1— a  poffrej  fair 
O'er  hill  and  holt  nir  bo^  shall  bear. 
To  bold  my  bow  ia  hunting  grove. 
Or  speed  on  emuid  to  my  line; 
For  well  I  wot  thoa  wilt  not  tell 
The  temple  where  my  wishes  dwelL" 

xvn. 

Itrace  interposed,— •'Guy  Edward, no. 
This  is  no  youth  to  hold  thy  bow. 
To  lill  thy  goblet,  or  U)  bear 
Thy  mesnnge  light  to  ligfat«-r  fair. 
Tliou  art  a  patron  nil  too  wild 
Anil  thonglitleiiai    for    this    orphan 

child. 

See'st  t'joD  not  how  apart  he  ateals, 
KeepH  lonely  conuh,  and  lonely  meals? 
Fitter  by  far  In  jon  c;ilm  cell 
To  tend  onr  xi^ter  Itinb<'l, 

With  Fntlicr  AnRustiu  to  share  ■ 

The    peaeefnl    change    of    convent  !         nlouif 

prayer,  Vetemns  of  oarly  fields  were  there, 

Than      wunder      wild      adTentures  .  Whose  helmets   pcess'd  their  hoary 

throngh.  |         i,qj; 

With  such  a  recUess  gnide  as  yoo- "—  ;  -Whose  sworda  and  aies  bore  a  stain 
■■Thante,^   brother  1"    Edward     an- 1  Fi^m    life-blood     of  the    red-hoir'd 


"  It  is  the  foe  I— Each  valiant  lord 
Fling   by  his    bow,    and  grasp  his 

"Not  BO,''   replied    the  good    Lord 

"  That  blast  no  English  bogle  claims. 
Oft  have  1  heard  it  fire  the  fight, 
Cheer  the  porsnit,  or  stop  the  Oisht. 
Dead  were   mine   heart,    and    deaf 

If  Bmce  shonld  call,   nor  Douglas 

Each  to  Loch  Ranza's  margin  spring; 
That  blast  was  winded  by  the  King  I" 

XXX. 
Fast  to  their  mates  the  tidings  spread, 
And  fast  to  shore  the  warriors  sped. 
Bursting  from  glen  and  greenwood 

High  waked  their  loyal  jubilee  ! 
.Vround  the  royal  Hince  they  crowd, 
And  clos^'d  liia   hoods,    and   wept 


"Fortheliighland  thy  words  convey! 
But  we  may  lenm  some  future  day. 
If  thoo  or  I  can  this  poor  boy 
Protect  the  best,  or  best  employ. 
Meanwhile,    our   vessel     nears    the 

BtniDd ; 
Lanucb   we  the  boat,  and  seek  the 

xvm. 

To  land  King  Robert  lightly  sprung. 
And  thrice  lOoud  his  bugle  rang 
With  note  prolong'dandvarieil  strain, 
Till  bold  Bcn-Ghoil  replicrd  agiiin. 
Good  Douglas  then,  aud  Do  la  Have, 
Had  in  ix  glen  a  hnrt  at  bay. 
And    Lennoi    cheer'd    the    laggard 

hnuads, 
When  waked  that  horn  the  green- 


And     boys,     whose    hands    scarce 

brooi'il  to  wield 
The  heavy  sword  or  bossy  shield. 
Men  too  were  there,  that  bore  the 

Imprcss'd  in  Albyn's  wofol  wars, 
.It  Falkirk's  fierce  and  fatal  fight, 
Teyndruu'H  ilread  rout,  and  Meth- 

veu's  flight; 
The  might  of  Douglas  there  was  seen. 
There  Lennox  with  his  graceful  mien ; 
Kirkpatrick,     Closcbum's      dreaded 
night; 


"It  is  the  foe  r^ 


d  Boyd  who  came 


In     breathlefis    haste   with    eye    of   And  young  and   old,   and  serf  and 
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Anil    he  who    ne'er    aaaheatbed    & 

Bwor-t, 
And  li«  in  mnny  n  peril  tried. 
Alike  resolved  Ibe  Dmnt  to  bide. 
And  live  or  die  bj  Ilruce'u  side  I 

XX. 
Ob,  War!  thou  bust  thy  fierce  de- 

liabt, 
Tby  i^lemuB  of  joy.  inteneely  br^ht ! 
Nui-h  t!l'''>^')i   "^  from  tby  pobHh'd 

Bhidd 
Fly  diiZ7JinH  oVr  tho  battle-field  I 
Saub  tninsportB   wolie,   severe  and 

hi^b. 
Amid  tbo  iKjidintj  conqacHl-cry ; 
tionrco  K'sh,  when,  after  bnttle  lost, 
MuHtor  tbo  T  lunautHof  a  Lost 
And  ns  eiitb  comrade's  name  tbey 

lell, 
^\lio  in  tbo  veil-fought  conaict  fell. 
Knitting  stem  brow  o'er  flashing  eye, 
Vow  lo  avenge  tbem  or  to  die  1 — 
Wiuriors !— and  whore  are  warriorH 

fonnd. 
If  uot  on  nartial  Britain's  gronnd  ! 
And  who,  when  waked  v 


Love 


"tyJ^T- 


of 
than   they  the    Briljah 


Know  ye  not,— beattfl  to  honour  dear ! 

Tbatjoy.  deep-tbrillinf!,Htem,8evere. 
At  which  tbe  beart-BtrinijB  Tibrate 

hii;b. 
And  vriike  tbo  fountains  of  the  eye? 
And  bbinie  ye,  tbco,  the  Bruce,  if 

Oft™ 
Win 


.t  b:iir<l  at 
Ti]is)mtriotland 
And  tiihiHkt  eea 
Bluiue  yo  tbo  i.. 

blamed 
But    Rtmrt'd    tbo 


a  on  bJH  manly  face, 

L^nty  Ti'Iiea  of  the  train 

,- ,    ...    ..  _  ^j^  early  reiifn, 

and  him  hiing, 

xiKom  clung  ? — 

7 -his  brother 


•■■a. 


weakness,    while 


With  biiu};bty  laugh    his  head    he 

And  dairh'd  away  the  tear  hesoom'd. 

XXI. 
'Tis  morning,  and  the  Convent  bell 
Long  time  bad  ceased  its  matin  knell. 


Within  thy  walls.  Saint  Bride  I 
An  aged  Sister  songht  the  cell 
Asaign'd  to  Lady  Isabel, 

And  hurriedly  sbe  cried, 
"Haste,    gentle  I^dy,  haste — there 

A  noble  stranger  at  tbe  gates ; 
BointBrido'B  poor  vot'reas  ne'er  has 

A  Knight  of  such  a  princely  mien; 
His  errand,  as  he  baile  me  tell. 
Is  with  the  Lady  Isabel." 
The  princess  rose,— for  on  her  knee 
Low  bent  she  ti>ld  her  rosary, — 
"  Let  bim  by  thee  his  purpose  teach: 
I  may  not  give  a  strBn(::er  speech." — 
"Saint  Bnde  forefend,   then  royal 

Maidl" 
The  poritOBS    cross'd    herself,    and 

said,— 
"  Not  to  be  prioress  might  I 
Debate  his  will,  his  suit  dcny,"^ 
"Hhs  earthly  show  then,  simple  fool, 
Puwur  otT  a  sifter  of  tby  rule? 
And  art  thou,  like  the  worldly  trun. 
Subdued    by  splendours  lignl  and 

vain?"— 

XXIL 
"  No,  I^y  I  in  old  eyes  like  mine, 
Qandshave  no  glitter,  gems  no  shine; 
Nor  grace  his  rank  altendants  vain. 
One  youthful  page  is  all  bis  tiain. 
It  is  tbe  form,  the  ere,  tbe  word, 
Tbe  bearing  of  that  stranger  Lord; 
Ilia  stature,  manly,  bold,  and  tall. 
Built  like  a  casUe  s  battled  wall. 
Yet  moulded  in  snchjnst  degrees. 
His  giant-strength  seems  lightsome 

Close  ns  the  tendrils  of  Iho  vine 
His  locks  upon  his  forehead  twine, 
Jet-black,  save  where  some  touch  of 

grey 
Has  tu'pn  tbe  youthful  bne  away. 
Weather  and  war  their  rougher  traos 
Have  left  on  tliut  majestic  face;— 
Hut  'tis  his  dignity  of  eye  ! 
Tberu,  if  a  nupplinnt,  would  I  fly, 
^cure,   'mid   danger,   wrongs,   and 

grief. 


I         gnol, 

I  Of  sympathy,  redrsu,  n 
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That  eUnoe,  if  guilty,  would  I  dread 
Hore  llian  Uie  doam  that  apoke  me 

dead!"— 
"Enough,    anongh,"    ths    prinoeBB 

"  Tia  Scotland'a  hope,  her  joj,  her 

To  meaiUer  front  voa  ne'er  aasign'd 
Snchmasteryo'erthe  com  mon  mi  nd — 


Haste,  MoQB,  haata,  to  introdooa 
Uy  '<'"'ii»g  brother,  rojal  Bmce !" 

They  met  -like  frienda  who  part  in 

And  meet  in  donbtfnl  hope  again. 
But  whPll  subdued  that  fitful  swell, 
The  BraceKurvey'dthehuuible  cell; — 
■'And  this  is  thine,  jmor  iBobel  i  — 
That  ]Hkllet-coii<.'b,  anil  ncdied  wall. 
For  room  of  state,  an.l  bed  of  pall; 
For  costly  robca  and  jewels  nuo. 
A  string  of  beads  and  zono  of  hair: 
And  for  the  trumpet's  spriEhtlv  call 
To  sport  or  banqnet,  grove  OT  hall. 
The  bell's  grim  voice  divides  thy  care, 
Twiit     hours    of    penitence     and 

O  ill  (or  thee,  my  royal  claim 
Prom  the  Fintt  David's  sainted  name! 
O  woe  for  thee,  that  while  ho  eouRhC 
His      riRht,     thy      brother     feebly 
fought  1"— 


"  For  more  I  plory  to  have  ithared 
The  woes  thy  venturous  spirit  diired, 
When  raisiiii^  lirht  thy  vuliiint  band 
In  rescue  of  lliv  native  land, 
Than  had  f;iir  Fortune  M-t  loe  down 
The  imrtnerof  an  einpir.'  s  crown. 
And  grii'vo  not  that  on  I'leaauio'H 

No  iiioro  I  drive  in  giddv  <lream. 
For  Heuven  the  erring'  [iilot  knew. 
And  bom  the  gulf  the  veasel  drew, 


Tried  me  with  jadgmenta  at«m  and 

great, 
Sly  house's  ruin,  thy  defeat. 
Poor  Nigel's  death,  till,  tamed,  I  own, 
My  hopes  are  fix'd  OL.  Heaven  alone; 
Nor  e'er  shall  earthly  prospects  win 
My  heart  to  this  vain  world  of  sin.  "^ 

XXV. 
"  Nay,  Isabel,  for  such  stem  ohoioe. 
First  wilt  thoa   wait  thy  brother's 

Then"""' 

&y    they   were    of   that    unknown 

Knight, 
Victor  in  Woodstock's  tonmey-fight— 
Nay,  if  his  name  such  blnsh  you  owe, 
Victorious  o'er  a  fairer  foe  t" 
Truly  his  penetrating  eye 
Hath   euu^jht   that   blnsh's  pasmng 

Like  the  last  beam  ot  evening  thrown 
On  a  white  clond,  -  -just seen  and  gone. 
Soon  with  cahu  cheek  and  steady  eye. 
The  princess  made  composed  reply: — 
"I  guess  my  brother's  meaning  well; 
For  not  go  silent  is  tbe  ccU, 
liut  we  h»ve  heard  the  islesmen  oil 
Arm  in  thy  cause  at  Ronald's  call. 
And  mine  eye  proves  that   Knight 

unknown 
And  the  biave  IhIsuiI  Lord  are  one. — 
llad  then  hia  aiiit  been  parher  made. 
In  his  own  name,  with  thee  to  aid, 
{But  that  hi'i  plighted  faith  forbade,) 
I    know    not .  ,  .  But   thy   page    so 

This  in  no  tale  for  menial's  ear." 

I  Still  stood  that  page,  as  far  apart 

As  tbe  small  cell  would  spaue  af- 
'         fonl; 

With  dizzy  eve  and  bursting  heart, 
lie  leant  his  weight  on  Bmce's 

Tlie  monarch's  mantle  too  he  bora. 
And  drow  till)  fold  his  visage  o'er. 
"  Fi'Hr  not  for  him — in  mnrderons 


'Said  11 


'■  his  warning  aared  mj 
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Full  Bsldom  porta  be  from  my  side. 
And  in  luB  Bilonce  I  couSde, 
SiD<i(-  hi!  t'sn  tfU  no  tale  ngun. 
Ho  iH  a  buy  of  gentle  Htraiii. 
Aiid  I  hikX'o  iiarpotteil  he  shall  dweQ 
lu  Aui^iiatiii  the  diaplBin's  cell, 
Aud  wuit  an  theo,  my  IsabBl.— 
Mind  not  liia  touru;  Tva  aeen  them 

flow. 
Ah  in  tbe  tbaff  disBolTSB  the  snow. 
Tin  «  kind  youth,  but  faacifnl, 
Unlit  against  the  tide  to  poll, 
And  those  that  with  th<^  Brace  voald 

Most  leoni  to  Htrive  with  stream  and 

(jnle.— 
Bnt  forward,  gentle  Isabel— 
My  imsver  for  Lord  Bonald  telL" 

xxvn. 

■•  This  nnHwer  be  to  Bonald  riven — 
The  bi'BTt  he  oaks  i»i  fii'd  on  heaven. 
My  love  vtns  like  a  sammer  flower. 
Tnol  witherM  in  the  wintry  hour. 
I  Bombut  of  vaaityoDiI  pride, 
I  Anil  with  tbe«e  snna;  viKions  died. 
r  If  further  press  fats  soil^— then  say, 
Ue  sbiiold  his  plighted  troth  obey, 
Tiodi  pUgkted  both  with  ring  and 

And  nwoni  on  nrndflx  luid  Hword.  — 
Oh,  shnmo  thoo,  llohert  I  I  have  seen 
Thou  bnst  a  wamui's  gaardian  been  ! 
EvoQ  in  nxtreioily's  dread  hour. 
Whan  pmss'd  on  thee  the  Sonthom 

Anil  ftafoty,  tn  all  hiinum  right. 
Was  olily  tounil  in  rupid  Aight, 
Thoa    heoril^t   a   wretched    female 


InngoB 


■  ft  truTul- 


And  thoa  diiUt  bid  Uiy  Uttlo  hand 
Uium  the  iuHtant  torn  and  stund. 
Anil  dare  the  worst  tbe  fuu  might  do, 
Rather  than,  like  n  knicht  nntcne, 

A  wnmim  iii  iivr  lat^t  disti'esa. 
And  wilt  tliio  now  deu^  tbinu  aid 
To  an  oprn-HsM  and  injnrcd  maid. 
Eren  plead  tot  itonald  b  pi-rfidy. 
And  pTvua  hiH  fickle  faith  on  me  i'  — 
So  witneva  Heaven,  aa  tnie  I  vow. 


Had  I  those  earthly  feelinga  now. 
Which  conld  my  former  bosom  mqva 
Ere  tanght  to  set  its  hopes  above. 
I'd  spam  each  proffer  he  conld  bring, 
Till  at  my  feet  lie  biid  the  ring, 
The  ring  and  spoonal  oontmct  both, 
And  fair  acquittal  of  bin  oath, 
IJy  her  who    brooks    his    perjured 

Tbe  iU-rei'ioitcd  Moid  of  Lorn  P 

XX\1II. 
With  sadden  impulse  forward  sprang 
Tbo  pagp,  and  on  her  neck  he  hung; 
Thi^n.  rt>coltect^  instontlv,  ^h 

Bis  bead  he  stoop'd,  and  bent  ll^H 
knoe.  ^H 

Ki«B'd  twioe  the  lumd  of  Isabel,      ^H 
Aroae,  and  sadden  loft  the  ooll. —  ^( 
Tbo  princefls,  lowwn'd  from  bis  hoXi, 
Blnsn'd  angry  at  bis  bearing  boldi 

nnt  gooiTKing Robert  priod, 
"  Chafe  not— by  signa  he  speaks  hia 

He  heard  tbo  plan  my  care  daslgu'd. 

Nor  could  hlEt  transports  hide.  ~ 
But,  alntcr,  now  bethink  thee  well; 
Ko  ea^y  choice  tbe  convmt  oeil; 
IVusI,  I  shall  l>1ay  no  tyrant  port, 
Eithnr  to  farce  thy  hand  or  heart. 
Or  snfTcr  that  Lom  Qonald  scorn. 
Or  wrong  for  tbee,  tbe  Maid  of  Lorn. 
But  think,— not  long  the  time  bos 

That  thou  wort  wont  to  sigh  unseen. 

And  wonldst  the  dittiw  bent  approve. 

That  told  Bomo  lay  of  hapless  love. 

Now  are  thy  wishes  iu  th^  powpr. 

And  thonort  bunt  on  cloistOT bower! 

01  if  oui'EdwBr.1  knew  tbe  change. 

How  would  his  bnay  satire  range. 

With  many  a  sarcuam  vaned  still 

I  On  woman's  wish, and  woman's  will  V 

I  XXIS. 

I  ■'  Brother,  I  woU  Imlieve,"  she  said. 
"  Even  so  «oal>l  Edward's  port  be 

Kindly 'id  ii-^i.rt.  in  word  «.«fte, 
'  A  fi'o  111  tliougbl.  nnd  grmf.  and  fo« 
'  He  boids  his htuuoac  unconttoU'di 

Bnt  tbuuart  of  anothoruioiild.  , 
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Say  than  to  Bonald,  aa  I  say, 
Uolead  before  mj  feet  ha  lay 
The  nng  which  bound  the  &ith  he 

^  Edith  freely  yielded  o'er. 
He  moTCB  hia  Bait  to  me  ao  more. 
Nor  do  I  promise,  even  if  now 
He  stood  absolved  o(  spoosal  vow. 
That  I  would  change  my  pnipose 

To  Bhdter  me  in  Lolyahade. — 
Brother,  for  little  space,  farewell  I 
To  other  duties  waiUB  the  bell  I"— 

XXI. 

"  Lost  to  the  world,"  King  Bobeit 

When  ho  had  Icfl  the  royal  maid, 
"Lost  to  the  world  b^  lot  seTere, 
O  vrhat  n  gem  lies  buiied  here, 
NippM  by  iDisfortnn'''a  cruol  frost. 
The  bnda  of  fair  afTcction  lost  1 — 
But  what  lisva  I  with  love  to  do? 
For  sterner  cire^  my  lot  parsne. 
— Pent  in  thin  iulo  we  may  not  lie. 
Nor  wonld  it  long  oar  wants  supply. 
Right  oppositi?,  thi?  mainland  towers 
Of  my  own  Tumberry  court  our  pow- 

- — Might  not  my  father's  beadsman 

Cnthbert,  who  dwells  upon  the  shore. 
Kindle  a  sigoal-llamo,  to  show 
The  time  propitious  for  the  blow? 
It  shall  bo  so  -some  friend  shall  bear 
Onr  mandate  with  despatch  and  core; 
— Edward  shall  find  tho  mesaenger. 
That  furtre^B  onrti,  tho  island  fleet 

May  on  the  coast  of  Corrick  meet 

O  Scotland  1  shall  it  e'er  bo  mine 
To  wreak  thy  wrongs  in  battle-linn. 
To  raise  my  victor-head,  and  see 
Thy    hilU,    thy    doles,    thy  people 

That  glance  of  bliss  is  all  I  crave, 
Betwilt  mv  labours  and  iiiv  grave !" 
Then  down  the  hill  he  tlow^.v  went. 


CAirrO  FIFTH. 


Oh  fair  Loch-Bansa  s 

early  day. 
Thin  wreaths  of  cottag»«mohe  mm 

upward  curl'd 
From  the  lone  hamlet,  which  h<T 

inland  bay 
And  circling  monntaina  sever  &om 

the  w^d. 
And  there  the  fisherman  his  sail 

unforl'd, 
The  goat-herd  drove   his  kids  to 

steep  Ben-Ohoil, 
Before  the  hut  the  dame  hei  spin- 


wakee  to  care  and  coiL 
But  other  duties  call'd  each  con- 

BoDscd  by  the  summons  of  the 

moss-grown  bell; 
Sung  were  tho   matins,   and    the 

moss  was  said, 
And  every  sister  sought  her  sepa- 


Such  was  the  rule,  her  rosary  to 
knelt  in   lonely 


And   Isabel  1 

The  sunbeam,  through  the  narrow 

lattice,  fell 
Upon  tho  snowy  neck  and  long 

dork  hair, 
B  stoop'd  her  gentle  head  in  meek 

devotion  there. 


She  raised  her  eyea,  that  doty  done, 
When   glanced  upon  the  pavement- 

Gemm'd    and    enchased,    a    golden 


Bold  raatic  camp  upon  the  plain. 
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'  'TtroB  with  this  ring  his  plight  he 


And  O  1  for  oetter  fortiuie  bom, 
Omilj^e  not  a  posxing  sigh  to  mourn 
Her  who  was  Edith  ouca  of  Lorn  I" 
Qua  elDgle  flash  of  gisd  surpriBe 
Just  gliinced  from  Isabel's  dark  eyes, 
But  VBUisli'd  in  the  blush  of  shame, 
That,  OH  its  penance,  instant  came. 
"  O  Ihooght  unworthy  of  my  race ! 
Selfish,  ungenerous,  mean,  and  base, 
A  moment's  tbrob  of  joy  U>  own. 
That     rose    opon   her   hopes   o'er- 

thrown!  — 
Thon  pledge  of  vows  too  well  be- 
lieved. 
Of  man  ingrate  aod  mud  deceived, 
Think  not  thy  lustra  here  shall  gain 
Another  heart  to  hope  in  Tain  I 
For  thon  shalt  rest,  thoa  (emptily 

Where  worldly  thoughts  are  OTsr- 
And  worldly  splendours  sink  de- 
Then   by  the  cross  the   ring  she 

m. 

Neit  rose  the  thought,  — its  owner  far. 
How  came  it  here  through  bolt  anil 
bar?— 

But  tbu  ilim  Inttice  is  qjar,^ 

bhe  Inokfl  abroail,  the  momins  dew 

A  light  Hhort  step  bad  bmsh'd  anew, 

And  there  were  fool-prinU  aeon 
Od  tbi.'  carved  bnttiesa  rising  still. 
Till  on  the  mossv  window-sill, 

Their  track  eBaced  the  green. 
The  ivy  twigs  were  torn  and  fray'd. 
As  if  some  climber's  steps  to  ai^ — 
But  who  the  hardy  messenger, 
Whose  ventnrouB  path  these  signs 

"Strnnge  doubts  are  mine! — Uona, 

(imw  nigh ; 
— Nought  'scapes  old  Mona's  cnrious 

eje— 
What  Btrougers,  gentle  mothet,  say. 


Have  sought  theee  holy  walls  to- 
day ?■■— 
"None,  I«dy,  none  of  note  orniune; 
Only  your  brother's  foot-page  came, 
At  peep  of  ilawn— I  pray'd  him  pass 
To  chapel  where  they  said  the  mass; 
But  like  OB  arrow  he  shot  by, 
And  tears  seem'd  bunting  &om  his 


The  trath  at  oi 


IV. 


n  Isabel, 


Her  form,  her  looks,  the  secret  show  t 
—Instant,  good  Hona,  to  the  bay, 
And  to  my  royal  brother  say, 
I  do  coi^nre  him  seek  mv  cell, 
With    that  mute  page  he  lores  so 

well."— 
"What!  know'st  thon  not  his  «bi% 

like  host 
At  break  of  day  has  left  onr  coast  ? 
Uy  old  eyes  saw  them  &om  the  tow- 

At  eve  they   couch'd  in   greenwood 

At  dawn  a  bugle  signal,  made 

By  their  bold  Lord,  Uieir  ranks  ar- 

Up  sprung  the  spears  through  bosh 

and  tree, 
No  time  tor  benedicite ! 
Like  deer,  that,  rousing  from  their 

lair, 
Just  shake  the  dewdrops  from  their 

And  toits  their  armed  crests  aloft, 
Such  matins  theirs  t" — "Ckrad  mother, 

soft- 
Where   does  my  brother  bend   his 

way?" 
'•  As  I  have  heard,  for  Brodiok-Bay, 
Across  the  isle  —of  berks  a  score 
Lie  there,  'tis  said,  to  waft  them  o'er, 
Un      sndden      news,     to     Carrick- 

"  If  such  their   purpose,   deep  the 

Said  onxions  Isabel,  "of  speed  I 
Coll  Father  Angustin,  good  dame.'' 
The  nun  obey'd,  the  Father  oamft 
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"Kind  rather;  hie  without  delay, 
AcroBs  the  tills  to  Brodick- Bay. 
Thia  meeaage  lo  tho  Brace  be  given; 
Ipray  him,  by  his  hopes  at  Heaven, 
That,    till    be    speak  with   me,   he 

Btayl— 
Or,  if  his  haste  brook  no  delay, 
That  he  dehver,  on  my  suit, 
Into  thy  charge  that  atripliug  mnte. 
Thns  praya  his  sister  Isabel, 
For  causes  more  than  she  may  tell — 
Anay,  Rood  father  i  and  take  heed. 
That   life   and   death   are    on   thy 

His  cowl  the  good  old  priest  did  on, 
Took  his  piked  staff  and   sandoU'cl 

shoon, 
And.  like  a  palmer  bent  by  eld. 
O'er  moss  ttnd  moor  his  jouniGv  held. 


Heavy  and  dull  tlie  foot  of  age. 
And  mgged  wbb  the  pilgrimi^e; 
But  none  was  there  beside,   whose 

Might  Biich  important  message  bear. 
Through  birchen  copse  he  wander'd 

Stunted  and  xnpless.  thin  and  low; 
By    many   a   mountain    stream    he 

From  the  tnU  clifTs  in  tumnlt  cast, 
Dashing  to  foam  their  waters  dan. 
And  spiirklin^  in  the  liummer  sun. 
Bound  hid  grey  head  tlie  wild  curlew 
In  many  a  fearleiut  circle  flew. 
O'er  chattiiH  he  pass'd,  where  fiac- 

Craved  weary  oye  nnd  ample  stride; 
He  croas'J  hia  brow  beside  the  stone 
^Miere    Druids    erst    bean!   victims 


And  lit  tlie  ciums  upon  the  n-ild, 
U'er  many  u  bvatheu  hero  {lileil, 

--'lied  a  timid  pruvet  tor  those 


Ho  b« 


e  .Shiloh' 

Beside  Macl'arlaDe's  Cross  he  sUtid, 
There    tuld    his   hours   vithin   the 

And  at  (he  stream  his  thirst  alby'd. 


Thence  onward  jonmeyiug,   slowly 

Ah   evening   closed  he   reach'd   the 
!         hill. 
Where,  rising  through  the  woodland 

green. 
Old   Brodick's   gothio   towers  wera 

From   Hastings,   late   their  Rngliali 
I        lord, 

Douglas  had  won  them  by  the  sword. 
The  sun  that  sunk  behind  the  isle. 
Now  tinged   them  with   a   parting 

vn. 

But  though  the  beams  of  light  decay, 

'Twas  bustle  all  in  Brodick-Bay. 
The    linices    foUowers    crowd    the 

shore, 
And  boaU  and  biirges  some  unmoor, 
Some  raise  the  sail,  some  seize  the  oar : 
Their  eves  oft  turn'd   where  gUm- 

What  mi^ht  have  seom'<l  an  early  star 
On  heaven's  blue  arch,  save  that  its 

light 
Was  all  too  flickering,   fierce,   and 

Fur  distant  in  the  south,  the  ray 
tihone  pale  ujiiid  retiring  day. 

But  u«,  on  Carrick  shore. 
Dim  seen  in  outline  faintly  blue, 
Tho  Bhaiies  of  evening  closer  drew. 
It  kindled  more  tind  mora. 
The  uuok'it  slow  steps  now  press  the 

And  DOW  iimid  u  scene  he  stands, 

Full  strange  to  churchman's  eye; 

Warriors,  who.  nnning  lor  the  tieht, 

Kivct  and  cloxp  their  harness  light. 

And   twiukliiij'     siicirs,    and    axes 

brigl.t. 

.^d  helmets  Sashing  high. 

Oft.  too,  with  QUaccustom^d  ears, 

A  language  much  unmeet  he  hears. 

White,  hastening  all  on  board. 
As  stormy  as  the  swelling  surge 
Tliiit  mii'd  itH  roor,   the    leaders 
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Through  that  wild  throng  the  FitUier 

pOHH'll, 

And  reocb'd  the  Itojol  Brace  at  last. 
He  leout  a^^nst  a  stranded  boat. 
That  ihe  appruikcbin^  tide  miiGt  float, 
Anil  countod  every  nppling  wave. 
Ah  bigber  jol  het  Bides  they  lave. 
And  oft  the  distant  Are  he  eyed. 
And  closer  yet  his  hunberk  tied, 
And  looxen  d  in  its  ghciith  his  brand. 
EdiiviiTd  anil  Lennox  were  at  himd, 
Doaglaa  and  Koiitdd  had  the  care 
The  Holdiers  to  tbe  barks  to  share. ^ 
Tbo  Monk  approach'd  and  homage 

"  And  art  tlion  come,"  King  Bobert 

H^dd, 
■•  So  for  to  btesa  as  ere  we  paitr'— 
— '■  My   Liege,    and   with    a    loyal 

heart!— 


And  well  my  charae  he  hath  obey'd; 
For,  Bee  !  the  raddy  signal  made, 
That  Clifford,  with  hU  merry-men  aU, 
Onards  carelessly  our  fother's  hall." — 


"O  wild  of   thoDght,   and  hard  of 

Anawer'd  the  Monarch,  "  on  a  part 
Of  sach  deep  danger  to  employ 
A  mnte,  an  orphan,  and  a  boy  t 
Unfit  for  flight,  nnfit  for  strife, 
Withont  a  tongne  to  plead  for  life  t 
IT .  _ jjj  J.  jigjji;  lastored  by  Hea- 


»bjS. 


it  Uiles, "  the  monarch 


"  This  moves  me  much  1— this  mom- 

I  xent  the  stripling  to  Saint  Bride, 
With    my    comm^mdment   there   to 

— "Thither    ha   came    the    portresa 

sbow'd 
But  there,   my   Liege,    made   brief 

abode." — 

IS. 
"'TWB9  I,"    said   Edward, 

employ 
Of  nobler  import  for  tbe  boy. 
Dcf  j>  pondenug  in  my  oniious  mind, 
A  littiug  messenger  to  find. 
To  bi-nr  thy  written  manjute  o'er 
To  Cuthbert  oa  the  (Jarriok  shore. 
I  chanced,  at  early  dawn,  to  )iU8S 
The  chajiel  gate  to  Hnatch  a  iiiiiHS. 
1  found  the  stripling  on  a  tiimb 
Low-sentoil,  weeping  for  the  doom 
Tbatgitvuhis  youth  to  convent  gloom. 
I  told  my  piirpoBe,  and  bis  eyes 
Flasb'd  joyfufiit  the  glad  aurprise. 
He  bounded  to  the  skiS.  the  sail 
Was  upread  before  a  prosi>eroiis  gale, 


Edward,  my   i 


I  would  have 


Ere,  thrust  on  anch  adventure  wild, 
I  periU'd  ihtiB  the  belpleaa  child."— 
—Offended  half,  and  half  submiss, 
"Brother  and  Liege,  of  blame  like 

this." 
Edward  replied,  ''I  little  dream'd. 
A  stranger  messenger,  I  deem'J, 
Might  ^est  seek  the  beadsman's  cell. 
Where  all  thy  sqnires  are  known  so 

Noteless  hiBpTG8ence,BharphiB  sense. 
His  imperfection  his  defence. 
It  seen,  none  can  his  emmd  gness; 
If  tii'en,  his  words  no  tale  express — 
Methinka,  too,  yonder  beacon's  shine 
Might   expiate    greater   fanlt    than 

"  Bash,"  said  King  Bobert,  "  waa  the 

But  it  is  dune. — Embark  with  speed! — 
Good  Father,  say  Ui  Isabel 
Uow  this  nnbnppy  chance  befell; 
If  well  we  thrive  on  yoniler  shore. 
Soon  shall  my  care  her  page  restore. 
Our  greeting  to  our  sister  bear. 
And  think  of  ns  is  mans  and  pny- 

XL 

"Aye!"said  the  Priest,  "while this 

poor  hanil 
Can  cbalico  raise  or  cross  commaod, 
While  my  old  voioo  has  accents'  dm. 
Can  AuguHtin  forget  tbe  Brace !'' 
Then  to  his  side  Lord  Bonald  pcess*^ 
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And  whiBper'd,  "Bear  thou  this  m- 

That  when  by  Bmce'a  side  I  fight, 
Por  Scotlaad's  crown,  and  freedom's 

right, 
The  princew  grace  her  knight  to  bear 
Some  token  ofbeT  favourine  care; 
It  ahall  be  shown  where  England's 

best 
Ifaj  shrink  to  see  it  on  m^  crest. 
And  for  the  boy— siaoo  weightier  care 
For  royal  Brace  the  times  prepare. 
The     helpless    ;outh     is    B«uald'B 

charge. 
His  coach  my  plaid,  his  fence  my 

He  ceased ;  for  many  an  eager  hand 

Hada^ed  the  bargexfrom  the  strand. 
Their  number  was  a  score  and  (en. 
They  bore  thrice  threescore  chosen 

Witb  snch  small  force  did  Brace  at 

last 
The  die  for  death  or  empire  cast  I 


XII. 
Kow  on  the  darkening  main  afioat, 
Keady  and  maua'd  rocks  every  boat; 
Beneath  their  oars  the  ocean's  might 
Was  dasb'd  to  sparks  of  glimmering 

light. 
Faint  and  more  faint.  asoS  they  bore, 
Their  armour    glanceil   against   the 

And,  mingled  with  Che  dashing  tide. 
Their    marmaring     Toices    distant 

' '  God  speed  them  ! "  said  the  Priest, 

On  distant  biOows  glides  each  barb; 
"  0  Heaven  !  when  swords  for  free- 
dom shine. 
And   monarch's  right,  the  cause  is 

Edge  doubly  every  patriot  blow  I 
Ueat  diiwn  the  banners  of  the  foe  I 
And  bo  it  to  the  nations  kuown. 
That  Victory  ia  from  Uod  alone  1" 
As  up  tlie  hill  his  path  he  drew. 
He  tiim'd  his  blessings  to  renew, 
Oft  tam'd,  till  on  the  darken'd  coa.'<t 
All  traces  ol  their  coarse  were  lost; 


Unk 

Close  the  fair  entrance  of  the  Clyde; 
The  woods  of  Bute,  no  more  descried. 
Are  gone  —and  on  the  placid  sea 
The  rowers  ply  their  tasks  with  glee, 
While  hands    that   knightly  lanoes 

Impatient  aid  the  labouring  oar. 
The  balf-faoed  moon  shone  dim  and 

And  glanced  against  the  whiten'd  sail; 
Bat  on  that  ruddy  beaoon-light 
Each  HteeFsman  kept  the  helm  aright. 
And  oft,  for  sach   the  Kiug's  oom- 

That  all  at   once  might  reach  the 

stmud. 
From  boat  to  boat,  loud  shout  and 

hail 
Wam'dthemtocrowd  or  slacken  sail. 
South  and  by  west  the  armada  bore. 
And  near  at  length  the  Carrick  shore. 
As  leas  and  less  the  distance  grows. 
High  and  more  high  the  beacon  rose; 
The  light,  that  seem  d  a  twinkhng 

I  Now  blaaed  portentous,  fierce,  and 

'  fdr. 

Dark-re. I  the  heaven  above  it  glow'd, 
Oork-red  the  sea  beneath  it  Huw'd, 
Red  roxe  the  rocks  un  ocean's  brim, 
In  blood-red  light  her  ialeta  swim ; 
Wild   scream    the    dazzled  sea-fowl 

Dropp'd  from  their  crags  on  plashing 


Like  some  tall  casUe  given  to  Same, 
O'er  half  the  land  the  lustre  come. 
"  Iiow,  good  my  Liege,  and  brother 

sage. 
What  think  ye  of  mine  elfin  page  ?"— 
' '  Bow  on  I"  the  noble  King  repliei^ 
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U  learn  the  troth  whate'cr  be-   The  dnbions  coM  reflection  lay 
"'""  On  the  wet  Banda  nndquiethay. 


Beneath  the  rocka  King  Hobert  drew 
His  scatterM  files  (o  order  due, 
Till  shield  coiupact  and  aerried  spear 
In  the  cool  light  ahoue  bine  and  cWr. 
Then  down  a  path  that  aoaght  the 

That  speceUesB  page  was  aeen  to 

glide; 
He  knelt  him  lowly  on  the  sand, 
And  gave  a  scroll  to  Robert'a  huid. 
"A    torch,"    the    Monarch    cried, 

■'  Wbitt.  ho  ! 
Now    ahttll    we    Cntbbert'a    tidings 

Btit  evil  neWB  the  letters  bare, 

The  GliDord'a  force  was  atrong  and 

Angsiented,  too,  that  very  mom. 
By   moantaineera    who    came  with 


Tet  snre  the  beadsman  and  the  child 
Conld  ne'er  have  waked  (hat  beacon 
wild." 

XI\'. 
With  that  the  bosta  approach'd  the 

Bat  Edward's  grounded  on  the  sand; 
The  eager  Kni^t  leap'd  in  the  sea 
Waist-deep,  anilfir«tou  shore  wna  he, 
Thoagh  every  barge's  hardy  band 
Contended   which   shonid  gain  the 

When  that  strange  light,  which,  seen 

Seeni'd  steady  as  the  polar  star, 
Now,  like  a  prophet's  fiery  chair, 
Seem'd  travelling  the  realm  of  air. 
Wide  o'er  the  riiy  the  splendour 
glows. 

Ah  that  portcntooa  meteor  rose ;  

Helm,    aie,    and   falchion    glitter'd    Long  harrow'd  by  oppressor's  hand, 
bright,  I  Courage  and  faith  had  fied  the  land. 

And  in  the  red  and  dnsky  light  |  A.nd  over  Carrii'k,  dtirk  and  deep, 

HiH  comrade's  face  each  warrior  saw.    Had  sank  dejection's  iron  sleep. — 
-  Nor  marveU'd  it  was  pale  with  awe.      Cnthbert  hail  seen  that  beacon-flame. 
Then  high  in  air  the  benniH  were  lost,    Unwitting  from  what  aonrce  it  came. 
And  darkness  snntapontbecoaBt—  '  Doubtftil  of  perilons  event, 
Ronald  to  Heaven  a  prayer  addresa'd,  '  Edward's  mnte  messenger  he  sent. 
And  Douglas   cross  d  his   dauntless  '  ^  Bruce    deceived   should  venture 

breast;  I         o'er, 

"  Saint  Jamea   protect  us  '."  Lennox   I'o  warn  him  from  the  fatal  shore, 

'  »,  ^,.-™,.  ,     ..^  -,.-=,  ^^' 
thon.  Kirtnatrick.  in  that   As  round  the  t 

Red  C'omyn'a  angry  spirit  came. 

Or  would  thy  danntleas  heart  endure  '         "<"  ?^ 

Once     more     to     make     assurance   To  ambush  us  in  greenwood  bough, 

sure?"—  .  And  take  the  chance  which  fate  may 

"Hushl"  said  the  Bruce,  "we  soon  '         send 

shall  know,  To  bring  our  enterprise  to  end, 

Ifthis  be  sorcerer's  empty  show,  Or  shall  we  tnm  us  to  the  main 

Or  stratagem  of  siiuthem  foe.  '  As  elites,  and  embark  ^ain  ?"— 

The  moon  shines  onl — upon  the  sand  '  Anawer'd  fierce  Edward,  "  Hap  what 
Let  every  leader  rank  his  band."         I         may, 

In  Camck,  Carriek's  Lord  mnat  stay. 
*'■  I  would  not  minstrels  told  the  tale. 

Faintly  the  moon's  pale  beams  sup-    Wildfire  or  meteor  made  ua  quail."— 

ply  .  Answer'd  the  Douglas,  "Ifmyliege 

That  ruddy  light's  unnatural  dye ;       |  Hay  win  yon  walls  by  storm  or  sics4 


sso 
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'Then    wen  etu^  brave  and  patriot 

Kindled  of  new  for  \ojtA  part.' 
Anawer'd   Lord  Bonald,  "Not    for 

Woidd  I  that  agad  Torqnil  came, 
And  foncd,  for  all  onr  empty  boast, 
Without  a  blow  we  fled  the  coast. 
I  will  not  credit  that  this  land. 
So  ^ned  for  warlike  heart  anil  hand. 
The  nurse  of  Wallace  and  of  Bmcc, 
Will    long    with    tyrants    hold    n 

troce.  — 
"ProTO  we  onr  fate— tlie  brunt  well 

bider 
Bo  Boyd  and  H^e  and  Lennox  cried ; 
So  said,  so  Tow'd,  the  leaders  all; 
So  Brnce  resolved :  "And  in  nij  hall 
Since  the  Bold  Southern  make  their 

The    hoar   of  payment  soon   shall 

WhcD  with  a  rough  and  nig$;ed  host 
Clifford  may  reckon  to  his  coat. 
Meantime,  through  well-known  bosk 

and  dell, 
HI  lead  where  we  may  shelter  well." 

XTIl 
Now  ask  yon  whence  that  wondrons 

light. 
■Whose    fciry   glow    begniled    their 

It  ne'er  was  known— yet  grey-hair'd 

eld 
A  aaperatitions  credence  held, 
That  uever  did  a  mortal  hand 
Wake   its    broad    glare    on  Cnnick 

Nay,  and  that  on  the  eelf-same  night 

When  Bruce  cross'd  o'er,  still  gleams 

the  light.  I 

Yearly  it   gleams   o'er   mount  and  ■ 

And  glittering  wave  and  crimBon'd  | 

But  whether  beam  celestial,  lent 
Bj-  Heaven  to  aid  the  Kino's  descent. 
Or  fire  liell-kindled  from  beneath. 
To  lare  him  lo  defeat  and  death, 
Or  were  it  bnt  some  meteor  stmnge, 


Of  snch  as   oft  throngh    midnight 

Startling  the  traveller  late  and  lone, 
I  know  not — and  it  ne'er  was  known. 

svni. 

Now  np  the  rocky  pass  they  drew. 
And  Konald,  to  hie  promise  tme, 
Still  made  his  arm    the   stripling's 

Btav, 
To  aid  him  on  the  mgged  way. 
"  Now  cheer  thee,  sim^ilo  Amadine  I 
Why    throbs    that     silly    heart    of 

thine  r— 
— That   name    the   pirates  to  their 

(In  Gaelic  'tin  the  Changeling)  gave — 
' '  Dost  thon  not  rest  thee  on  my  onn  7 
Do   not   my   plaid-folds  bold    thco 

Hath  not  the  wild  bull's  Ircbto  hide 
This  tarpe  for  thee  and  me  Hupplied  'i 
la  not  Clim-CoUtt'K  sword  ot  steel  ? 
And,    trembler,    caa'st   thou   terror 

feel! 
Cheer  thee,  and  still  that  throbbing 

From  Bonald's  gnard  Ibon  sbalt  not 

— 0  r  many  a  shaft,  at  random  sent. 
Finds  mark  the  archer  little  uieant! 
And  many  a  word,  at  random  spoken, 
May  Boutlie  or  wound  a  heart  thal's 

broken  ! 
Halt-soothed,  half-grieved,  half-terri- 

Close  drew  the  page  to  Ronald's  side; 

A  wild  delirious  thrill  of  joy 

Was  in  that  bonr  of  agony. 

Ah  np  the  steepy  pass  he  strove. 

Fear,  toil,  and  sorrow,  lost  iu  love  1 

XIX. 
The  barrier  of  that  iron  shore. 
The  rock's  Btoep  ledge,  is  now  climb'd 


The  sound  swings  over  land  sea. 
And  marks  a  watchful  enemy.— 
They  gain'd  the  Chase,  a  wide  do- 
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What !   wilt    thoa  mot? — capriclo' 

Thon  thine  a 

emplrjj. 
PrwH  but  thif 


11  limbs  imd  Btrengtlt 
night,   and  pass  thj 


Li>ft  fi>r  the  Castle's  silvan  reign, 
(Heek  not   the  scene — the  axe,   Qie 

ThelHior's  ilull  fence,  have  mnrr'd  it 

Bnt  then,  soft  awept  in  velrpt  j^een  / 

llie  plain  with  mttOjagladp  between,  I 

Whose  tangled  alleys  for  invndo  i 

The  depth  of  the  brown  forest  shiule.  1         ten 

Here  the  tall  fern  obscured  the  lawn,  ■  Hiiw  Rimald  loves  t&\i  Isabel !" 

Pair  shelter  for  the  sportive  fawn;       |  Worn  out,    diahearttn'd,    and    dis- 

.,^1 

Here  Amndine  let  go  the  plaid: 

His  trembling  limbs  their  aid  refuse. 

He  sunk  am<>Dg  the  midnight  dews  I 

XXI. 
What  may  be   done?'-the  night  is 

The  Brace's  band  moves  swiftt;on^ 
Eternal  shame,  if  at  the  brunt 

battle's 


Wok  uany  n  swelling  hillock  seen; 
And  all  around  was  Terdore  meet 
For  preBHnre  of  the  fairies'  feet. 
The  gloHsy  holly  loved  the  park, 
The  yew-tree  lent  its  shadow  dark. 
And  many  an  old  oak,  worn  and  bore. 
With  all  its  shiver'd   houghs,   was 

Lovely  between,  the  moonbeams  fell  -  I^^'l    Ronald     g»ce 
On  lawn  and  hiUock,  glade  and  dell,  i         front  i- 
The  gallant  Monarch  si^h'd  *"  — 


These  glades  b 


love 


1  childhood 


|"Hee    yonder 


oak,    within   whose 


XS, 


Decay  a  dorken'd  cell  hath  sank  ; 
Enter,  and  rest  thee  there  a  space, 
Wrap  in  my  plaid  thy  limbs,   thy 

I  will  not  be,  believe  me,  for; 

Bnt  must  not  quit  the  ranks  of  war. 
tk  the  Losky  bourne, 
guard  thee  hence,  re- 


Well  Willi  iii 


Fast  o'er  the  moonlight  chase  they 

Well  knew  the  band  that  measured 

When,  in  retreat  or  in  advauce, 

The  serried  warriors  move  at  once; 

And  evil  were  the  lack,  if  dawn 

IVBcrieil  them  on  the  open  Inwn. 

Copses  they  traverse,   brooks   they  \  "'t"  "^'f  ^^  P°*  '°^°'  " ' 


Nay,  woep  not  so.  thou  simple  boy  1 
But  sleep  in  peace,  and  wake  in  joy." 
In  silvan  lodging  close  bestow'd. 
He    placed  the  page,    and    onward 
strode 


^..j„a  I         ^""^  brook, 

Strain  up'the  bank  and  oer  the  moss.  '^^  "oon  the  marching  bond  o'er- 
From  the  exhausted  page's  brow  toaV.  --,, 

Cold  dropsof  toil  are  streaming  now;  XXil. 

With    eObrt  faint    and    lengthen'd    Thus  strangely  left,  long  aobb'd  and 

pause,  I         wept 

Bis  wenry  step  the  stripling  draws,     i  The    page,    till,    wearied     out,     he 
'■  Nay,  droop  not  yet  1     the  warrior  |         slept  - 

said:  'A  rough  voice  waked  bis  dreuD— 

"Come,  letmegivetheeeaseondaid!  ;         "Nay,  here. 
Strong  are  mine  arms,  and  little  core 'Here   by    this   thicket,    poss'd    the 
A  weight  BO  slight  as  thine  to  bear. —  I         deer— 
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Beneath  that  old  oak  Ryiio  Btaid- 
What   have   we   heref—a 

And  in  its  folds  a  stripling  laid  7— 
Come  forth  I  thj  name  and  baHineBs 

teUI— 
What,  silent?— thenlgnewthee well. 
The  spr  that  sought  old  Cnthbert's 

Wafted  from  Arran  jester  mom- 
Come,  comrades,  we  will  straight  tb- 

Onr  Lord  may  choose  the  rack  should 

To  this  young  loichar  nse  of  speech. 
Thy  bow-string  till  I  bindbim  fast."— 
"Nay,  but   he   weeps   and    stands 

Unboimd  well  lead  him,  fear  it  not; 
'Tis  a  fair  stripling,  though  a  Scot." 
The  hunters  to  the  castle  sped, 
Anil  there  the  hapless  captiTs  led. 

xxm. 

Stoat  Clifford  in  the  casUe-conrt 
epared  him  for  the  morning  sport; 
id  nowwi"-   • —  ■--■=   '--   ''- 


Pre] 


w  with  Lorn  held  deep  dis- 

Now  gave  command  for  boond  and 

War-steeds  and    palfreys  paw'd  the 

ground. 
And  many  a  deer-dog  howl'd  aronnd. 
ToAmsdine,  Lorn 's  well-known  word 
Replying  to  that  Southern  Lord, 
Mil'd  with  this  clanging  din,  might 

The  phantasm  of  a  feier'd  dream. 
The  tone  npon  his  ringing  ears 
Came  like  the  sonnds  which  fancy 

When  in  mde  waves  or  roaring  winds 
Some  words  of  woe  the  maser  finds, 
Until  more  louiily  "><*  more  near, 
Their  speech  arrests  the  page's  ear. 

xxrv. 

"And  was  she  tbas,"   said  Clifford, 

■'  lost  ? 
The  priest  shonld  me  it  to  his  oost ! 
What  says  the  monk!" — "The  holy 

Sire 


Owns,  that  in  maaqner's  quaint  attire 
She  sought  his  akiS,  di^uised,  un- 

To  all  except  to  him  alone. 
But,  says  the  priest,  a  bark  from  Lorn 
lAtd  them  aboard  that  very  mom. 
And  pirates  seized  her  for  their  prey. 
He  proffer'd  ransom-gold  to  pay. 
And  they  agreed— bat  ere  told  o'er, 
The  winds  blew  load,   the  billows 

They  gever'd,  and  they  met  no  more. 
He  deems— each  tempest  vei'd  the 

Ship,  crew,  and  fugitive,  were  lost. 
So  let  it  be,  with  the  diagrace 
And  scandal  of  ber  lofty  race ! 
Thrice  better  she  bad  ne'er  been  bom. 
Than  brought  her  infamy  on  Lom '." 

XXV. 

Lord  Clifford  now  the  captive  apiod  ;~ 
"Whom,  Hei^ert,  bast  thou  there?" 
he  cried. 

oak  his  lurking  plikc 
"What   tidings  can  the   youth    af- 
ford?"'— 
"  He  plays  (he  mute." — "  Then  noose 

Unless  brave  Lom  reverse  the  doom 
For  his  plnid's  sake." — "  Clan-Colla's 

Said  Lom,  whose    careless   glances 
trace 


His 


n'n  scathed  oak;  and  let  hiuj 


In  air,  unless,  by  terror  wrung, 
A  frank  confession  find  his  tou^c. — 
Nor  shall  ho  die  without  his  nte; 
— Thou,  Angus  lioy,  attend  the  sight, 
AndgivcCluti-OoUa's  dirge  thy  breath. 
As  thej  convey  him  to  his  death," — 
"  O  brother  I  cruel  to  the  last  T' 
Through  the  poor  captive's  bosom 
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ITiethoiight.bnt,  tohiflpTXTpoge  tf  le. 
He   s&id    not,    though    he  sig.i'd. 


9  poor  breath,  one  BiDgle 

Uay  freedom,  mfety,  life  afford? 
Can  ha  resiet  the  instiucliTe  call. 
For  lita  that  bids  as  barter  all?— 
Lovo,  KtroDg  as  death,  his  heart  hath 

ateel'd, 
His  nirrves  hath  strung — he  will  not 

Since  that  poor  breath,   that  little 

Slay  yield  Lord  Ronald  Ui  the awonl,— 
Cluu-Colla'H  dirge  is  pealing  wide. 
The  grieily  headaicaii'B  by  liis  side; 
Along  the    greenwood    Chase    they 

And  now  their  march  has  ghastly  end  t 
That  old  and  shatter'd  oak  beneath, 
They  destine  for  the  place  of  death. 
— What  thonghts  are  hia,  while  all  in 


Bmce  laid  strong  grasp,  "  They  shall 

A  ringlet  of  the  stripling's  hair; 
But,  till  I  give  the  word,  forbear, 
—Douglas,  lead  flfly  ot  our  force 
Up  yonder  hollow  water-course. 
And  couch  thee  midway  on  the  wold, 
Between  the  flyers  and  their  bold: 
A  spear  above  the  copse  display'd, 
Be  aignal  of  the  ambush  made. 
—Edward,     with    forty    epearmen. 

Through  yonder  copse  approach  the 

gate, 
And,  whenthoahear'st  the  battle-din, 
Bush  forward,  and  the  pasK^e  win. 
Secure  the    drawbridge— storm    the 

And   man    and    guard    the   castle- 

The  rest  move  slowly  forth  with  me. 
In  shelter  of  the  forest-tree. 
Till  Douglas  at  his  post  I  see.'' 

xxvm. 

Like  wor-dogs  eager  to  rush  on, 
Compell'd  to  wait  Iho  signal  blown. 
Hid,   anil  scarce  hid,  by  greenwood 

hough, 
Trembling  with  nige,  stands  Bonald 

He  hears  the  death-prayer  muttet'd    And  in  his  grasp  his  evord  gleams 

And  mast  he  die  such  death  occtUBt, 
Or  will  that  bosom-secret  burst  ? 
Cold  on  his  brow  bruakH  terror's  dew, 
liis  trembling  lips  are  livid  bine; 
The  agony  of  parting  life 
Has  nought  to  match  that  moment's 
strife  I 

XXVTL 


Bnt  other  vitneSHcs  are  nigh, 
Who  mock  at  fear,  and  death  defv ! 
Boon  as  the  dire  lament  was  play  d, 
It  waked  the  lurking  ambnst^e. 
The  Island  Lord  bok'd  forth,  and 

The  cause,  and  loud  in  fury  cried, 
"By  Heaven, they  lead  the  pagetodie. 
And  mock  ma  in  his  aoonv  1 
Tbej  ball  abye  it !"— On  nil  um 


Sees  me  dork  death-train  moving  by. 
And,  heedful,  measures  oft  the  space 
The  Douglas  and  his  band  uiuHt  trace. 
Ere  they  con   reach  theii  destined 

ground, 
(fow  sinkB  the  dirae's  waihng  sound. 
Now  cluster  round  the  diroful  tree 
That  slow  and  solemn  company. 
While  hymn  mistuned  and  tuntter'd 

The  victim  for  bis  fate  prepare,— 
What    glances   o'er  the    greenwood 

shade? 
The  spear  that  marks  the  ambusoode. 
"  No w,noble  Chief !  I  leave  thee  looe^ 
Upon  them,  Bonald  !"  saici  the  Bnioct 
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XXIX. 

"The  Bmca,  the  Bruce  1''  to  well- 
known  ciy 

His  nutive  rocks  and  woods  reply. 

"The  Brace,  the  Bmcel"  in  that 
dread  word 

The  knell   of  hundred  deaths  was 

The   astonish 'd   Sonthem   gazed    at 

firat, 
WLere  the  wild  tempest  was  to  hnrst, 
That  waked  in  that  presaging  name. 
Before,  behind,  aroond  itiaime! 
Half-arm "d,  sarpriKed,  on  every  side 
Hemm'd  in,  hewM  down,  tbey  bled 

and  died. 
Deep  in  the  ring  tbe  Brace  engaged, 
And   fierce  Ctan-CoUa's  broai^word 

Fnll  soon  the  few  who  fooght  were 

Nor  better  wa.*!  their  lot  who  fled. 
And  mt't,  'mid  terror's  wild  career, 
Tbe  Douglas's  redoubted  spear ! 
Two  hundred  yeomen  on  Ihat  morn 
The  CBEtle  left,  and  none  retnm. 

XXX. 
Not  on  their  flight  press'd  Boaald's 

A  gentler  duty  claim 'd  his  baud. 
Heriiised  the  pi^e .where  on  tbe  plain 
His  fiar  bad  sunk  him  with  the  slain: 
And  twice,  that  mom,   Buiprise  well 

Betray 'd  the  secret  kept  by  fear; 
(.luce,  wbcD.witb  life  rt'taming.  came 
To  the  boy's  lip  Lord  lionald'K  Dome, 
Ami  banlJy  rcoolleclion  drown'-l 
The  acctntn  in  a  marmuring  sound; 
And  once,  when  scarce  he  could  resist 
Tbe  I'hiei^uin'ncurc  to  loose  the  vest. 
Drawn    tightly    o'er   his   labooriDg 

But  then  tbe  Bmoe's  bugle  blew. 
For  martial  work  was  yat  to  do. 

XXXI. 
A  harier  ln.sk  fierce  Edward  waits. 
Ere  sigiiiti  given,  the  castle  gates 

HiB  fury  had  HSBail'd; 
Such  was  bis  wonted  reckless  mood. 


Tet  desperate  valor  oft  nuule  good. 
Even  by  its  daring,  venture  rude. 

Where  prudence  might  have  fail'd. 
Upon   tbe  bri^e  Ills    strength    he 

And  struck  the  iron  chain  in  two, 
By  which  its  planks  arose ; 

The  warder  next  his  aie'a  edge 

Struck   down    npon    tbe   tbresbold 
ledge 

'Twiit  door  and  poet  aghastly  wedge! 
The  gate  they  may  not  close. 

Well  fought  the  Southern  in  the  fray. 

Cliflbrd  and  Lorn  fought  well  that 

But  Htubbom  Edward  forced  bis  way 

Against  a  hundred  foes. 
Loud  come  the  cry,  "  Tbe  Bruce,  the 

No  hope  or  in  defence  or  tmce, 
FreKh  combatants  pour  in; 

Mad  with  success,  and  drunk  with 
gore. 

They  drive  the  struggling  foe  before. 
And  word  on  ward  Ihey  win. 

Unsparing  was  the  vengeful  sword. 

And  limbs  were  lopp'd  end  tife-blood 

Tbo  cry  of  death  and  conflict  roar'd, 

And  fesrfQl  wa.s  the  din  ! 
The    startling   horses   plunged   and 

Clamour'd  the  dogs  till  (nrrets  rung, 

N'or  sunk  the  fearful  cry, 
Till  not  a  foemen  was  there  found 
Alive,  save  those  who  on  the  ground 

Groan 'd  in  their  agony ! 
XXXIL 
The  valiant  Clifford  is  no  more: 
On  Ronald's  broadsword  stieam'd  bis 

But  belter  bap  had  he  of  Lorn. 
Who,  by  tbe  foemen  butliWHrd  borne, 
Yet  gain 'd  with  slender  tniin  tbe  port. 
Where  lay  his  bark  beneath  tbe  fort, 

And  cut  tbo  cable  loose. 
Short  were  bis  shrift  in  (but  debate 
I'hat  bout  of  fury  and  of  fate. 

If  Lorn  eneounter'd  Bruce  ! 
Then  lung  nnd  loud  the  victor  shout 
From  turret  and  from  tower  rang  out 
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The  rugged  vaulta  replied; 
Aod  from  the  donjon  tower  oa  high. 
The  men  of  Carrick  may  dcBciy 
St.  Anilrew'B  crosH,  in  blftzonry 

Of  iulier.  waving  wide  1 

xxxin. 

The  Bmce  hath  won  hie  father's  boll  I 
— "Welcome,  brave friendB and com- 
tvdeB  alt, 
Welcome  to  mirth  and  joy ! 
The  first,  the  UnA.  is  welcome  here, 
From  lord  and  chieftain,  prince  and 

To  this  poor  speechless  boy. 
Greut   God !   once    more    my  sire's 

Is  mine— hehold  the  floor  I  trode 

In  tottering  infancy ! 
And  there  tuo  vanlted   arch,  whose 

nonnd 
Echoed  my  joyoos  shout  and  bonnd 
In  boyhood,  and  that  rung  around 

To  youth's  unthinking  glop  I 
0  first,  to  thee,  Bll-graciouH  Heaven, 
Then  to  mv  friends,  my  thanks  be 

He  paused  a  space,  his  bro^  be 


sxxrv. 

"Bring  here,"  be  said,  "the  mazen 

My  noble  tothers  loved  of  yore. 
Thrice  li-t   them   circle  roond    the 

The  pledge,  fair  Scotland's  tights  re- 
stored 1 
And   he  whose  lip  shall  touch   the 

Without  a  vow  as  true  as  mine. 

To    hold    both    lands    and    life    at 

nought. 
Until  her  freedom  shall  bebongbt, — 
Bo  brand  of  a  disloyal  Bcot, 


And  lasting  infamy  his  lot  1 
Sit.  f;entle  friends  I  oor  hour  of  glee 
Is  brief,  well  spend  it  joyously ! 
Blithest  of  all  the  sun's  Dright  beams, 
When  betwixt  storm  and  storm  he 


oonntry 


Speed     messengers 

throush; 

Arouse  old  friendit,  and  gsther  new ; 
Warn  Lanark's  knights  to  gird  their 

RoOBo  the  brave  sons  of  Teviotdale, 
Let    Ettrick's   archers    sharp   their 

The  fairest  forms,  the  tmest  hearts  ! 
Coll  all,   coll  all !  from   Beedswair- 

Patb! 
To  the  wild  conflnes  of  Cape- Wrath; 
Wide  let  the  news  tbroogh  HcoUand 

ring.-- 
The  Northern  E^le  claps  his  wing !" 

CANTO  SIXTH. 
I. 

0  WHO,    that   shared    them,   ever 

sbdll  forget 
The  emotions  of  the  spirit-rousing 


When  breathless  ii 


the  I 


t  the 


Early  and  late,  at  evening  and  at 

prime: 
When  the  loud   cannon  and  the 

merry  chime 
Hail'd  news  on  news,  as  field  oi> 

field  WHS  won ! 
When  Hope,  long  donbtfal,  soar'd 

at  length  NQblime, 
And  our  glad  eyes,  awake  as  day 

Watch 'd  Joy's  broad  banner  rise,  to 

meet  tba  rising  sun! 
O  these  were  bonrs,  when  thrilling 

joy  repaid 
A  lonu,  long  course  of  darkneM, 

doubts,  and  fears  1 
The  beart-sick   faintness   of   tba 

hope  delay'd, 
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The  waste,  the  woe,  the  bloodshed, 

uid  theteaiB, 
That  tnok'd  with   terror  twantf 

-"'TgyBMH, 

I  foigot  in  that  bUtha  juU- 


rollinnyt 
I  was  fori 


l«et 
Her  dowDout  eye  eT«&  pale  AiBio- 

To  sigh  a  thankful  pt^er,  amid 
the  kIm, 
That  hall'd  the   Despot's  &11,  and 
peace  and  libertj  \ 

Snoh    news  o'er   Sootland's    hilla 

triumphant  rode, 
When  'gunst  the  invaders  tnm'd 

the  battle's  scale, 
Vheo,  Brace's  banner  had  Tiotori- 

ooa  Sow 'il 
O'er  LoDdoou'B  mountain,  and  in 

Ury's  vale; 
When  Llngliah  blood  oft  deluged 

DouQlas^^dale, 
And  fiery  Udward  mated  stout  St. 

John, 
When  Bandolph's  war-cry  swelt'd 

the  Bonthem  Role, 
And  many  a  fortreae,  town,  and 


^the    tidings  flew  troia  baron's 

To  peasant's  cot,  to  forest  bower, 

And  waked  the  eolitaiy  cell. 

Where  lone  Saint   Bnde'a  reelnses 

dwell. 
Princess  no  more,  fair  laabel, 
A  Tot'resa  of  the  order  now. 
Say,  did  the  rule  tliat  bid  thee  wear 
Dim  veil  and  woollen  scapolaire. 
And   reft  thy  looks  of  daik-brown 

That  stem  and  rigid  vow, 
Did  it  condemn  the  transport  high. 
Which  glisten'd  in  thy  watety  eye. 
When  minstrel  or  when  palmer  told 
Each  frah   exploit  of  Brace  the 
bold?— 


And  vhooa  the  lorely  form,  Oitf 

Thy  aniioiis  faopea,  thy  fean.  thy 

prayers? 
No  raster  she  of  convent  sh^e; 
So  B^  these  looks  in  langtben'd 

So  say  the  blnshes  and  the  aigh^ 
The  tremors  that  unbidden  nse. 
When,    mingled   with   the   Bmoe's 

The  brave   Lord    Bonald's   praises 

in 

Beliere,  his  father's  castle  won, 
And  his  bold  enterprise  Twgnw, 
That  Bmoe's  earlieet  cares  reaton 
The  speechless  page  to  Arran's  shore: 
Nor  think  that  long  the  qoaint  dis- 

guiae 
Conceal'd  ber  from  a  sister's  eyes ; 
And  Bister-tike  in  love  they  dwell 
In  that  lone  conveut'a  ailent  ceU. 
There  Bruce's  slow  aBsent  allows 
Fair  Isahel  the  veil  and  vowa; 
And  there,  her  sst's  dress  regain'd. 
The  lovelv  Maid  of  Lorn  remain'd, 

led,  unknown,  while  Scotland 

Besonnded  with  the  din  of  war; 
And  many  a  month,  and  many  a  day, 
In  calm  aeclnaion  wore  away. 

IV. 
These  days,  these  months,  to  years 

had  worn, 
When  tidings  of  high  weight  were 

To  that  lone  island's  shore; 
Of  all  the  Bi:ottiEh  conqnests  made 
By  the  First  Edward's  rathlsm  bhwl^ 

Eis  son  retain 'd  no  more, 
NorthwBtd  of  Tweed,  but  Stirling's 

Beleagner'd  hy  King  Robert's  pow- 

And  Uiey  took  term  of  traoe. 
If  En^lanil's  King  should  not  reheve 
The  siege  ere  John  the  Baptist's  eve, 

To  yield  them  to  the  Brace. 
England  was  roused— on  every  side 
Gonziei  and  po«t  and  herald  hied. 


TEB  LORD  OF  THE  ISLES. 


Prepared  Ui  raise  tair  Stirling'^  siege, 

with  backler,  brand,  and  Bpour. 
The  term  voa  nigh— thej  mnster'd 


There  rode  each  knight  of    noble 

There  England 's  hard?  archers  came. 
The  land  they  tiode  seem'd  all  on 

With  banner,  blitde,  and  shield  1 
And  not  famed   England's   powers 

BenoTn'd  in   arms,  the  anmmtme 

For  Nenstria'a  knights  obe;'d, 
Oascogne  hath  lent  her  hoTsameu 

good. 

And  Cambria,  bnt  of  late  snbdned. 
Sent  forth  her  monntain  mnltitnde. 
And  Connoght    ponr'd    from   waste 

and  wood 
Her  bnndred  tribes,  whose  sceptre 

Dark  Etlt  O'Connor  sway'd. 
V. 
Bight  to  devoted  Caledon 
The  storm  of  war  rolls  alowlj  on, 

With  menace  deep  and  dread: 
So  the  dark  clonds.  with  gathering 

Suspend  awhile  the  threaten'd  show- 
Till  every  peak  and  Hommit  lower 

Bound  tlie  pais  pilgrim's  head. 
Not  with  such  pilgrim'B  startled  eye 
King    Kobert    mark'd   the    tempest 
nigh  ! 

BesoWed  the  brant  to  bide, 
His  royal  sammons  wom'd  the  land. 
That  all  who  own'd  their  King's  com- 

Shouhl  instant  take  the  spear  and 
bimd. 
To  combat  at  his  side. 
O  who  ma;  tall  the  sons  of  Came, 
That  at  King  fiobert's  bidding  came. 


From    Bolway-SaJidB   to   Marshal's- 

Alt  bonn'd  them  for  the  fight. 
Racb  news  the  royal  courier  tells. 
Who   cams   to    rouse  dark  Arran's 

dells  1 
Bnt  farther  tidings  must  the  ear 
Of  Isabel  in  secret  hear. 
These    in     her   cloister  walk,    next 

Thus  shared  she  with  the  Uud  of 

VI 
"  H:r  Edith,  con  I  tell  how  dear 
Onr  interoonine  of  hearts  sincere 

Hath  been  to  Isabel  ?— 
Judge  then  the  sorrow  of  my  heart, 
When  I  must  say    the    worda.  We 

The  irheerlesB  oonvent-cell 
Was  not,   Bweet  maiden,   made  for 

Oo  thoQ  wberp  thy  vocation  tree 

On  hajipier  fortunes  fell. 
Nor,  Edith.  Judge  thyself  betisy'd 
Though   Bobert  knows  that  Lom's 

high  Maid 
And  his  poor  silent  page  were  one. 
Versed  in  the  fickle  heart  of  man. 
Earnest  and  onxtoos  hath  ha  look'd 
How    Bonald's    heart   the   message 

brook'd 
That  gave  him,  with  her  iMt  fare- 
well. 
The  charge  of  Sister  Isabel, 


plight. 

Forgive  him  for  th^  sister's  sake. 

At  first  if  vain  repiuings  wake — 

Long  since  that  mood  is  gone; 

Now  dwells  he  on  thv  jnster  cUime, 

.U)d    oit   bis   breach    of   faith    hir 

blames — 

Forgive  him  for  thine  own  I" — 

vn. 
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"Saj,    hnah   thee,    too    impatient 

Until  m  J  final  tale  be  said  !— 
The  Rood  King  Robert  would  engage 
Edith  once  more  his  elfin  page, 
By  her  own  heart,  and  her  own  ere. 
Her  lover's  penitence  to  try- 


D  biB  rojal  charge,  and  free, 

d  snch  thy  final  purpose  be. 

Again  nnknowit  to  aeek  the  cell. 


Should  SI 


,^yf 


H^ht  have  some  glance  of  policy; 

DnnBtaffnage  had  the  monarch  la'en. 

And  Lom  liod  own'd  King  Bobert's 

reign. 
Her  brother  had  to  England  flf  d. 
And  there  in  banishment  was  dead; 
Ample,    through    eiile,    death,  and 

flight. 
O'er  tower    and    land    was    Edith's 

right; 
This  ample  riaht  o'er  tower  and  laud 
Were  safe  in  Ronald's  faithful  hand. 

vni. 


Yet  miich  the  reasoning  Edith  made  1 
"Her  sister '4  faith  she  in  uHt  iipbmid. 
Who  gave  Bucb  secret,  dark  and  dear, 
In  counei]  to  another's  ear. 
Why  should  she  leave  the  peaceful 

cell  ?— 
How  should  she  part  with  Isabel? — • 
How  wear  thiit  strange  attire  ngen  ? — 
How    risk    herself    'midst   martial 

Anil  how  be  gtiarded  on  the  way?  — 
At  least  she  might  entreat  delay." 
Kind  Isabel,  with  secret  smile. 
Saw  and  forgave  the  maiden's  wile. 
Reluctant  to  bo  thought  to  move 
At  the  first  coll  of  truant  love. 


IX 


Oh,  blame  her  c 


3  trembling  leaves  must   But 


When  beams  the  bud  through  April'! 

It  needs  most  bloom,  the  Tiolet  Bow 

And  Dove,  howe'er  the  maiden  strire, 
Mnst  with  reviving  hope  revive ! 
A  thousand  soft  eicusea  came, 
To   plead    his    cause  'gainst  virgin 

shame- 
Pledged  '  by   their    sires  in  esrliMt 

Hebad  her  plighted  faith  and  truth — 
Then,  'twas  her  Liege's  strict  com- 

And  she,  beneath  his  royal  hand, 
A  ward  in  person  and  in  land  : — 
And,  last,  she  was  reeolved  to  stay 
Only  brief  space — one  little  day — 
Close  hidden  in  her  safe  disguise 
From  ail,  but  most   from  Ronald's 

eyes  — 
But   once   to    see  him  more  I— nor 

blame 
Her  wish— to   bear  him   name  her 

name  1 — 


But  Isabel,  who  long  had  see 
Her  pallid  cheek  and  pensive 
And  well  herself  the   cause 


.  of  Edith's  woe. 
Joy'il,  generous,  that  revolving  time 
Gave  means  to  eipiate  the  crime. 
High  glow'd  her  bosom  as  she  said, 
"Well    shull   her   sufferings  t>e  re- 
paid !" 
Now  cnnio  the  parting  hour — a  band 
FrODi  Anan's  mountains  left  the  land; 
Their  chief,  Filz-Louis,  had  the  care 
The  speeebless  Amndineto  bear 
To  Briiee.  with  honour,  bh  behoved 
To  page  the  monarch  dearly  loved. 

S. 
The  King  had   deem'd  the  maiden 

bright 
Should  reach  him  long  before  the 
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WLeu  o'er  the  Gillie's-hill  aha  rode. 
Tho  laDiIticapa  like  a  famace  glow'd. 
As  far  aa  e'er  the  eye  was  borne, 
Tho  loncca  vnve<l  like  antnmn-corn. 
In  battlea  four  beneath  tbe  e;e, 
The  forces  of  King  Robert  lie. 
And  one  below  the  hill  was  laid, 
Reaerred  for  reacne  and  for  aid; 
And  three,  advanced,  fonn'd  TawaJtd- 

Twiit  Bannock's  broolc  and  Niniau'a 

Detorb'd  was  each,  yet  each  ho  nigh 
Aa  well  uiigbt  mutual  aid  anpply. 
Ileyond.  the  Southern  hoHt  appeals, 
A  boundless  wilderness  of  speais. 
Whose  verge  or  rear  the  auiious  eye 
Strove  far,  but  strove  in  vain,  to  apy. 
Thick  flashing  in  tbe  evening  beam. 
Glaives,  lances,    bills,   and   nanners 

gleam-, 
And   where  the  heaven  join'd  with 

the  hill. 
Wan  distant  nmionr  flaahing  gtill, 
So  wide,  BO  tar,  the  bonndleaa  host 
Seem'd  in  the  blue  horizon  lost. 

XL 
Down  from  the  hill  the  maiden  pass 'd. 
At  the  wild  show  of  warkghnat; 
And  trovereed  flrnt  the  rv'..rwarii  host, 
KeKerved  for  aid  where  nei'ded  most. 
The  men  of  (.'Birick  and  of  Ayr, 
Linnoi  and  Lanark,  tno,  were  there, 

And  all  tbe  wesleni  Inud ; 
n'ith  these  the  valiant  of  the  Islea 
Feneath  their  chieftains  rank'd  theit 
files. 

In  many  a  plaided  band. 
There,  in  the  centre,  proudly  raised, 
The  itmce'H  royal  standard  blazed. 
And  there  Lord  Ronald's  banner  bore 
A  gallpy  driven  by  sail  and  oar, 
A  wild,  ytt  plpntiing  contrast,  made 
WnirinrH  in  ninil  and  plate  array'd, 
With   llie    iilami'd  bonnet   and  the 
plaid 

liy  these  Ilebridcans  worn; 
liut  0 1  unsi'<>n  for  three  long  yean, 
l>i'iir  wiui  the  garb  of  mountaineeni 

To  the  fnir  Maid  of  I.Knm  I 
For  one  she  look'd— but  he  was  far 


Busied  amid  the  ranks  of  war — 
Tet  with  affection's  troubld  eye 
She  maik'd  his  banner  boldly  fly, 
Oave  on  the  countless  foe  a  glance. 
And  thought  on  battle's  desperate 
chance. 

XII. 
To  centre  of  the  vaward-hne 
I  Fitz-Louis  guided  Amadine. 
I  Aroi'd  all  on  foot,  that  host  appears 
I  A  serried  massof  giimmering  speaw. 
There  stood  the  Marchers'   warlike 

The  warriors  there  of  Lodon's  loud; 
Ettrick  and  Liddell  bent  the  yen, 
A  band  of  arohera  fierce,  tboogh  few; 
The  men  of  Nith  ami  Annan's  vule. 
And  the  bold  Speorsof  Teviotdale;— 
The  danntlcKH  Dnttglas  thcHo  obey, 
And  the  yonng  tStaait's  gentle  sway. 
North-eastward    by    Saint    Ninian'a 

Beneath   fieice   Randolph's   charge. 

The  warriors  whom  the  hartly  North 
Prom  Tay  to  Sntheriond  sent  forth. 
The  rent  of  Scotland's  war-array 
With  Edwanl  Rrace  to  weatword  lay, 
Where  Uonnock,  with  his  broken  bank 
And  deep  ravine,  protectii  their  flank. 
Behind  them,  acrocn'd  by  sheltering 

The    g^ant   Keith,  Lord  Marshal, 

stood: 
His  men-at-arms  bear  mace  and  lance, 
And  (ilumes  that  wave,   and  heluiB 

that  :,tance. 
Thus  fair  divided  by  thr  King, 
Centre,  and  right,  and  left- wnril  wing. 
Composed  his  front:  nor  distant  far 
Wn  Rlrong  rpnervo  to  ni.l  the  wur. 
And  'twas  (o  front  of  this  array. 
Her  guide  and  Edith  made  their  way, 

XIIL 
Here  must  they  I  muse:  for,  inadvancs 
As  far  OS  one  might  pitch  a  Lince, 
Tbe  monarch  rode  along  the  van. 
The  foe's  approaching  force  to  scnn. 
His  line  to  marshal  and  to  range, 
And  ranks  to  square,  and  fronts  to 

change. 
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Alone  be  rode -from  bead  tobeel 

8heBtbed  in  his  leaily  btihh  of  steel; 

Nor  mounted  ;et  on  war-borse  wigbt. 

But,  till  more  neat  Ibesbock  of  figbt, 

Beining  it  palfrey  low  Eind  ligbt. 

A  diadem  of  ^Id  wan  set 

Above  bia  bright  Bteel  basinet. 

And  claap'dnithiu  its  glittering  twine 

Wqh  Been  tlia  clove  of  Aiventine; 

Tmncheon  orlending  at^be  lacks, 

Bearing,  instead,  a  batUe-oie. 

He  ranged  his  soldiers  for  the  fight, 

Accontred  tbas,  in  open  sight 

Of  eithur  bost  —Three  bow-shots  far, 

Paiised  the  deep  front  of  England's 

And  rested  on  their  nrms  awhile. 
To  close  aud  rank  their  warlike  file. 
And  bold  high  conncil.  if  that  night 
Sbonld  view  the  strife,  or  dawning 


xr\'. 

O  gay,  jet  fearful  to  behold. 
Flashing  with  steel  and  rough  with 
gold, 
And  bri.stli.'d  o'er  with  bills  and 
Bpciirs, 
With  nlomes  and  penons  waving  fair, 
'Was  that  bright  bnttle-front  I  for  there  , 
Bode  England's  King  and  peers:     { 
Andnbo,  tbut  saw  that  monarch  ride,  \ 
His  kingdom  l>nttl«d  by  bis  side, 
ConldthrnhisdirefttMoom  foretell!— I 
Fairwas  bis  t-ent  in  knigbtly  sellc,      I 
And  in  his  sprightly  eyo  was  set  j 

Some  Epnrl;  of  the  I'Uinlagenct. 
Thongli  li^ht  and  wondering  was  his  ! 
gliincp,  I 

It  flash  d  nt  si^ht  of  shicl<1  and  knee. 
"KnowKt  thoQ,"  he  said,  "Do  Ar- 
gentine. 
Yon  hni^ht  who  marRhalls  thus  tbeir 

■•The  tokens  on  his  belmct  tell  '  Fell  tbi 

The  Brui'i-,  mv  Liege:  I  know  him.         las 

well."-     ' 
"And  shall  Ihenndiitioii.-itnutorbraTO 
The    presence   where    our    banners 


"  Were  be  bat  horsed  on  ateed  lika 

To  give  him  fair  and  knightly  chauoe, 
I  would  adventnre  forth  my  lanoe." — 
"In  battle-day,"  the  King  replied, 
"  Kica  tourney  rules  are  set  aside. 
— StiUmast  the  rebel  dare  our  wrath!' 
Set  on   bim— sweep   bim  from  onr 

And.  at  King  Edward's  signal,  soon 
Dash'd  from  the  lanka  Sir    Henrj 
Boime. 

XT. 

Of  Hereford's  high  blood  he  came, 
A  race  renown'd  for  knightly  fame. 
He  bum'd  before  his  Monarch's  eya 
To  do  some  deed  of  chivalry. 
He  spurr'd  his  steed,  he  conch'd  hia 

And  darted  on  the  Bruce  at  once. 
—As  motionless  as  rocks,  that  bide 
The  wrath  of  the  advancing  tide. 
The  Drnre  stood  fast.  —Each  breast 

beat  high. 
And  dii^zled  was  each  godng  eye — 
The  heart  had  hardly  time  to  tliiak. 
The  eyelid  sesri-e  bad  time  to  wink, 
While  on  the  King,  like  flash  of  flame, 
Spnir'il  to  fall  speed  Ibe  war-horse 

The  partridge  may  tbe  fidcou  mook, 
Iftbatsligbt  palfrey  stand  thesbock— 
liut,    swerving    from     tbe    knight's 

Jnst  as  they  met,  Bruce  shnnn'd  the 

Onward  the  baffled  warrior  bore 
His  course    but  Eoon  bis  eonrse  was 

o'er  1  - 
High  in  bis  stirrups  stood  the  Ring, 
Anil  guvv  bis  battle-axe  tbe  swing. 
Right  on   Dc  Boone,  the  wbilea  he 


1  dint— tbe  fiiet— the 


"So  plea 


my  Liege,"  said  Argen 


Sncb  strength  upon  the  blow  was  put, 

Tbe  helmet  crasb'd  like  hazel-nut; 

I'bo  axe-shaft,  with  its  brazen  clasp. 

Was  '  hiver'd  to  tbe  gauntlet  gnisp. 

S;>rin',js  from  the  blow  the  slaitled 
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Ml 


il  fatal  field,  how 
How  Badden,feU  Ibe  Berce  De  Boime  I 

XVL 
Odb  pitjiuD  glance  the  Monarch  sped, 
Where  on  the  field  his  foe  lay  dead; 
Then   gently   toru'd    his    palfrej'e 

And,  pacing  back  his  sober  ws;, 
Sioirly  he  gain'd  his  own  ami;. 
There  round  their  King  the  leaden 

And  blame  his  reoklesBneBB  alond. 
That  riak'd  'gainst  each  adventnions 

A  life  ao  Talaed  and  ho  dear. 

His  broken  weapon's  abaft  surrey 'd 

The    King,    and    careleaa    answer 


Twos  then  Fitz-Lonis,  bending  low, 

IMd  Isabel's  oommisBion  ahott; 
Edith,  diagniHed  at  distance  stands. 
And    bidee    her   blushes  with    her 

The  Monarch's  brow 

Awar  the  0017  axe  hi 

While  to  the  seeming  page  he  drew. 

Clearing  war's  terrors  from  his  eye. 
Her  hand  with  gentle  ease  he  took. 
With  snch  a  kind  protecting  look. 

As  to  a  weak  and  timid  boy 
Might  speak,  that  elder  brother's  care 
And  elder  brother's  love  were  there. 

xvn. 

"Fear  not,"  he  said,  "jonng  Ama- 

Then  wbisper'd,  "Still  Hut  name  be 

Fate  plays  her  wonted  fantasT. 
Kind  Amadine,  with  thee  and  me, 

And   sends  thee   here   in   donbtfnl 

Bnt  soon  we  are  beyond  her  power; 
For  on  this  chosen  battle-plain, 
Victor  or  Tanqnish'd,  I  remain. 
Do  thoa  to  yonder  hill  repair; 
The  followers  of  onr  host  are  there. 
And  allwho  may  not  weapon's  bear. — 


Fitz-Looie,  have  him  in  thy  caie.  - 

Joyfal  we  meet,  if  all  go  weU; 

If  not  in  Arran'a  holy  cell 

ThoQ  most  take  part  with  Isabel; 

For  brave    Lord  Bonald,   too,   hath 

Not  to  regain  the  Maid  of  Lorn. 
(The  bliss  on  earth  be  covets  most,) 
Wonid  he  forsake  his  battle-post. 
Or  shun  the  tortttoe  that  may  fall 
To  Bmce,  to  Scotland,  and  to  all — 
Bnt,  hark  !  aomc  news  these  tmmpets 

teU— 
Forgive  my  haste— farewell  t — fiire- 

well!" 
And  in  a  lowei  voice  he  said. 
"Be  of  good  cheer— f^weil,  sweet 

maidr'- 

xvnL 

"What  train  of  dost,  with  trumpet- 

And  glimmering  spears,  is  wheeling 

Onr  leftward  Sank?" — the  Monarch 

To  Moray's  Earl  who  rode  beside. 
"Ld!   ronnd  thy  station  pass  the 

Randolph,   thy  wreath   has    lost   k 

The  Earl  his  visor  closed,  and  said. 
"  My  wreath  shall  bloom,  or  life  shall 
fade.— 

Follow,  my  household  1"— And  they 


Like   lightning  < 


the  advancing 


Hy  Liege, "  said  noble  Douglas  then. 

Earl  Bandolph  has  bat  one  to  ten: 

Let  me  go  fortli  his  band  to  aid  V — 

Stirnot,  Theerrorhehatbmode, 
Let  him  amend  it  oa  he  may; 
1  will  not  weaken  mine  array." 
Then  loadl;  rose  the  conflict-cry. 
And  Donglos's    brave  heart  swell'd 

high,— 
"  My  Uege,"  he  said.  "  with  patient 

I    most    not    Moray's    death-knell 

"Then   go — but   speed  thee  bttok 
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Forth  apmng  the  Douglas  with  bia 

But,  when  thej  won  a  risiDK  hill. 
He  bade  hia  foUowers  hold    them 

BtilL- 
"  See,  Bee  I  the  rooted  Southern  By  I 
The  Earl  hnth  won  the  Tiolory. 
Lo  I  where  yon  eteeds  mn  masterleas, 
Hin  banner  towers  above  the  press. 
Bein  np;  our  presence  would  impair 
The  fame  we  come  too  late  to  ahsrc" 
Back  to  the  boM  the  Doi^lns  rode, 
And  Boon  glad  tidings  are  abroad. 
That,  Dajmconrt  by  atont  Randolph 

Bis    foUowera    fled  with    looeen'd 

That  Bkinnish  closed  the  bnejr  daj, 
And  oonch'd  in  battle's  prompt  array. 
Each  army  on  their  weoponB  laj. 

xrx. 

It  was  a  night  of  lorelv  June, 

High  rode  in  cloniUess  t>lne  the  moon, 

Demavet  oiuiled  beneath  her  ray; 
Old  Btirlinc'H  towers  arose  in  light, 
Aad,  twined  in  linksofsilTer  bright. 

Her  winding  river  lay. 
Ah,  gentle  planet  1  other  sigbt 
Shall  greet  thfenpit  returning  night, 
Of  broken  arms  and  banners  tore, 
And  marshes  dark  witb  baman  gore. 
And  piles  of  alanghter'd  men  and 

And  ForUi  that  floats  the  freqnent 


Beneath  thy  silver  light 
Bntnow,  from  England 'Hliust.  the  cry 
Thon  hear'st  of  wassail  revelry. 
While  from  (he  Scottish  legions  pass 
The    niurmurd   prayer,    the    early 


Here,    n ambers    had    presumptio 


On  Gillie's  hill,  whose  height  cok 

manda 
The  batUe-flelil,  fair  Edith  stands, 
With  serf  and  page  unfit  for  war. 


To  eye  the  condiot  from  at 

0 1  with  what  donbtful 

She  sees  the  dawning  ti 

Now  on  the  Ochils  giea 

And  glistens  now  Deinayet  dnn ; 
Is  it  the  lark  that  carols  shrill? 
Is  it  Oie  bittern's  early  hum  7 
No !— distant,  but  increasing  stil]. 
The  trampet's  Bound  swells  ap  the 

hill, 

Witb   the  deep  mnnanr  of  the 

Responsive  from  the  Scottish  host. 
Pipe-clang    and    bugle-sound    were 

His   breaxt  and  brow  each    soldier 

And  started  from  the  grotind ; 
Arm'd  anil  array'd  for  instant  fight, 
BoHe  arcbcr,  spearman,  squire  and 

knight. 
And  in  the  pomp  of  battle  bright 

The  dread  battalia  frown'd. 
XXI. 
Now  onwaril,  and  in  open  view, 
Tbe  connttess  mnkN  of  England  drew. 
Dark  rulliag  like  the  ocean-tide, 
When  the  rough  we^t  hath  chafed  his 

And  bis  deep  roar  sends  challenge 
wide 

To  all  that  bars  hia  way  ! 
In  fnmt  tbe  gallant  archers  trode. 
i'lie  men-at-iuTus  behind  them  rode, 
^\jiil  miiluioHt  of  tbe  phalanx  broad 

The  Monarch  hi'ld  his  sway, 
Beside  him  manya  war-horsi^  fumes, 
.^.round  him  wavea  n  Kea  of  plumes, 
^Mierc  many  n  knight  in  battieknown. 
And  some  who  spurs  had  first  braced 

And  decm'it   that  fight   shoold  see 

ing  Edward's  heats  obey. 
l)e  Argintine  iiltencla  bis  side. 
With  Btoui  De  Valence,  Pembroke's 

ecied  (■bampiouB  from  the  train, 
Willi  H]Km  his  bridle.rein. 
Upon  tbe  Scottish  foe  be  gazed — 
"    ~    •-,  before  his  sight  amazed, 
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Ench  v&mor  to  the  groand  is  bant 
"  Tlie  rebels,  A^eutina,  rei>elit  1 

For  pardon  thej  have  kneet'd." — 
' '  Aye !— -bnt  they  baud  to  other  pow- 

Aud  other  pardon  sue  than  oqtb  ! 
Kcewhereyun  bare-foot  Abbot  atauds. 
And  blexHes  them  with  lifted  hands! 
Upon    the    apot    where    they   have 

knuel'd, 
These  men  will  die  or  win  the  Geld."— 
^"Thenproveweif  they  dieoT  win 
Bid  Gloster'B  Earl  the  fight  b^n." 

XXII. 
Earl   Gilbert  waved  hia   truncheon 

hifib, 
Jast  OS  the  Northern  ranks  arose. 
Signal  for  Eogland's  arcbeiy 

To  halt  and  bend  their  bows. 
Then  atapp'd  oaoh  yoem&D  forth  a 

Glanced  at  the  intervening  space. 
And  raised  his  left  hand  high; 
To  the  right   ear   the   cords    they 

— At  once  ten  thonaand  how-strings 

Ten  thousand  arrows  fly  ! 
"Sor  pansi^d  on  the  devoted  Scot 
The  veuucless  fnry  of  their  shot; 

As  licrctly  and  as  fsst. 
Forth  whislling  came  the  grey-goose 
wing 
.lie  wild 
Adown  DecBiuber' 
Nor  mountain  locga  of  tongh  boll- 

Nor  lowland  mail,  that  storm  may 

bide; 
Woe.    woe   to   Scotland's    banner'd 

If  the  fell  shower  may  last ! 
Upon  the  riyht,  behind  the  wood. 
Each  by  Mk  ntecd  dismonnled,  stood 

The  Scottish  chivalry;— 
With  foot  in  ntirrup,  hand  on  mano, 
Fierce  Edward  Bmce  cat^  scarce  rc- 


Ha  cried;    and, 

ground, 

His  saddle  every  horseman  foaud. 
On  high  their  glittering  croets  they 

As  springs  the  wild-fire    from    tha 

The  shield  bangi  down  on  every 

Each  reaiiy  lance  is  in  the  rest. 

And  load  shoute  Edward  Umce, — 
"  Forth,  Maralial  I  on  the  peasant  foel 
We'll  tame  the  tenora  of  their  bow. 
And  cat  the  bow-string  loose  I" 

yym 

Then  span  were  dash'd  in  chargers' 

flanks, 
The?  nwhed  among  the  archer  ranks. 
No  spears  were  there  the  Khock  to  let. 
No  stakes  to  turn  the  charge  were  set. 
And    how    shall    yeoman's    armour 

slight. 
Stand  the  long   lance  and  maoe  of 

might? 
Or  what  may  their  short  swords  avul, 
'Gainst  barbed  horse   and    shirt  of 


And  shriek  and  groan  and  vengeful 

Bhont 
Give  note  of  triumph  and  of  rout! 
Awhile,  with  Htubbom  hardihood, 
Their  English  hearts  Che  strife  made 

good. 
Borne  down  at  length  on  every  side, 
Compell'd   to    flight,    they    scatter 

Let  stagH  of  fiherwood  loap  for  glee. 
And  bound  the  di'cr  of  Dallom-Iiee  I 
The  broken  bowii  of  Bitnoock's  shore 
Shall  in  the  greenwood  ring  Do  more! 
Kound  Wukefleld'B  merry  Uay-pole 


The  iiiaidH  may  twine  the 


au 


scorrs  poetical  wobks. 


Ma;  northward  look  with  longing 

glance, 
For  tbora  that  wont   to   lead   the 

dance. 
For  t!ie  blithe  Brcbers  look  in  lain  t 
Itrokeu.  diiiperBed.  ia  Sight  o'erta'ea, 
Pierced   tbroogh,    trode    down,   by 

thoOHands  slain, 
They  comber  Bannock's  blood;  plain. 

sxrv. 

The   King  with  soom  beheld  their 

fliobt. 
"Are  uieNe,"  he  said,  "our  yeomen 

wight? 
Each  braggart  churl  oonld  boast  be- 

Twelva   Scottish   lives    his    baldric 

Fitter  to  plunder  chaso  or  park. 


The  mail,  the  acton,  and  the  ap«kr. 
Strong  hand,  high  hearty  are  iu«Um 

Load  from  the  roasa  confoaed  the  orjr 
Of  dpng  warriors  awall  on  high. 
And  Bteeds  tliat  shriek  in  agony  I 
They  came  like  moontain-torrentrAd, 
That  thunders  o'er  its  rocky  bed; 
They  broke  like  that  same  torrent's 

Wlen  Bwallow'd  by  a  darksome  care. 
Billows  on  billowK  burst  and  boil. 
Maintaining  still  the.  stem  toraoll. 
And  to  their  wild  and  tortured  gnan 
Each  adds  new  teirois  of  his  own  I 

XXT, 
Too  strong  in  conrage  and  in  might 
Waa  England  yet.  to  field  the  fight. 

Her  noblest  all  ore  here; 
Xiimca     that    to    fear    were    nerer 


Than  make  a  mnnly  foe  theirmark. — 
Forward,  each  gentleman  and  knight  I 
Let   gentle    tilooi    aliow    generous 

might. 
And  ebivatry  teaeem  tko  figlit  I'' 
To  rigbtward  of  Uio  wild  aflrsv. 
The  hoi  I  show'd  fair  and  level  way;    ,  And  Berkley.  Grey,  and  Hereford, 

But,  in  mi d-s pace,  the  Bruce's  care         ■'-"-- ■  —  ■  ■■ 

Had  bored  the  yroand  with  many  a 


Bold  >orfolk'B  Earl  De  Brotherton, 

And  OiLfords  fumed  De  Vere. 
There    Gloaler    plied     the    bloody 


With  tuif  and  brushwood  hidden  yet. 

That  form'd  a  jjbuNtly  snnre. 
Bushing,    ten    tbou^iand    horsemen 

With  Krietirs  in  rest,  and  hearts   on 
f|[iuie, 
TUaC  panted  for  the  shock  '. 
With    hia/jng    crests    and    bannera 

Anil     trniuiict-chmg    and     clamour 

Tbo  wido   plain  thunder'd  to  their 


throw, 
Horseman  and  horse,  the  foremost  go. 

Wild  lluitndering  on  the  fiebl  I 

The  firtit  are  in  deatvuction's  gorge. 

Their    fnlloweta    wildly   o'er    them 

urge:   - 

The  knighUy  helm  and  shield, 


^o^s,  Montague,  and  Mauley,  came, 
.ind  Courteoay's  pride,  and  Percy's 

Names  known  too  well  in  Scotland's 

At  Falkirk,  Methven,  and  Dunbar, 
1) lazed  brooder  yet  in  after  years. 
At  Cressy  red  and  fell  Poitierx. 
Pembrol.e  with  Ibese.  ondArgentinfli 
Brought  up  the  rearward  biittle-Une. 
^^'ith  eantiou  o'er  the  ground  thejr 

Slippery  with  blood  and  piled  with 

Till  hand  to  bond  in  battle  set. 
The  billH  with  speaia  and  axes  met, 
.\jid,  elosing  dark  on  every  side, 
ita^'cd  ttic  tail  contest  far  and  wide. 
Tbi'D  was  the  strength  of  Donglaa 

Then  proved  waa  Bandolpb's  gener- 
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Firmly  the;  kept  thrii  gronnd  ; 
Aa  firmly  England  onvord  press'd. 
And  down  went  many  a  noble  crest, 
And  lent  van  many  a  valiant  breast. 

And  Slaughter  ruvcll'd  ronnd. 
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nnflincbing  foot  'gamat  footvaaset, 

Unc(»atng  blow  by  blow  was  met ; 

Tbu  gn>an.H  of  those  who  fell 
Were    drovn'd   amid    the   shriller 

That  from   the  blades  and  hameas 

mug, 
And  in  the  bottle-yell. 
Yt^t  foat  tbey  fell,  unheard,  forgot, 
Both    Sontiem    fierce   and    hardy 

Scot; 
And  O I  amid  that  waste  of  life, 
What  various  motiTea  fired  the  atiife  t 
The  aspiring  Noble  bled  for  tcune. 
The  Patriot  for  his  coantry'a  claim; 
This  Knight  his  yonthfal  strength  to 

__  id  thot  t 

Some    fought  from 

blood. 

From  habit  eome,  or  hardihood. 
But  ruffian  atcrn,  and  soldier  good. 

The  noble  and  the  slaTe, 
From  voriODB  cause  the  same  wild 

On  the  same  bloody  morning,  trode, 
To  that  dark  inn,  the  grave  I 
XXVII. 

The  tug  of  strife  to  flag  begins. 
Though  neither  loses  yet  nor  wins. 
Hi^h  rides  the  sun,  thick  rolls  the 

Anil    feebler  speeds  the   blow   and 

Douglas  Irans  on  his  wor-swoid  now, 
And    liandolph    wipes    bis   bloody 

Nor    kiu*   had  toil'd  each  Soothem 

From  morn  till  midday  in  the  fight. 
Strong  Egreuiont  for  air  must  gasp, 
Beancliainp  undoes  his  viBOr-<Uaap, 
And  Montane  must  qnit  his  spear, 
And    sinks    thy   falchion,  bold  De 


Lidy'sl 
mffian 


thirst  of 


The  blows  of  Berkeley  fall  less  fast, 
And  gallant  Pembroke's  bn^e-blsat 

Hath  lost  its  lively  tone; 
Sinks,  Argentine,  thy  battle-word. 
And  Percy's  shout  was  fainter  heard, 
'  My  meiiy-men,  fight  on  1" 

xxvnL 


spy. 
"One  effort  more,  and  Scotland's 

freel 
Lord  of  the  Isles,  my  trost  in  th«e 

Is  firm  SB  Ailsa  Itock ; 
Bnah  on  with  Highland  sword  and 

targe, 
I,     with    my    Carrick    spearmen 

charge; 
Now,  forward  to  the  shock  1" 
At  once  the  spears  were  forwatd 

thrown. 
Against  the  sun  the  broadswords 

The  pibroch  lent   its  maddening 

And  lond  King  Bobert's  voice  was 

"Carrick,  piesa  on— theyfail,  they 

Press  on,  brave  sonsof  Innisgail. 

The  foe  is  fainting  fast ! 
Each  strike  for  parent,  child,  and 

For  Scotland,  liberty,  and  life, — 
The  batUo  cannot  last  I" 
XXIX. 


Leaving  their  noblest  in  thei: 

Alone,  De  Argentine 
Yet  bears  on  high  his  red-cross  shield, 
Oathers  the  relics  of  the  field. 
Renews  the  ranks  where  they  have 

Anil  still  makes  good  the  line^ 


Brief  strife,  bat  E 


ir  gore. 


— hia  efforts 
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Beheld  tbem  tnmiiig  from  the  nmt, 
Heard  the  wild  call  theii  tmmpets 

a  't«ilt  triumph  and  lament. 


To  liam  the  Isleemen  tound; 
"0  God  I  the  combat  they  renew. 

And  is  no  refictia  found ! 
And  je  that  look  thna  Uuneljr  on. 
And  aee  yonr  n»ti™  land  o'erthrown. 
01  ereyonrbeartaof  flesborstone?" 

sxx. 

The  mnltitnde  that  watch'd  afar, 
Bcjectedfrom  the  lauks  of  war. 
Had  not  nnmoTSd  beheld  the  fight. 
When  Htrove  the  Bnioufor  Scotland's 

riHht; 
£ach   Desji  hnd  caught  the  patriot 

Old   man  and  atripling,  priest  and 

Bondsman  and  Borf^oven  female  bnnil 

Strettib'd  to  the  Lntcbctorthe  brand; 

BntgWhenniutL'  Amadine  they  beanl 

Give  to  their  zeal  bis  Nignnl-wonl, 

A  frenzy  Ured  the  tbTon^; 
"Port«ntHan<l  miracles  impeach 
Our  sloth— tho  dumb   our  datieti 

And   he  that  giTea  the  mate  his 

Can  bill  the  wpiik  be  strong. 
To  US,  as  to  our  lords,  are  ((iven 
A  native  earth,  u  promUed  heaven ; 
To  ns,  as  to  our  lords,  belongs 
The  vengeance  of  our  nation's  wrong!;; 
The  choice  "twiit  dea.b  i^r  Iteeilom 


r  breasts  as  thcl 


-To  . 


us,  to 


And  mimic  ensigns  high  they  rear. 
And,  like  a  banner'd  host  afar, 
Hear  down  on  England's  wearied  war. 

XXXL 
Already  aeatter'd  o'er  the  plain. 
Reproof,  coiomnnd.  and  counsel  vain, 
The  rearward  sqnadrous  fled  amain. 


Or  made  bnt  doobtfOl  sfaiy; 
But  wheD  they  mark'd  the  eeeoniitB 

Of  biah  and   fierce  and  maiahaU'd 

The  boldest  broke  array. 

0  giTe  their  hapless  prince  bis  dne  ! 
In  vain  the  royal  Edward  threw 

His  poraon  'mid  the  speAra, 
Cried,   "F^htl'   to   terror  and  de- 

Uenaced,  and  wept,  and  tore  hia  hair. 

And  cnised  their  caitiff  fears ; 
Till  Pembroke  tum'd  hia  bridle  rein. 
And  forced  him  from  the  fatal  plain. 
With  tbem  rode  Argentine,  until 
They  gain'd  the  summit  of  the  hill. 
But  quitted  there  the  trajn: — 
"  In  yonder  field  a  gage  1  left, — 

1  must  not  live  of  fame  bereft; 
I  needs  muitt  turn  again. 

Speed  heneo,  my  Liege,  for  on  your 

fiery  L 
I  know  hia  tii 
God  Kendniy  Suverei^p  joy  and  bliss. 
And  many  n  liappier  field  than  thin! — 
Unce  more,  my  Liege,  foiewell." 
XXXH. 
Again  be  faced  the  battle-field, — 
Wildly  they  fly,  iire  slain,  or  yield. 
"Kow.  then,    he  Kaid.  and  coucb'd 

"  My  course  ia  run.  the  goal  is  near; 
One  effort  uiorp,  ouo  brave  career, 

Uust  close  thitt  race  of  mine." 
Then  in  his  PtirmiM  rising  high, 
Uo  shouted  luud  his  battlc-ciy. 

"  Ijaint  Jnniea  for  Argentine  1" 
And.  of  the  boh  I  pursuers,  four 
'the  gallant  knight  from  saddle  bore; 
liut  not  unbarm'd-  a  Innce'u  point 
llus  found  hia  brenslplute's  luosen'd 

An  nic  has  raised  bis  crest; 
Yit  Ktill  on  Colonaay's  fierce  lord, 
Who   presh'd   tho  chose   with   gory 

He  rode  with  spear  in  rest. 
And    through     his    bloody   tartans 
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Yet  writhed  Um  ap  ogniost  the  ape&r, 

Ati'lHwtiiighi»lic«adtiworil  ronud  '. 
— Stirnip,  steel-boot,  and.  cuiah  gave 

IteuettL     that     blow's    tieiaendoiiB 

The  blood  giishM  from  the  woimi!; 
And  the  grim  Lonl  of  Colouaay 

Hath  turu'd  hint  on  thu  ground, 
Anil  Inagh'd  in  death-pang,  that  his 

The  mortal  thmat  so  well  repaid. 

How  toil' J  the  Bmoe,  the  battle  done. 
To  use  his  conqneat  boldly  won; 
JOid  gave  command  for  horse  and 

To  press  tbeSoQ  thron's  scatter'd  rear. 
Not  let  bia  broken  force  eombine, 
—When  the  war-cry  of  Argentine 

f  bU  tainUy  on  hia  ean 
"Save,  save  Wlife."  he  cried.-'O  Have 
The  kmj,  the  noble,  and  the  brsTo!'' 
The  sqoadrons  ronnd   bee  passage 


HBlm.caish,  and  breastplate  streoin'd 

with  gore. 
Yet,  BB  he  saw  the  King  advance. 
He  strovs  even   then  to  couoh   his 

Th»  effort  WHS  in  vun  I 
Tho  s[mr-atroke  fail'd  to  ronse  the 

Waim<led  and  weanr,  in  mid  coarse 

Be  stumbled  on  the  plain. 
Thtia    foremost   was   the   generous 

ToTtkiBebisheail,  his  helm  to  loose;— 
'<  Lord  Enil,  the  da;  is  thine  I 

H7  Sovereign's  charge,  and  adverse 
fnte. 

Ha*e  made  onr  meeting  all  too  late: 
Yet  this  may  Argentine. 

As    boon    from    Emcienl    comrade. 


XXSTV. 
Brace  pTess'd   his  dying  hand — its 

Kindi);  replied;  but.  in  his  elssp. 

It  Htiffen'd  and  u^ew  cold — 
"And.  Ofarowell  I"  the  victor  cried, 
"Of  cbivolty  the  flower  and  pride, 

Tlie  arm  in  batUe  bol.l. 
The  oonrteoDs  mien,  the  noble  no«. 
The Htninlesa  faith.lhe  manly fiice!— 
Bill   Ninlun's    convent   light    their 

shrine. 
For  late-wnke  of  Do  Argentine. 
O'er  better  knight  on  desth-bier  laid. 
Torch  never  gleiuo'd  nor  mttss  was 

*"    '  XXXV. 

Nor  for  De  Argentine  alone. 

llkrough      Ninian's     church    these 

torches  shone, 
And  rose   the   death-prayer's  awful 

That  yaUow  Instre  glimmer'd  pale, 
<:)n  broken  plate  and  bloodied  mail, 
Kent  crest  and  shattered  coronet, 
OfBaroO;  Earl,  and  Banneret; 
And  the   best  nnmea  that  England 

Claim'd  in  the  denlh-piAjer  dismal 

Yet  moam  not,  Land  of  Fkme  1 
Though  ne'er  the  Leopards  on  thy 

shield 
Retreated  from  s?  sod  a  field. 

Since  Norman  William  came. 
Oft  may  thine  uuulId  justly  boast 
Of  battles  st«m  by  Scotland  lost; 

Grndge  not  her  viotory. 
When   for  her  froebom    rights  she 


XXXVL 
Turn  we  to  Brace,  whose  curious  ear 
Must  from  Fitx-Louis  tidings  hear; 
With  him,  a  hunilred  voices  tell 
Of  prodigy  and  miiacte. 

■'  For  the  mute  page  had  spoke." — 
'  Page  1"   sud  Piti-Uiuis,    "  nther 

it  from  teolms  of  da.j. 


say. 
An  angel  s 


I 
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To  bnrst  tbe  EDgLiBh  yoke. 
I  saw  his  plome  and  bonoet  drop. 
When  hoTiTiiig  from  tfaa  moantain 

A.  toTefj  brow,  dark  looks  that  waxi 
To  bis  bright  eyes  new  Inatre  gaTs, 
A  Btep  as  light  apon  the  green. 


■'With 


As  if  his  pinions  waved 
■■Spoke   be   with    i 

Bunt  when  be  saw  the  Isknd  Lord, 
Betnming  from  the  battle-field.  "— 
"What  annwer  made  the  Chief?"— 

"  He  kneel'd. 
Dmst  not  look  np,  bat  mutter'd  low, 
gome   mineled    soniids    that    none 
migbt  KD< 
id  greeted  h_ 
As  being  of  superior  s] 


Heap'd  then  with  tliousande 


Blaii  , 

'Mid  victor  inonarch's  mnHings  high, 
Mirth  laugh'ii  in  (jood  Kioy  Uobert's 

"Aadbocebe  snch  ongelio  air, 
Snch  noble  front.  Huch  waving  hair  ? 
H&th  llonald  kneel'J   to  him?"  he 

"Then  nioet  we  caU  tlie  church  to 


To  pay  for  high  deliverance  given, 
AniitiunhthnnksloLTacioiiBHeaven. 
Let  liiin  ami.v,  besides,  each  state, 
As  should  on  princes'  nnptialu  wait 


Onrself  the  oanae,  throng  fonrtane's 
That  onoe  broke  short  that  apaaaal 


Go  forth,  my  Song,  apon  &j  tmi- 

turoDB  way ; 
Oo  boldly  forUi ;  nor  yet  thy  mmiiir 

Who  chose  no  patron  for  hia  hnm- 

ble  lay. 
And  graced  thy  unmbert  with  no 

friendly  name, 
Whose  partial  seal  might  smooth 

thy  path  to  fame. 
There  i«m— and  O  I  how  many  aor- 

Into  tbcse  two  brief  words ! — ffters 

Bygeneroaa  friendship  given — b*d 
'fate  ailow'd. 
It  well  hod  bid  thee  rank  the  prond- 
est  of  the  proud  t 

All  oi^el  now — yet  little  less  limn 

While  still  a  pilgrim  in  onr  world 

Wnat  'vails  it  ns  that  patieuoe  to 

Which  hid  its  own  to  soothe  all 

other  \A>e; 
What  ■vails  to  tell,  how  Tiitna'a 

purest  glow 
Shone  yet  more  lovely  in  a  form  so 

And,  lenst  of  all,   what  'vails  tho 

world  ehould  know. 
That  one  poor  garland,  twined  to 

deck  thy  bair, 
Is  hnng  uixin  tby  hearse,  to  droop 

and  wither  there  I 
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THE  FIELD  OF  WATERLOO. 


Faib  BnuMls,  Uioa  wt  ftx  behind, 
Though,   lingering  on  the  motiking 

We  Jet  may  hear  the  hour 
Peal'd  over  orehaid  and  canal, 
With  voice  pnilong'd  and  meMored 

fail. 


Where  the  tall  beeches'  gloe^  bongh 

For  man;  a  teogae  around. 
With  birch  and  dtu-ksonie  oak  be- 
tween, 
Spreoila    deep   and    far    a   pathless 
screen. 
Of  tangled  forest  groond. 
Sterna  plnnt«<l  elose  d;  stems  defy 
The  aiTentdTous  foot — the  canons 

For  BQoens  seeks  in  vain; 
And  the  brown  tapestry  of  leaTss, 
iitiew'd  on  the  blighted  gronnd,  re- 
No  opcnina  glade  dawns  on  onr  way, 
No  streiuuiet,  glancing  to  the  ray, 

Our  womlland  path  has  cross'd; 
And  the  straight  cHOseway  which  we 

Prolun^H  n  lino  of  doll  arcade. 
Unvarying   throagh     the    unvaried 

Until  in  clistance  lost. 

n. 


And  com-fleldB,  glance  between; 
Hie  peasant,  at  his  labonz  blithe, 
Fliee  the  hook'd  staff  and  shorten'd 
scythe:- 

But  when  these  ears  were  green. 
Placed    cloae   within    deatruotian'B 

scope, 
Fall  little  was  that  matia's  hope 

Their  ripening  to  have  seeni 
And,  lo,  a  namlet  and  its  fane:— 


m 

Feai  not  the  heat,  thongb  full  and 

high 
The  son  has  sooroh'd  theantnmn  sky. 
And  scarce  a  forest  straggler  now 
To  shade  as  spreads   a  greenwood 

These  fields  have  seen  a  hotter  day 
Than  e'er  was  fired  by  snnnj  ray. 
Yet  one  mile  on— yon  shatter'^d  bedM 
Crests  the  soft  hill  whose  long  amooui 
ridge 

Looks  on  the  field  below, 
And  sinks  so  gently  on  the  dale. 
That  not  the  foldx  of  Beauty's  veil 

In  easier  cnrvea  can  flow. 
Brief  a^ace  from  thence,  the  gronnd 

again 
Asoending  slowly  from  the  plain. 

Forms  an  opposing  screen. 
Which,   with  xia   crest  of  npland 

ground, 
Shnts  the  horizon  all  aronnd. 

The  soften'd  vale  between 
Slopes  smooth  and  fair  for  conraer'a 

Not  the  most  timid  maid  need  dread 
To    give    her    snow-white    palfrey 

On  that  wide  stnbble-groond; 
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Nor  wood, 
there. 

Her  conrae  to  intercept  or  searoe 
Nor  fosae  noi  fence  ore  found. 
Save  vbere,  from  out  her  Hhatter'd 

'Bine   Hoogomont'e  diamauQed  tow- 

IV. 

Now,  see'Bt  thos  ra^t  in  this  lone 

Can  teU   of   that  which   lata    hath 

A  Btmnger  might  reply, 
"The  bare  extent  of  stabble-plain 
Seems  latel;  lighten'd  of  its  grain; 
And  yonder  sable  trockn  remain 
Marka  of  the   peaaant'a   ponderooa 

\Vheu  Larrect-home  was  nigh. 
On    these   brood   spots  of  tmmplec) 

RTOund, 
Perchance  the  rustics  danced  such 

Aa  TenietH  loved  to  draw; 

And   where  the  earth  Boems  acorcb'cl 

by  flame, 
To  drefM  the  homely  feaat  they  came, 
And  toil'd  the  kerchief 'd  village  dame 
Aroand  her  fire  of  atraw," 

V. 

So  deem'st    thoa — so    each    mortal 

Of  that    which  ia   from   that  which 

But  other  harvest  here, 
Than    that  which    peasimt's  scythe 

demands. 
Was  fjither'il  in  by  Blemer  hondH, 

With  bayonet,  blade,  and  spear. 
No  vnlgar  crop  was  theirs  to  reap, 
Xo  Htinted  harvest  thin  and  cheap  ! 
Heroes  before  each  fatal  sweep 

Fell  thick  im  ripen'd  ^ain  ; 
.Kail  t'ro  the  darkening  of  the  day. 
Piled  high  aa  autnmn  shocks,  there 
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VI. 

Ay,  look  again— that  line,  ao  blaok 
And  trampled,  nuks  liie  hiTonao, 
Yon  deep-graved  rata  the  artilleT7*a 

Bo  often  loat  and  won; 
And  close  beside,  the  harden'd  mad 
Still    ahows   were,    fetlook-deep    in 

blood, 
The  fierce  dragoon,  throngh  battle's 
flood, 
Dash'd  the  hot  war-horae  on. 
These  spots  of  excavation  tell 


That  reeks  against  the  saltry  besm. 
From  yonder  trenched  moond  ? 

The  peatilential  fninea  declare 
That  Carnage  has  repleniah'd  there 
Hor  garaer-honse  profunnd. 
VIL 
Far  other  harvest-home  and  feast. 
Than  claims  the  boor  from  scythe 
released. 
On     these    scorch'd     fields    were 

Death   hover'd  o'er  the  maddening 

I.  in  the  thrilling  battle-shout. 
Sent  for  the  bloody  banquet  oat 

Through  rolling  Hinoka  the  Demon'a 

Conhf  well  each  destined  gneat  espy. 
Well  CO  old  his  ear  in  ecstaay 

Distinguish  every  tone 
That  filld  the  chorus  of  the  fray— 
From  L-anuon-roar  and  trumpet-biay. 
From      i-bHTgiDg     squadrons'    wild 

From  Ibe  wilil    clang   that  mark'd 


Ihci: 


way.  - 


Down  (o  the  dying  groan, 
And  the  lai^t  sob  of  life's  decay, 

When  breath  waa  all  but  flown. 

VIII. 

Feast  on,  stem  foe  of  mortal  life, 

FeuBt  on !— but  think  not  that  aatiife. 

With  such  promiscuoOB  camagerife. 
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Protracted  apace  may  last ; 
rhe  deadly  tug  of  war  at  length 
Must  limitx  find  in  bamaii  strength, 

And  cease  when  these  are  past. 
Vain  hope  1 — that  mom's  o'erclonded 

Heatd  the  wild  shout  of  flgbt  begun 
Ere  he  attain'd  hia  he^ht. 

And  tbrongh  the   war-smoke,    toI- 
nmed  high, 

Still  peals  that  uuremitted  cry, 
Thongh  now  he  stoops  to  night 

For  ten  long  boon  of  doabt   and 

Fresh   SQcconrs  from   the  extended 

Of  either  hill  the  contest  fed; 

Still  down  the  slope  they  drew, 
The  charge  of  columns  panaed  not. 
Norctasedtbe  storm  of  shell  and  ahot; 

For  all  that  war  could  do 
Of  akill  and  force  was  proved  that  day. 
And  tnm'd  not  yet  the  doubtful  fray 

On  bloody  Waterloo. 
IX. 
Pale  Brussels  I  then  what  thoi^bte 

When  ceaseless  from  the  distant  line 
Continaed  thunders  came  t 

Each  biir^bei  held  his  breath,  to  hear 

These  foreiiinners  of  havoc  near. 
Of  rapine  and  of  flame. 

\S'hat  ){hastly  sights  were  thine  to 

When  rolling  through    thy    atately 

The  wounded  show'd  their  mangled 

plight 
In  token  of  the  unfinisb'd  flght. 
And  from  each  onuuish-liulen  wain 
The  blood-diops  laid  thy  dust  like 

How  often  in  the  distant  dram 
Heard'iit  thou  the  fell  Invader  come, 
While  Ituin.  shouting  to  his  band, 
bhook    hi>;h    her   torch    and    gory 

Chcor  thee,   fair  Cityl      From  yon 


While  maddening  in  his  eager  mood. 
And  all  uavoat  to  be  withstood 
Be  fires  the  flght  again. 


"  On  [  On  r'  WBB  still  his  aton  eo- 

"Con&ont  the  batten's  jaws  of  flamel 

Bosh  on  the  larell'd  gun  ] 
Uy  steel-clad  cniraaaiers,  advance  I 
Each  Hulan  forward  with  his  hmee^ 
My  Guard — my  Chosen — cluuge  for 

France  and  Napoleon  I " 
Loud    answer'd     their    aodaiming 

Greeting  Uiemandate  which  aentoot 
Their  btweat  and  theii  best  to  dars 
The  fate  their  leader  shnnn'd  to. 

But  Hx,   hi*  oountry's   aword  and 

Still  in  the  battle-front  rereal'd. 
'here  danger  ftercest  sweptthe  field. 
Came  like  a  beam  of  light, 
In  action  prompt,  in  sentence  brief — 
' '  Soldiers,  stand  firm,"  exclaim'd  the 
Chief, 
••  England  ahall  tell  the  fight  t" 

XI. 

On  cametbewhirlwind — like  the  last 

Bnt  fiercest  sweep  of  tempest-blast— 

^ame  the  whirlwind — steel-gleams 

Like  lightning  through  the  rolling 

The  war  was  waked  anew. 
Three      hundred       oannon-montha 

And  from  their  throats,  with  flash 
and  cloud. 

Their  showeiB  of  iron  threw. 
Beneath  their  fire,  in  full  career, 
Bash'd  on  the  ponderouH  cnitasBier, 
The  lancer  conch'd  his  ruthless  sp ear 
And  hurrying  as  to  havoc  near. 

The  cohortJt'  eagles  flew. 
_.i  one  dark  torrent, biood  and  strong. 
The  advancing  onset  loU'd  along. 
Forth  tuirbinger'd  by  fierce  a(-'-'— 
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That,  thun  the  ahiond  of  imoko  Mid 
Peal'd  wildlj  the  Imperial  name. 


But  on  the  Britiih  he«rt  were  lost 


Changed  its  pioad  glance  of  forti- 

Kor  WBS  one  fonrud  footitep  ataid, 
Ai  diDpp'd  the  dying  and  the  dead. 
Fast  as  tneir  laakt  the  thnndeiB  teiSt, 
Fast     they    renev'd    each    aartied 

And  on  the  wonnded  and  the  al^n 
Closed  their  diminiBh'd  flies  again, 
Till  from  their  line  scarce  speani' 

lengths  three. 
Emerging  fToni  the  smoke  they  see 
Helmet,  and  plmiie,  and  panoply, — 

Then  waked  their  firo  at  once ! 
Each  mnsketeer'H  revolving  knell, 
As  fust,  as  regularly  fell. 
As  when  they  prnctise  to  display 
Their  discipline  pa  festal  day. 

Then  down  went  helm  snd  lance, 
Down  were  tho  eafilo  bannera  sent, 
Down  reeling  steels  and  ridera  went. 
Corslets  were  pierced,  and  penuoDs 

And,  to  sngment  the  fray, 
'V^'heel'd  fall  oguiust  their  Htoggoriug 

flanks. 
The   English    borsemeu's    foamint; 

Forced  their  resistleRB  way. 
Then  to  thu  lutisket-knell  anceeods 
The  cliLili  of  swords — the  neigh  of 

As  plies  the  smith  his  claat;inKtiade. 
Agunst  tho  cninus  mnu  the  liuule; 
And  while  amid  their  close  array 
The  weU-served  cannon  rent  their 

And  while  amid  their  scatter'd  band 
Raged  the fieccerider's bloody  limnJ, 
Hecoird  in  common  root  and  foar. 
Lancer  and  guard  and  cuirnKsicr. 
Honiemen  ond  foot-  a  mingk'd  host. 
Their  lesdera  fall'u,  their  standards 


This  crisis  oan^t  of  dec     . 

The  British  host  had  stood 
Hut  mom  'gMut  obarge  o<  nrard 

andlanca* 
Aa  theirown  ooewn-rookslioUrtanM. 
Bnt  when  thy  Ttnos  had  nid,  "Ad- 

They  were  their  ocean's  flood. — 
O  ThoQ,  whose  inanapiciona  aim 
Hath  wrought  thy  host  thia  bonr  of 


The  tenors  of  yon  mshing  tide  f 
Or  will  thy  choaen  braok  u>  fael 
The  British  shock  of  lareU'd  stMl, 


Or  dost  thoa  ton  thin*  eye 
^here  cDmit^BqnsdionsgleMnaiBr, 
And  frcsLer  tunndera  wake  the  war. 

And  other  standards  fly  ? — 
Think  not  Uiat  in  yon  oolumns,  flle 
Thy  conqnering  tioopa  from  diatant 

Dvle- 
[      Is  Ulncher  yet  nnknown  ? 
I  Or  ilwelU  nnt  in  thy  memory  still, 
<  (KeiirJ  freijnentin  thine  bonr  of  ill,) 
'  What  notes  of  hate  and  vengeanoe 
I  thriE 

I      In  Pmasia's  tmmpet  tone?— 
'What  yet  remains?— shall  it  be  thine 
To  head  the  rclica  of  thy  line 
In  one  lireiia  effort  more7— 
Tho  It  ■man  lore  thy  leisnre  loTed, 
And  thoa  conitt  tell  what   fortnn* 

proved 
That  Cbicnain,  who,  of  yore. 
Ambition's  dizzy  paths  essqr'd. 
And  with  tho  gladiatora'  aid 
I      For  empire  enlerprised — 
;  He  Htood  tlic  cast  his  rashness  plsj'd, 
i  Left  nnt  the  victims  he  had  nude^ 
i  Dag  his  reil  grave  with  hia  own  blade, 
,  Anil  on  the  field  he  lost  was  laid, 
I      Abhorr'd — bnt  not  despised. 

*  "TliD  ITrt1tHli«iiiar«iiinodnDmaTfld.aad 

till  j-unli,  wlK'n  urn  njlledono  mj. bonai 
callininl  i  niilhrr,  anil  die  oulruiien  wen  lo 
FTcrj iiiniuioa driven  btok.'—Lift of  Bmm. 
parlt,  ToL  ix.  |k  It. 
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XIV. 
Bnt  if  reTolves  thy  fainter  thought 
On  safetj — howsoever  bonght. — 
Then  turn  th;  fearful  lein  and  ride, 
Thongh  twice  ten  thoanaud  men  have 
^ed 

On  this  eventful  day, 
To  gild  the  militarj  faiae 
Which  thou,  for  life,  in  trafBo  tame 

Wilt  barter  thus  aw&y. 
Shall  future  agea  tell  thtB  tale 
Of  inconHistence  faint  and  frail  ? 
And  art  tliou  He  of  Lodi's  bridge, 
Marengo's  field,  and  Wogram's  ndee 

Or  in  thy  eonl  lihe  mountain-tide, 
Tlmt,   Bwell'd  by  winter  gtorm  and 

Bolls  down  in  turbulence  o{  power, 

A  torrent  fierce  and  wide; 
BefC  of  these  aids,  a  rill  olMmre, 
Shrinking  unnoticed,  mean  and  poor, 

Whose  channel  showH  display  d 
The  wrecks  of  ita  impetuous  course, 
Bnt  not  one  symptom  of  the  force 
By  which  these  wracks  ware  model 

XV. 

Spur  on  thy  way  ! — since  now  thine 
Has  brooii'd    thy  veterans'  wish  to 

Who,  as  thy  flight  the;  eved, 
Eiclaiiii'd. — while  tears  of  angniali 

Wrung  forth  by  pride,  and  rage,  and 
shame,  — 

"0,  that  he  had  bnt  died  I" 
But  yet,  to  sum  thia  honr  of  ill. 
Look,  ere  thou  leaveot  the  fatal  hill. 

Back  on  yon  broken  ranks— 


When  rivers  break  their  banks. 

And,  to  the  ruin'd  peasant's  eye, 
Oy  ficta  half  seen  roll  swiftly  by, 

Down  the  dread  current  hurl'd — 
So  mingle  banner,  wain,  and  gun, 
Where  the   tumultuous  flight  rolls 


The  stem  pursaeis'  vengeful  shont 
Tells,  that  upon  their  broken  rear 
BagcB  the  Prussioa's  bloody  spear. 

So  fell  a  shriek  was  none, 
When  Beresina'a  icy  flood 
Bedden'd  and  thaw'd  with  flame  nad 

And,  pressing  on  thy  desperate  way, 
Baised  oft  on.I  long  their  wild  hnrrfc 

The  chUdren  of  the  Don. 
Thine  ear  no  yell  of  honor  cleft 
So  ominous,  when  all  bereft 
Of  aid,  the  valiant  Polack  left*— 
Ay,    left    by  thee —  found  soldier's 

grave 
In  Leipsic's  corps  e-encnmber'd  wave. 
Fate,  in  those  various  perils  ptmt. 
Reserved  thee  still  some  future  cast ; 
On  the  dread   die  thou  now    host 

Hangs  not  a  single  field  alone. 

Nor  one  campaign-~tby  martini  bm<i. 

Thy  empire,  dynasty,  and  name. 

Have  Telt  the  final  stroke  ; 
And  now,  o'er  thy  devoted  head 
The  last  stem  vi^'s  wrath  is  shed, 

Thoiast  dread  scsol  is  broke. 
XVII. 
Since  live  thou  wilt — refuse  not  now 
Before  these  demagogues  to  bow. 
Late  objects  of  thy  scorn  and  liata, 
Who  shall  thy  onoe  imperial  fate 
Uoke  wonly  theme  of  vain  debate. — 
Or  shall  we  say,  thou  stoop'st  leoa 

seekii^  refuge  from  the  foe. 
Against  whoselieart,  in  prospeiona 

life. 
Thine  hand  hath  ever  held  the  knife? 

Such  homi^o  hath  been  paid 
By  Roman  and  by  Grecian  voice. 
And  there  were  honour  in  the  choice. 

If  it  were  freely  made. 
Then  safely  oome— in  one  so  low,—      * 
So  lost, — we  cannot  own  a  foe; 
Thotigh  dear  experience  bid  as  end, 

■  Fur  nn  nooount  of  tbs  d«th  of  PooUtow- 
*kl  nt  Lt'ipalo.  lee  Sir  WaUvt  SUM'S  £M  tf 
Lanapant.  vol.  yU.  p.  401. 
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In  thee  ve  ne'er  oftn  hail »  friend. — 
Oome  howBoe'er — but  do  not  bide 
Close  in  thv  heart  tb«t  gena  of  pride, 
Eiewhile,  ny  gifted  benl  eepied, 

Tbftt "  jH  iiDMnal  hope?' 
Think  not  that  for  ft  freeh  rebonnd. 
To  raise  unbitioa  &om  the  ground. 

We  yield  thee  meuu  or  acope. 
In  safety  oome — but  ne'er  egain 
Bold  tvpe  of  independent  reign; 

No  islet  callfl  thee  lord, 
We  leuTe  thae  no  confederate  band, 
"o  Bymbol  of  tbj  lost  command, 


Yet,  even  in  yon  Beqneeter'd  Bpot, 
Uay  vorthier  conquest  be  thy  lot 

"niaii  jet  thy  life  hds  known ; 
Con  qa  eat,    an  bought    by    blood    o 

That  needs  nor  foreign  aid  nor  arm, 

A  trinmph  all  thine  own. 
Such  waits  thee  when  tboo  shall  con 


And,  BQoh  was  rightful  Heaven's  de- 
Ne'er  Seethed  unless  with  Tiotoiyr 


Look  forth,  oi 


e  more,  with  Boften'd 


Ere  from  the  field  of  fame  we  part; 
Triumph  and  Sorrow  border  near. 
And  joy  oft  melts  into  a  tear. 
Alas!  what  links  of  love  that  mom 
Hss  War's  rude  hand  asunder  torn  I 
For  ne'er  was  field  so  sternly  fought. 
And     ne'er    was    oonqaeet    dearer 

bought. 
Here  piled  in  common  slaughter  sleep 
Those    whom    affection    long    ahul 


J  the 


,  that  t> 


phanx  to  his  heart  again; 
m.  whoin.  on  bis  native  Hhore, 
shall    bless  no 


s  wild,  that  stubborn 


trol 
Those  passio. 

That  marr'd  thy  prosperons  scene  : 
Hear  this — from  no  unmoTcd  heart, 
Which  ughs,  comparing  what  tedc 

With  what  thou  u: 


The   ijarent'i 

The    bridegroom,   who   has    hardly 

presB'd 
.  His  blaHbins  consort  to  his  breast; 
The  husband,  whom  throng L  niany  a 

year 
Iiong  love  and  mutnal  faith  endear. 
Thua  canst  not  name  one  tender  tie, 
lint  here  diBsolved  its  relics  lie  i 


Thou,  too,  whose  deeds  of  fame  re-   Stream  when  the  stricken  dnun  s 


■.e'at  how   manlier   grief,   snp- 


?,  bnt  think  on  Waterloo  1 


Bankrupt  a  nation's  oratitude,  i ' 

To  thine  own  noble  heart  must  owe  ' 
More  than  the  meed  she  con  bestow.  , 
For  not  a  iieople's  just  acclaim,  I ' 

Not  the  foil  bail  of  Europe's  fame. 
Thy  I'rince's  smiles,  thy  (State's  de-  ' 

.  The  ducal  rank,  the  garter'd  knee,      i  Period  of  honour  ns  of  woes. 
Not  tbesu  such  pure  delight  afford        What  bright  careers  'twas  thine  to 
As  that,  when  hanging  up  thy  sword,  clnijc  ! 

Wellmay'Btthontbink.'-ThiBhonest  iMark'd  on  thy  roU  of  blood   what 

steel  names 

Was  ever  drawn  for  public  weal;  'To  Briton's  memoiy,  and  to  Fame's, 
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Laid  theie  tbeir  last  immortal  claimBl 
Thon  saw'Bt  in  seas  of  gore  eipirs 
Bedoabted  Picton'b  bouI  of  Are— 
Saw'nt  iu  tba  mingled  cartia«o  lie 
All  that  of  PoMsoNBi  could  die— 
De   Lancky   cianga   Love's   bridal- 

For  laurels  from  the  hand  of  Death — 
Saw'ut  gallant  Milleb'b  failing  e;a 
Still  bent   where   Albion's   bannaia 

fly; 
And  (Jamebon,  in  the  shock  of  steel. 
Die  like  the  oSapringuf  Lochiel; 
ADdgBnerousGoaDoN.'midtheBtrife, ' 
Fall,  wbiie  he  watch'd   his  leader's  I 

life.—  i 

Ah !    though   her    guardian   angel's 

shield 
Fenced   Britain's  hero  throogh  thn 

fidd, 
Fate  not  the  lean  her  power  made 

known, 
Throngh  bis  friends'  hearts  to  pierce 


Fonive,  brave  Dead,  the  imperfect 

Who  may  jonr  oames,  jonr  nombers, 

sayl' 
What  iiigb-Btmng  harp,  what  lofty 

To  euuhtUodear-earn'd  praise  Bssi^, 
From    high-born   chiebt  of   martial 

To  the  jKKir  soldier's  lowlier  name? 
Lightly  ye  rose  that  dawning  day, 
From  )  our  cold  couch  of  swamp  and 

clay, 
To  fill,  before  the  snn  was  low, 
The  bed  that  morning  cnunot  know.— 
Oft  luiiy  tho  teur  the  gruvn  sod  steep. 
And  Bucred  ba  the  heroes'  sleep, 

Till  time  shall  cease  to  run ; 
And  ne'er  bi'side  their  noble  grave. 
May  liriton  pass  and  foil  to  crave 
Ablewiing  on  the  Mien  brave 

Who  fought  with  Wellington  t 


xxm. 

Farewell,  sad  Field!  whose  blighted 

Wears  desolation's  wjtharin^  trace; 

Long  shall  my  memory  retain 

Thy  shatter'd    hats    and    trampled 

grain. 
With  evciT  mark  of  martial  wrong. 
That  scathe  thy  towers,  fair  Hongo- 

montl 
Yet  though  thy  garden's  green  arcade 
Themarksman's  fatal  post  was  made, 
ThouRh  on  thy  shatter  d  beeches  fell 
The  blended  rage  of  shot  and  shell. 
Though  from  thy  blacken'd  portals 

Their  fall    thy  blighted    fmit-trew 

Baa  not  such  havoc  booght  a  nttiue 
Immortal  in  the  rolls  of  fame? 
Yes— Agincourt  may  be  forgot. 
And  Cressy  be  on  unknown  spot, 
And  Blenheim's  name  be  new; 
But  still  in  stoiy  and  in  song. 
For  many  an  age  remember'd  long. 
Shall  live  the  towers  of  Uougomont, 
And  Field  of  Waterloo. 

Oamiusion, 
Btxbh  tide  of  hnman  Timel  that 

know'Et  not  rest. 
But  sweeping  from  the  cradle  to 

the  tomb, 
Bear'st  ever  downward  on  thy  dnsky 

breast. 
Successive    generations     to   their 

'While  thy  capacious   stream  faaa 

For  the  gay  liark  where  Pleasure's 

streamera  sport, 
And  for  the  prison-ship  of  guilt 

and  gloom. 
The  fisher-sldfl,  and  barge   that 

beflTBacourt, 
Still  wafting  onward  all  to  one  dark 

silent  port;— 

Stem  tide  of  Time  1  throt^  what 

mysterious  change 
Of  hope  and  fear  have  our  frail 

barks  been  driven  1 
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,  befora,  Tjcudtude   bo 


giTen. 
And  Bnra  BnnkTarled  ohange  of  >M 

•ud  hesTen, 
Snch  nne^moted  bniBta  of  joy  Etnd 

Sach  fearful  obife  u  thnt  where 

we  bsTe  stiiTen. 
Sncoeeding  ages  ne'er  Bgain  eball 

Until  the  ftwfal  tetm  when  ThoD  ehalt 

Well  hast  tbon  stood.  1117  Coun- 
try ! — tlia  brave  fiofat 

Hast  well  maintain'd  tbiougb  good 
leportaad  ill; 

In  tby  JDst  cause  and  in  (hynatave 
m^jht, 

And  in  Beaven's  grace  and  jnstice 
constant  still; 

Whether  the  banded  prawess, 
strength,  anil  skill 

Of  half  the  world  against  thee  stood 

Or  when,  with  better  views  and 

Beidde  thee  Eorope's  noblest  drew 

the  blade, 
iiaoh  emolona  in  arms    the  Ocean 

Qae«n  to  aid. 
Well  art  thoD  now  repaid — tbongh 

And  strugijlcd  long  with  mista  thy 

blaze  01  fanie. 
While  like  the  dawn  that  in  the 

orient  glows 
On  the  brood  wave  its  earlier  lustre 

Then  ooatem  Egypt  saw  the  grow- 
ing Qaine, 

And  Maida's  myitlea  gleam'd  be- 
neath its  T^, 


When  flrat  thoKOdlar,  Btiiiig  wi^ 

fifmeioiu  ■hAme, 
Bmll'd  the  heroei  of  tha  vtf^ 

way, 
And  wash'd  in  foeman'a  gm  nqjoit 

leproadisiraf. 

Kow,   Island  EmprsM,  wsra  Hxj 

crest  on  high. 
And  bid  the  banner  of  thy  ndmn 

flow, 
Oallant  SaintOeoige,  the  Sower  of 

Chivalry, 
For  thou  hast  faced,  like  hini,  e 

dngonfoe, 
And  resoned  innooenoe  from  oror- 

And  trampled  down,  like  Um,  ty^ 

ranuio  might 
And  to  the  gazing  world   autj^ 

proudly  show 
The  chosen  emblem  of  thy  sainted 

Knight, 
Who  qnell'd  devoniing  pride,   and 

vindicated  right. 

Yet  'mid  tha  confidence  of  just  rs- 

Benown  dear-boi^bt,  bnt  de«mt 

thns  acqoirad. 
Write,  Brit&in,  write  the  moral  lea- 

Tis  not  alone  the  he«rt  with  Tal- 

oor  fired. 
The  discipline  so  dreaded  and  ad< 

In  man;  a  field  of  bloody  conqnest 

— Snch  may  by  fame  be  lured,  by 

gold  bo  hired — 
Tis  constancy  in  the  good  caose 

Best  jnslifies  the  meed  thy  valiuit 
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A  POEM,  IK  SU  CANTOa 


le  tha  lingering 


INTEODUCTION. 
Teeu  is  a  mood  of  mind,  we  all 

have  kuowB 
On  droiTBy  eye,  or  dark  and  low'ring 

When  the  tired  spirita  lose  thsix 
Bprightl  J  to 

And  nougfatca 
hourti  awBj. 

Doll  on  onr  sonl  falls  Fancj's  daz- 
zling Tsy, 

And  wisdom  hold8bis8t««diertarch 

Obecored  the  painting  Beema,  mlB- 

luned  the  lay, 
Nor  dare  we  of  our  listlesB  load 

complain, 
For  who  fur  BTmpath j  maj  aeek  that 

cannot  tell  oi  pain  ? 
Ths  jolly  Bportaman  knows  ench 

diearihood. 
When  bnrsta  in  delnge  the  aotiim- 

nal  rain, 
Clonding  that  mom  which  threats 

the  heath-cock'a  brood; 
Of  BQcb,  the  Bummer'B  drought,  the 

angler's  plain. 
Who  hope  the  Boft  mild  aonthem 

Bnt,  more  than  ^,  IbediBContented 

Whom  father  sUm,  and  Btemer 


While  all  her  friends  aroond  their 

vestmentH  gay  prepare. 
Ennui!-  or,  as  oni  motbencftU'd 

tfaee.  Spleen  I 
To  thee  we  owe' fall  many  a  rare 

Thine  is  the  sheaf  of  painted  oarda 
I  ween. 


TheroUing  billiard-ball,  thentUIng 
The  taming-lathe  for  framing  gim- 

The  amatcnr'H  blotoh'd  pallet  tboa 

mayst  claim, 
Betoit.  and  air-pamp,  threatening 

frosa  and  mice, 
(Mnrders  diBgoieed  bj  philoeophio 


Then  of  the  books,  to  catch  thy 

tiro  way  glance 
Compiled,  ithiit  bard  the  catalogue 
may  qaote  ' 


-buloi 


,  novels,  1 


Bat  not  of  such  the  tale  &ir  Edge- 
worth  wrote. 

That  bean  thy  name,  and  ie  thine 
antidote; 

And  not  of  each  the  strain  my 
'lliomaon  song, 

Delioioas  dreams  inspiring  by  his 

What  time  to  Indolence  his  harp 
he  strung; — 
Oh  !  might  my  lay  be   rank'd  that 
happier  list  among  1 

Bach  bath  his  refuge  whom  thy 

cares  osaaiL 
For  me,  I  lore  luy  stady-flre  to 

And  con  right  racantty  some  idl« 
tnte, 

Diltplaving  on  the  conch  each  list- 
lens  limb, 

Till  on  tliu  drowsy  page  the  lights 
grow  dim. 

And  donbtfnl  almnber  half  mip- 
plies  the  theme; 


mding 
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While  antiqno  shapes  of   knight   Woe  to  ths  realms  «hlehli« 

BQil  giant  grill),  for  there 

IJamtH.'!  and  dwftrf,  in  long  proces-   Wu  shodding  of  blood,  snd  r 

sioacleaiu.  >         ofhair. 

And  the  Homancer'a  tale  becomes  the   Bapa  of  maiden,  and  slanghter   of 

Bender's  dream.  prieat. 

Tig  thus  mj  msU>ly  1  well   may  '  ««t»ierinB  of  rsTsns  Slid  woItm  to 

bear  ^  ■'  '  the  feast: 

Albeit"  ontstretcli'd.    like    Popea    S'^™  H*>°"*«^^„"''^^^'t?'^ 
own  I'nriilel  Bufore  bim  was  battle,  behiDil  him 

Upon  the  rui'li  of  n  too-iiuj;  choir;    .     ,",'"^       ,,  ,,        . .„    ... 

A£dfi.,d.toeh.,atthetime.npow..*^'\'"'.*"^^  '^*   ehnrehM,  that 
In  oM  limanntH  of  enflntry  thai  iToI^lithisband  totheirb^ritsagsiB. 


telL 


I 


OrOriwitiiltalcjof  Afritefell,  '*^  ^rm's  shores  was  his   outraga 

Of  fieiiii,   TiiUsmau,   and   broad-.„,    ™'*'''''     ,,  ,     ...   , 

viuu'il  Boc.  r  ^''**  wi^""  o^  France  had  his  banners 

,  Little  fan  there  lo  plander,  jet  still 
Ui»  pirates  had  foruyM  on  Scottish 


Oftal 


Hin^ht 


blusli  anil  frown,  ' 
in  mock. 


hill: 


The   wliirh,   as   fhiii^    nnfittin}' 

Krav.rUi.inuhl, 
Are  borut  or  blutleJ  uiiKiime  wixcr 

diiv. 
Th.•^.■  fi-w  Biirrive-iina  jirondli 

Court  11  't  'I'bt'  critic'ti  suiil.-,  ni.j 

iliva'll,iHfn>wui 
Tbuy  v.'tl  muy  bvrru  to  wile  an 


I  wide  and  b 


for  bis  raTi^e  they 

iiil  but  Ftleani'd  white  'gainst  the 
welkin  bine, 
TrnnUiL'l  i.n.l  l.uple  to  arms  did  call, 
l!nr|>htTS  husten'il  to  man  the  wall, 
I'tiuiunis    Av-i    inbmd    his   fury    to 

ItcacoiiH  were  lighted  on  headland 

and  cope, 
Bi'Uk  wire  tuli'd  out,  and  aye  an  they 


■s  tilt  volnliic  iihk  for  i 

,le,  wlint  F.-arrnl  und  f.iintly  lUe  grey  brothers 
'!M  iiK,  St,  Mary,  from  flood  and 
1  fiiuiini'  and  pest,  and  Count 


C.iSTu  FIBST. 


viilorouH  deci 
.    the    D;i 


thntw 


.1U-»H 


m. 

He  liked  the  wealth  of  fair 

(.0  well, 
riiiil  h.'  Hongbt  in  her  boso 

tive  to  dwell. 
He  enter'd  the   Hamber   il 
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And  diBembark'd  with    hia  Danish 

Three  EurU  came  against  him  with 

all  their  train,— 
Two  haih  he  tafaen,  and  one  hath  he 

,  CoDut  Witikind  left  the  Homber'B 
rich  Btraud, 

And  be  wasted  and  wan'd  ia  North- 
am  hcrland. 

But  the  Saion  King  was  a  sire  in  age. 

Week  in  battle,  in  coancil  Mge; 

Peace    of   that    heathen    leader    he 

Oitta  he  gave,  and  qaiet  he  bought; 
And  the  Oonnt  tooK  "  "  * '  " 
peaceable  Ht;l< 


Of 


c  apon  him  the 
n  of  Britain's 


IV. 


Time  it  IB  thy  poor  Bool  were  m- 

PrieBta  didBtthoa  alay,  and  chtuchce 

Time  it  is  now  to  repentance  to  tarn ; 
FiendB  hast  thoa  wotshipp'd,  with 

SendiBh  rite. 
Leave  now  the  darkness,  and  wend 

into  light: 
O I  "bile  life  and  space  are  Ki^en, 
Torn  thee  yet,  and  think  of  Heaven  I" 
That  stem  old  heathen  his  head  he 

And  on  the  good  prelate  he  stead- 
fastly gazed; 

"  Give  me  broad  lands  on  the  Wear 
and  the  T^e, 

My  faith  I  wiu  leave,  and  111  cleave 
onto  thine." 


VL 


»  Tyne 


Time  will  mst  the  ehai^CBt  sword. 

Time  wUI    conBome   tie    strongest   Broad  lan.Ts  he  g»ve  him  o 

cord;  and  Wear 

mt  which  moolderbhempandeteel.    To  be  hold  of' the  church  by  bridle 
Mortal  nrm  and  nervo  mast  feel.  \         ^^^  suear* 

Of  <]'.9.  P»"*«^  *»°d,   whom  Coimt|p^„,MSnkwearmoath.of  Tyndato 


Witikind  led. 
Many  waiM  aged,  and  many  wert 

HimNelffoiindhisarmonr  full  weigh' 


To    1 


part, 


'   his    will,   to   Hoften  hia 


Count  Witikind  waa  a  joyfnl  man, 

,r  -   1  1    1  1.-   V    J  1,  ^^^8  fo'  '■^°  '*ith   than   the  lands 

iVnokleU  his  brows  grew,  and  hoary  jj^^j  jj„  ^^jj 

hishiiir;         ,_      ,        ..      ,        Tho    high    church    of    Dnrham    ia 
He  lean  d  on  a  Btafl,  when  his  step  j^p^.j  f^^  t^^  ^^^ 

whenstt^.l,'"'*   "'*'«'  *™  "^^'^  '"  their  sol- 
wnen  sleeil  |         ^yj^  ^,^   . 

itheConot, 


I   Hilda  his  concnbine's 


ueoesiro<ie  ;  There  ea 

As    he    grew  feebler,   his   wlldness  |         irara 

'^eitneA.  I  Leaning 

He  mailo  himself  peace  with  prelate  ,         ^^ 

an^prioBt;  '  He  kneel'd  before  Saint  t'nthbert' 

Made  hlH  ji*ace.  and,  stooping  his  i         ghrine 

_ '  With  putif  nee  unwonted  at  rites  di 


head. 
Patiently  Uateil  tho  counsel  they  at 
Saint   Cuthberfs   Ilishop   wna  boly' He  ab'a'r^-d  the  gods  of  heathen  raoe. 

ond  grave,  !  And  he  bent  his  head  at  the  font  of 

Wise  and  good  was  the  oonnael  he  ,         oraoc 

B'^^-  I  Bat  snch  was  the  grisly  old  prose- 

"Thou  hast  mnrder'd,  robVd,  and  'That  tho  priest  who  baptized   hioi 
spotl'd,  I         grew  pole  and  ahook; 
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And  tbe  old  monks  mnttei'd  beneath 

their  hood, 
"  Of  ft  stem  so  stubborn  can  nerer 


Bnde  was  the  greedng  hii  imtliar  ha 

None  to  Iho  Kshop, — while  thna  ha 
said:— 


honour  will  with  him 
Tyne'sfaii- 


And  feast  in  his  caatle 
Banners  and  banderols  danced 


"  What  priest-led  bjpo<site  ut  ihon, 
A'ith    tnjr  hnmbled    look   and   thy 

---intiBh  b— 


Honka  rode  before  them,  and  spear- 
men behind ; 
Onward  thvy  pass'd.  till  fairly  did 

Pennon  and  crosa  on  the  bosom  of 
Tynu; 

And   fuU  in   front  aid  that  fortress 
In  darksome  strength  with  its  but- 
At  tbe  costlu  gato 
Count  Vr'itikiuil's  only  offspring  anil 

rat. 

Yonng  Harold  was  feor'd  forhishardi- 

His  strength  of  frame,  and  his  fury 

Rude  he  wiu 
Wore  neitLi 

Cap  of  vair  nor  rioh  array, 

SiK'h  ns  should  grace  tbiit  festal  day: 

His  donbitt  of  ball's  hide  was  all 

nnbmccd, 
tJncover'd  bis  head,  and  his  sandal 

nnlai-od; 
His  shaggy  black  locks  on  bis  brow 

And  bis  eyes  glanced  through  them 

a  swarthy  ^iow ; 
A  Danish  clab  in  his  hand  he  bore. 
The  B[>ikc9  were  clotted  witli  recent 


Like  a  shaveling  who  Btodiea  to  oh«st 

bia  TOW? 
■  tbe    Can'st  tboa  be  Witikind  the  Wartor 

known, 
Hoyal  Eric's  feaileaa  son. 
Haughty  Gnnhilda's  hanghtieT  lord. 
Who  won  his  bride  bj  ue  axe  and 

From  the  shrino  of  St.  Peter  tbe  ohal- 

And  melted  to  brocelets  for  Fran 

and  TLor: 
With  one  blow  of  his  gfttmtlet  who 
,    I         barst  the  skull, 
young  Harold  |  Before  Odin's  stone,  of  the  Monn- 
I         tiiinBull? 


war- gods  belong. 
With  the  deed  of  the  brave,  and  tho 

blow  of  tbe  strong; 
And  now.  inthine  age  to  dotage  souk. 
Wilt  thoa  patter  thy  crimes   to  a 

Shavian  monk,— 
Lay  down  thy  mail-abirt  for  olothiug 

Fasting  and  sconi^e,  like  a  bUtb,  wilt 

thou  bear  ? 
Or,  at  best,  be  admitted  in  slothftil 

To  bftdon  with  priest  and  with  para- 


Ireful  wai'd  old  Witikind's  look. 
His  faltering  voice  with  fury  ahook: — 
"  Hear  me,  Harold  of  harden'd  heart  I 
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Stabborn  and  wilful  ever  thou  wert 
Thine  oQtroge  insane  I  command 

thee  to  cease. 
Fear  my  TTsth  and  remdn  at  peaoe; 
Joat  ia  the  debt  of  repentance  1' 

RicUy  the  church  haa  a  reoompeuae 

And  the  trnth  of  her  doctrines  I  prove 

vith  my  hlade. 
But  reckoning  to  lume  of  m  j  actions 

And  least  to  my  aon  anch  accounting 

will  show. 
Why  apeak  I  to  thee  of  repentance 

Who  ne'er  from  thy  childhood  kn 

reaaonormth? 
Hence  !  to  the  Tolf  and  the  bear 

her  den; 
There  are  thy  inat«B,  and  not  rational 


Grimly  smiled  Harold,  and   coldly 

replied, 
"We  most  honour  our  airea,  if  ve 

fear  when  they  chide. 
For  me,  I  am  yet  what  thy  leasotta 

have  made, 
I  waa  rock'd   in  a  baokler  and  ted 

from  a  blade ; 
An  infant,  vaa  tanght  to  clasp  hands 

and  to  ahont 
From  the  roota  of  the  tover  vheti  the 

flame  had  broke  oot; 
In  the  blood  of  alain  foemea  my  fin- 
ger to  dip. 
And  tinge  vith  its  purple  my  cheek 

and  my  Up.— 
Tia  thoQ  knuw'at  not  trnth,  that  hast 

bartcr'd  in  eld, 
For  a  price,  the  brave  faith  tbat  thine 

ancestors  held. 
When  this  wolf,"— and  the  carcaaa  he 

flung  on  the  plain, — 
"  Shall  awake  and  give  food  to  her 

nurslinga  anun. 
The  face  of  nis  lather  will  Harold  re- 


m. 

Priest,    monk,    and    prelate,    atood 

aghast. 
As  through  the  pageant  the  heathen 

A  crosH-beaier  ant  of  bis  saddle  ho 

flung, 
lAid  his  hand  on  th«  pommel,  and 


groan. 
When  the  holy  sign  on  the  earth  was 

The  fierce  old  Count  unsheathed  his 

But  tlie    calmer  Prelate  stay'd  his 

' '  Let  him  pass  free ! — Heaven  knows 

But  he  mnat  own  repentance's  power. 
Pray,  and  weep,  and  penance  bear. 
Ere  ha  hold  land  by  the  Tyne  and 

the  Wear." 
Thna  in  scorn  and  in  wrath  from  hia 

father  has  gone 
Touns  Harold  the  DaunUesa,  Connt 

Witikind'a  son. 


High  was  the  feasting  in  Witikind's 

Bevell'd  priests,  soldiers,  and  pa- 
gans, and  all; 

Ando'en  the  good  Bishop  was  fain  to 
endure 

The  scandal,  which  time  and  inatmc- 
tiou  mi;{ht  cure: 

It  wore  dangerous,  he  deem'd,  at  the 
first  to  restrain, 

In  hia  wine  and  his  waaaail,  a  half- 
christen 'd  Dane. 

The  mead  fiow'd  around,  and  the  ale 
was  drwn'd  dry, 

Wild  was  the  laughter,  the  aong.  and 

With   Kyno  Eleiaou,  came  clamor- 

The  war-songs   of  Danesmen,  Nor- 

weyan,  and  Finn. 
Till  man  after  man  the  contention 

gave  o'er. 
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Ontatretcli'd    on   the    raahea    that  I  Nor  Cliriatiaii  nor  Dane  giva    hina 

Gtxeir'd  the  ball  flooi:  |         shelter  or  fire, 

AndthotempcBtwlthiii,hBving(!»B8ed   And  thii  tempest  wiiMt  mortal  juKf 

its  ^Id  root,  I         huasetesB  endnre? 

0«Te  place  to  the  tempeBt  that  thnn- :  Uniuded,  uamaiitl«d,  he  dies  on  the 

der-d  witbont.  |         tooor, 

vrv  I  Whate'er  comes  of  Onniur,  ha  tallies 

■^*^-  I        not  here." 

Apart  from    the.  wnanail,   in    turret ,  EeleaptfrombiBCOUcbandhegnsp'd 

atone,  |         lo  hU  spear; 

La;   flaicn-hnir'd   Gnnnar,   old   Er- j  Sought  the  hall  ot  the  feast.     TJndiB- 

mensaTde's  son:  ,         tnrbeil  by  hU  tread, 

In thatrainofLordUaroId that  Page  j  The  wBHsaileis  ^ept  fast  u  the  aleep 

wfw  tho  first,  i         of  the  dead : 

For  Harold  in  ehitdhood  had  Ermen- '  "  Ungratefnl  aud  bestial !"  his  anger 

gnnle  nursed;  '         liroke  forth. 

And  grieved  vrna  yoimg  Giinnar  his,  "To  toigct  'mid  your  goblets    the 

master  s'loalil  roam,  pride  of  the  North  I 

Unhonsol  onil  nnfrioiided,  an  oiilo  '  And  yon,  ye  cowl'd  priests,  vho  haTe 

fnim  home.  plenty  in  store. 

He  hnirdthedeepthiinder.  the  plash-   Most  givu  Gnnnar  for  nnsom  apttl- 

in(!  of  rain,  fnv  and  ore." 

He  K.-VW  th^■  r«l  lightning   thmagh  XTI. 

Hhi.t-h.,1.'  and  uatt:-.  Thi>n,  hoedinu  full  little  of  ban  or  of 

"And  ohl'"  Kiid  tho  !'««?.   ■■<m  Iht- ;         ourso, 

Kheltcrlr7Hi  void  He   has  suizod  on  the  Prioi  of  Jor- 

IiOrdllaroliliKWuDderiQgindurkni'SA  vaux'n  iinnie: 

iLnd  eiild '.  K^iiiit  Mi^iiebidt's  Abbot  next  morning 

Whiit  thani^h  ho  ■wuh  KlilhlH>ni,  iind  hiw  uiHn'd 

nmyirunl,  nnrl  wild,  Ili^  uiiintle.  tlei.-])  fnrr'd  from  the  cape 

Het'ndori'ilmcbec.'kiiKi'I  wii>iKim<'n-  to  the  vriht : 

giirde's  child,  -  ■  The  Seuti'bnrB  keys  ftoio  bis  belt  he 

And  often  from  ihiwn  till  the  ut  Kf  hiiM  l^iVn. 

thi-  min,  ClVt'll  drenihM  on  that  eve  was  old 

lu  t:ie  diani.-,  by  liiii  htimi]t,  unhid-  nildcrhr.md's  hmin.) 

den  I  run;  To  tlu'  slalile-vard  he  made  hisvaj, 

I  would  I  weri'oldtr.  and  IcnighthiHid    ^Vnd   luoiintL'd   the  Bishop's  palfrey 

coul  I  bear.  lmv, 

I  wonld  Kiion  quit  the  binikx  of  thp    V-.imU  ;ind   uoiulet  behind  him  has 

Tyne  and  the  Wi-ar:  iM-t, 

Fur  luy  iui)tbi>r's  (romiuaud,  with  her   And  right  on  hiHwiiy  to  the  moorland 

List  IKlrtins  bri'alh.  h:i<  l.ass'd. 

I'nilc  nil'  fiilluw  htr  nursling  in  life    Suri'  siiorti'd  the  palfrey,  onnsed  to 

iindlu  dfcnth.  fac'i: 

vy  A  n'culhi-T  so  vild  at  so  rash  a  pace; 

'     '  Kiilnii^hi.'Knorted,Koloadheneigb'd, 

■■Itnonrsnndit  thnnders,  it  ligbtona.  Theri'   iiiiswtr'd    a   steed    that   was 

iimiiln.  iK.iind  b.«ide, 

As  if  Lok.  ihc  Dtstroyi'r,  ha<1  burst   And  tho  ri'l  Hash  of  lightning  show'd 

from  his  thain  1     '  tlicr.'  whore  lay 

Acenratil  by  thc^  Chnrch,  ou'lexpidrd   Ilism;istir.LiinlIbirold,out«tretch'd 

by  bin  sire,  on  t'.ii'  chxy. 
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xvn. 

Up  be  RUrted,  and  tbnnder'd  out, 

-Stimd!" 
And  raised  the  club  in  bis  deadly 

h»iid. 
The  Uaxeu-hair'd  Gnunar  bis  pnipose 

told, 
Sbow'd  tbe  p&lCrey  and  proRer'd  Ibe 

gold, 
"Buck,  back,  and  borne,  thou  simple 

Thou  canst  not  sbaie  my  grief  or  joy : 
Have  I  not  maik'd  thee  wail  and  crv 
Whtn  tlion  bast  seen  n  sparrow  die  i 
AjkilcnDxttboil.asmvfollowershonld, 
Wftile  ankle-deep  tnrongh  foeman'a 

blood, 
Dare  mortal  and  immortal  foe, 
I'be  gods  above,  tbe  &ends  below. 
And  man  on  earth,  more  batefnl  still, 
Tbe  very  foantain-heud  of  ill  1 
Desperate  of  life,   and    careless    of 

death, 
Lover  of  bloodshed,  and  slaughter, 

and  scathe. 
Such  mast  thon  be  with  me  to  roam, 
And  snch  thou  canst  not  be — baok, 

and  home  I" 

xvnL 

Yonng  Gnnnar  shook  like  an  aspen 
bough. 

As  be  beard  the  harsh  voice  and  be- 
held the  dark  brow, 

And  lialf  he  repented   bis  pnrpono 

](ut  now  to  draw  back  were  bootless 

and  my  conrage 
a  while  for  obi  JBrmeu- 


And  he  loved  bii 

his  claim: 
"Alas  t  if  my  arr 

be  wtak. 
Bear  with  a 

Nordeem  so  lightly  ofOunnar'afaith, 
Auto  fiorbo  -wonld break  it  for  peril 

Have  I  not  risk'd  it  to  fet«b  thee  this 

gold. 
This  snrcont  and  mantle   to   fence 

thoe  from  cold? 
AncI,  did  I  bear  a  baser  mind. 


What  lot  remains  if  I  slav  behind  t 
The    priests'  revenge,   thy    father's 

A  dungeon,  and  a  Bhamefa]  death.'' 

xix. 

With  gentler  look  Lonl  Harold  eyed 
Tbe  Face,  then  tum'd  his  head  aside; 
And  either  a  tear  did  his  eycUsb  stain. 
Or  it  caught  a  drop  of  the  passing 

' '  Art  Uiou  an  outcast,  then  ?"  qnoth 

he; 
"The  meeter  page  to  follow  me." 
Twero  bootless  to  tell  what  climes 

they  sought. 
Vent  ares     achieved,      and      battles 

fonght; 
How  oft  with  few,  bow  oft  alone. 
Fierce  Harold's   arm   tlic  field  hath 

Men  swore  his  eye,  that  flarb'd  80  red 
When  each  other  glance  was  qnencb'd 

with  dread. 
nore  oft  a  light  of  deadly  flame, 
That  ne'er  from  mortal  conrage  come, 
TboAa  limbs  so  strong,  that  mood  so 

That  loved  tbe  conch  of  heath  and 

Afar  from  hamlet,  tower,  and  town. 
More  than  tu  rest  on  driven  down; 
Tbut  atnbbom   frame,   that   sullen 

Men  deem'd  mast  cuiue  of  aught  but 

good; 
And  they  whisperM.  the  great  Master 

Fiend  was  at  one 
With  Harold  the  DaunUesa.  Count 

Wiiikind's  son. 


Tbe  gooil  old  Prvlutd  lies  litpp'd  ii 


With  hlatf  rind  rin^  and  Hfapulaire, 
And  foldwlbandBin  the  act  of  prayer. 
Saint  Ontbbert's  mitre  in  resting  now 
On  tbe  haughty  bitiou,  bold  Atdin- 
gai'a  brow; 
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he  loTsd  to 
wfaat- 


The  power  of  his 

O'er  whi^vsi  woald  bre«^, 

ever  would  bend; 
And  now   hath   be  dothod   him 

cope  aud  \a  pall. 
AndtheChai'— '-  ' 


Chaptel 
"And  hear  ye 


Darham  has  met 

brethren,"  the 


Asd  with  one  oonaent  lyn«  tbaj  giv- 


Saiut  Cathbert  naiim& 
So  nill'd  the  Prelate  ;  and  oanonand 

Gave  to   bis  judgment  their  lond 


CANTO  SECOND. 


To  holy  Church  for  the  love  < 

And   hath   founded   a  cliAntr 

stipend  nnd  dole. 
That  priestH  aud  that  headumc 


Dreaded  liv  man  and   ubliorr'il   bv 

Uod; 
Meet  it  is  not.  that  sach  shonlil  hoir 
The  lands  uf  the  church  ou  tho  Tjne 


,  !,„  ,  In   the  gladsome   month  of  Uvelj- 
^  ^"-  [         MayT 

...    When  the  wild  birds'  song  on  iMm 
'""  I         and  spray 

,     Invitea  to  forest  bover ; 
-  '  Then  rears  the  aeh  his  airy  crest, 
n   I  Then  Hbine!i  the  birch  in  silver  Test, 
i"^"^''  ■  And  the  beech  in  glistening  laaves 


And   at  her  plea 

hands 
May    now    rcsui 


r  hiJlow'il 
}    wealthy 


XXI. 


of  fan 


Answer'd  uoo  J  Euhtnce, 
"  Harold  is  taiiiilf^s, 

and  bold; 
Ever  Kcnuwn  lilow^  a  i 
And  u  iiol"  of  f.'iir.  ivhfu  sbi 

his  ii^.mr; 
Mnth   cf   l.l.>..dshea  and   much   of 

ILivo  bt'.ii  th.'ir  lot  who  hiivo  waked 

hia  wmth. 
Lt'itv.'  hiiii  tlicsv  lanrls  and  l.inhihips 

htill. 
Heaven  iii  lis  hour  mav  chani;e  his 

will: 
But  if  reft  ofH'dd,  and  .'fliyinjj  bare. 


s  dre;,! . 

And  dark  between  shows  the  oak's 
)>rimd  breast, 
Tyike  a  chieftain's  frowning  tower; 
Tlioii^h  a  thousand   bran(£es  join 

Vet  the  broken  sonbeoma  glance  be- 

.  .\Dd  tip  the  leavra  with  lighter  green, 
I  ^Vith  brighter  tints  the  Bower: 
Dull  in  the  heart  that  lovea  not  then 
'  The  dreji  recess  of  the  wlldwood 
Kh-ii, 
\\  here  roc  and  red-deer  find  ehelter- 
'         ing  den, 

U'heu  the  son  is  in  his  power. 

U. 

I.OBH  merry,  perchance,  is  the  fading 

That  follows  HO  soon  on  the  gather'd 
Hhcaf. 
WLcn    the   greenwood    loaen   the 


Silent  is  th>>n  the  forest  bound, 
Siive   the  redbreast's  note,  and  the 

.  nistliuK  eonnd 

More  had  he  said,  but  tUu  Prilalu   Of  fn»t-ni|>t  leaves  that  are  drop- 

tr>.wn'd.  l>iiiH  nmnd. 

And    DinmiiirM    his   brethren   who    Or  the  deep-uiouth'd  cry  of  the  di»- 
sato  arooiid.  i^iiil  hoand 
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ThatopeuB  on  hia  game; 
Tct  tbea,  too,  I  Iots  the  forest  wide, 
Whsther  the  auQ  in  splendour  ride, 
And  Rild  ita  manj-colonT'd  side; 
Or  whether  the  soft  and  silTery  haze, 
In  TBponry  folds,  o'er  the  landscape 

strays. 
And  halfinvoWes  the  woodland  i 

Like  an  early  widow's  veil, 
m.„—    irimpimg    tissue    from    the 


Where    ' 


The  form  hsU  hides,  and  half  be- 
Of  b^Dtj  wan  and  pale. 

P&ir  Metelill  was  a  woodluid  maid, 
Her   t&ther   ft   rover  of  greenwood 

Bj  forest  statnteB  nndismay'd, 

Who  liyed  bj  bow  and  qDiTer; 
Well  known  was  WnUstane'a  arch- 
ery. 
By  merry  Tyne  both  on  moor  and 

Throngh  wooded  Weardale's  glen  so 

Well   beside    Stanhope's   wildwood 

And  well  on  Oanlesse  river. 
Yet   free  thongh   he   ticepass'd   oa 

woodland  game, 
Uore  known  and  more  fear'd  was  the 

wizard  fame 
Of  Jntta  of  Itookbope,  the  Oatlaw's 

Fear'd  when  she  frown'd  was  her  eye 

of  flame, 
More   fear'd    when   in  wrath  she 

laagh'd ; 
For,  then,  'twas  said,  more  fatal  true 
To    ita  dread   aim  her   spell-glanee 

flew, 
Than  when  from  WoUstane's  bended 

Sprang  forth  the  grey-gooso  shaft. 


In  this  fair  isle  been  bred. 
And  naught  of  fraad,  or  ire,  or  i 
Wag  known  to  gentle  Metelill,— 


And  a  downcast  blosh,  and  the  darts 

that  fly 
With  the  sidelong  glance  of  a  hasal 

eye. 
Were  her  arms  and  witchery. 
So  young,  so  simole  was  she  yet, 


1  jayt 


ooold  childhoods 
forset, 
And  still  she  loved,  in  secret  set 

Beneath  the  greenwood  bree, 
To  plait  the  muiy  coronet, 
And  braid  with  flowers  her  locks  of 
jet. 
As  when  in  infancy; — 
Yet   uonld   that   heut,   so    aimple. 

The  early  dawn  of  slealing  love  : 

Ah  1  gentle  maid,  beware  I 
The  power  wLo,  now  so  mild  a  guest, 
Gives  dangerous  yet  delicious  zest 
To  the  calm  pleasures  of  thy  bretwt. 
Will  soon,  a  tyrant  o'er  the  r«8t, 
Let  none  his  empire  share. 


One  mom,  in  kirtle  green  artay'd, 
Deepin  the  wood  the  maiden  stray'd, , 

And,  where  a  fountain  sprung, 
.'■■ho  sate  her  down,  nnseen,  to  thread 
The  scarlet  berry's  mimic  braid. 

And  while  the  beads  she  strung. 
Like  the  blithe  lark,  whose  carol  gay 
Gives  a  good-morrow  to  the  d^y, 

"-  lightaomel;  she  song. 

VL 


LoBD  WOiLuii  was  bom  in  gilded 

The  heir  of  Wilton'H  loftv  tower; 
Yet  better  loves  Lord  WiJliani  now 
'"  I  roam  beueoth   wild  Bookhope'a 

And  William  has  lived  where  ladlM 
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With  ^vdB  Mid  jewels  deck  their 

Yet  better  Iotcb  the  dewdropa  still 
That  pearl  the  locks  of  Hetclill. 

"The  piouB  Palmer  Iotm,  I  wis, 
Saint  Cathbert's  hoUow'd  beads  to 

Bat  I.  though  simplo  girl  I  be, 
Higlit  havesuch  hoiuuKe  paid  to  me; 
For  did  Lord  Wiiliimi  see  me  sait 
This  necklace  of  the  bmrnble's  frnit. 
He  fain    bQt  most  not  have  liiBvill- 
Woold  kiss  the  boada  of  Metelill. 


M;  mother  eaj»  that  coartly  ^rocth 
By  mstic  maid  Dieans  seldom  Hooth. 
'^at  BboQid  they  menn  ?  il  cannot 

be. 
That  rXKh  B  wiimin(j'B  meant  for  me. 
For  nuiiBht—oli;  nought  of  fraiui  or  ill 
Can  -William  mean  to  Metelill  V 


If  thoa  nit  nioit*!  wight  ? 
Bat  if— ofsuchstrBBKetaloiamfadd-- 
Unearthly  warriorof  the  wold. 
Thou  comesb  to  chide  mine  ftoocoits 

bold, 
My  motbei,  Jutta,  knows  the  apall. 
At  noon  and  midniffht  pleMi&ff  wall 

The  disembodied  ear. 
Oh  !  let  her  powerful  charms  abme 
For  aught  my  rashness    mty  hAT« 

And  ceaae  thy  gmsp  of  feM." 
Then  langh'il  the  Knight— his  laii^i- 

Half  in  t!ie  hollow  helmet  drown'd; 
His  barred  visor  then  ha  raised. 
And  Rtfftdy  on  the  maiden  gated. 
He  smooth'd  his  brown,  as  beat  he 

might. 
To  the  dread  calm  of  antamn  night. 

When  Hinka  the  tempest  roar; 
Yet  still  the  cantions  fiehets  eye 
The  cloudK,  and  fear  the  gloomj  sky. 

And  haul  their  barka  on  shore. 


A  Knight  in  plate  tiud  mail  nmiy'd, 
Uiu  crext   and   bearine    voru   uni 
fcuy'd. 
Tlis  HUri'oat  soil'd  and  riven, 


kDOl 

Thoayli   Ih-n  he  used   bis  ynullest 
•'Mitideu.'"  he  Biiid,  "  Hiug  forth  thy 


Start  not — Ring  on — 

vm. 

Secured  within  his  powerful  hold. 
To  bend  her  knee,  her  h,ia.\»  t-  U>] 
iH  ull  the  maiden  uiitihl; 


Kbeliiiutlj-hiiid, 


IX. 

"  Damsel,"  he   said. 


Mnllera  of  n-eight  and  deep  concern: 

From  distant  renlma  1  oome, 
And,  wnnrlerur  long,  at  length  hsTO 

pliinn'd 
In  thiK,  my  nnlivo  Northern  land 

To  Keek  myself  a  home! 
N'or  tlint  alone— a  matf  1  seek; 
She  must  bo  gentle,  soft,  and  meek,— 

Ko  1  >rdly  dame  for  mo; 
nij-silf  Bill  liomi'thingrouch  of  mood. 
And  IVel  the  firo  of  rovnl  blood. 
And  th^^reforodonot  hold  it  good 

To  iiiiLtch  in  my  d^;ree. 
Then,  cinco  Coy  maidens  say  my  face 
[s  harsh,  uiv  tortu  devoid  of  grace. 
For  n  fair  liiie^e  to  provid 
Tisni'.rtth  it  niT  selected 

In  lineariients  bo  fair; 
I  love  thine  w.rlt    till  now  I  ne'er 
I^'ok'd  patient  on  a  fat's  of  fear, 
lint  now  tbnt  tremnlons  sob  and  teat 

lleeoiiio  tby  bi'anty  rare. 
On.'  kisrt— naj',  daniBcl,  coy  it  not  !— 
-Uid  now  go  seek  thy  parents'  col; 


ted  bride 
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Home  sprang  the  moid  Tithont  a 

As  leveret  'scaped  from  grejhonnd'a 

Hut  still  she  lock'd,liowe'erdiBtre8s'd, 
Tbe  secret  in  itn  bodiuf;  breast; 
Dreading  het  sire,  who  oft  forbad« 
Her  steps  shoold  stray  to    diBtant 

Night  came— to  her  accnstom'd  nook 
Her  distaS  agetlJntIa  took. 
And  lij  the  lamp's  imperfect  gk 
Bough  Wnlfstane  trimm'd  his  shahs 

Sudden   and    clamorous,  from    tbe 

gronnd 
Vpsbirted    slnmbering    brach    and 

honnd ; 
Loud     knocking     next    the    lodge 

alarms, 
And  Wnlfstane  snatches  at  bis  arms. 
When  open  flew  tbe  jielding  door, 
And  that  grim  Warrior  preaa'd  the 

XI. 
"  All  peace  be  here — What  t  none  re- 


It  rccka  not— It  is  I 
Fair  Mcti-lilt  in  marriage  bandi 
Harold  the  Dauntless  1,  irhose  name 
Is  brave  men's   boast   and   caitUTs 


The     parents   i 


light    each   otber'e 


With  awe,  reeentmcnt.  and  soniriBc: 
Wnlfstane.  to  quarrel  prompt,  began 
The  stranger's  size  and  thewM  to  scan; 
But  AH  lio  Bcunn'd,  bis  conrjgo  nunk, 
\nd  from  tiuc<iual  Ktrifo  lio  slirunk, 
rhun  fiirtb.  to  blight  aiikl  blemiab, 

rhe  harmful  cume  from  Jntta'scye^: 
Yet.  fatiil  howsoL-'er.  tbe  spell 
Uu  Uoiold  innocentJf  fell ! 


But  soon  the  wit  of  woman  woke. 
And  to  the  Warrior  mild  she  spoke; 
"  Her  child  wss  all  too  young.     -"A 


toy. 

The  refnge  of  a  mtudea  coy."— 
Again,  "A  powerful  baron'sheii 
Claims    in   kuc    heart   on    interest 

"  A  trifle— whisper  in  liin  ear, 
That  Harold  is  a  aaitor  here  !"— 
Itaffled  at  length  she  sought  delay: 
"  Would  not  tAe  Knight  till  morning 

BtayT 
Idte  was  the  hour— he  there  m^t 

Till  mom,   their   lodge's   bononr'd 

Such    were    her   words, — her    craft 

might  oast. 
Her  honour'd  gueat  should  sleep  bis 

last 
"No,   not  to-night — but  soon,"   ho 

"  He  would  return,  nor  leave  them 

The  threehold  then  his  bnge  stride 

And  soon  he  was  in  darkness  lost. 


;hungeil   their  fear  to  angry 

And  foremost  fell  their  words  of  ill 

„  Metclill: 
Was  she  not  caution'd  and  forbid, 
Forowsmd,   implored,  occnsoil   and 

And  must  she  still   to   greenwood 


Th(vri>  prudence  leom  and  [lenitence.' 
lihe  went— her  lonely  i^ouch  to  steep 
In  tear  i  which  absent  lovers  weep; 
Or  if  she  gain'd  a  troubled  sleep. 
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Fierce   Hniold's  suit   -waa  stiU  the 

theme, 
Aud  tenor  of  her  feTerish  dream. 

XIV. 
Scarce  was  she  gotie.faeidiuiieand  aire 
(Tpou  each  other  bent  tbeii  ire ; 
''AwoodsmBtitboii,  and  hast  ikHpear, 
And  conldst    thou    snch   an   insnlt 

Knllcn  bo  Raid.  "  A.  mnn  contenda 
Vi'ith  men.  &  witc**  with  Rpritea  and 

11  jl  to  mere  mortal  wight  belong 
Von  Rloomy    brow    and    frame   so 

BnttUoQ  -ii  thifl  thy  promisa  fair, 
That  yonr  Lord  Will  iaui ,  wealth;  heir 
To  lUrick,  Baron  of  Witton-lo-VVear, 
Sbimlil  MML'lill  to  altar  bear? 
IJonlllbehpi'llBtliouboaat'st  OS  thine 
Seri-o  but  toMlny  Boiiie  poasjinfs  kine, 
HiaLTuiuiuimtauu'NRtarniMtoBlffp, 
(>r  thoronjih  tax  and  fvn  to  HWi^e|i. 
Anilhng-rideBOUu' poor  nistiv's  Bleep? 
laKilohiiieaatuiaohielwonb  the  fame 
Of  HOKHTCKH  and  witch's  nuino  ? 
Famp,  which  with  ail  men'tt  wish  con- 
spires, 
With  thy  (li-sirtii  and  my  desires, 
To  djiniQ  Ibj  lorpsi-  to  ptual  fires  ? 
Ont  on  tb.  i;  witoU  !  aroint  !  aroint ! 
AYhat  now  shall  put  tbv  schcmos  in 

joint  ■/ 
Whnt  siiv.-  thh  trusly  iirrow's  i<oint, 
Fnna  tbe  .lurk  dinsflv  wb..n  it  flies. 
And  lit' who mi'i'tH it  {;iispH  und  dies." 


Stem  she  replied.  "  I  will  not  wage 
War  with  thy  fully  or  thy  nijje; 
Hut  tro  Ihu  iiiorruw'H  sun  bo  low, 
WiUt'stuno  iif  Itoukboiip,  tbou  sbalt 

If  I  can  venue  mo  on  a  foe. 
Iteliuve  tbv  whilt:,  Ibiit  wbiitsoe'er 
[  spoke  in  in-,  of  bow  and  spear, 
ItisnotlLirold'sdutttiny 
Tbu  duath  of  pilfer'd  deer  to  die. 
Kulbc.  itnd  tbou.  and  yon  pule  moon, 
iTbat  shall  be  yet  wore  piillid  soon, 
Uofore  she  sink  behind  tho  dell,) 


Thou,  she.  and  Haloid  too.  aball  toD 
What  Jntta  knows  of  charm  or  ■paU," 
Thud  muttering,  to  the  door  ahe  bent 
Her  wayward  steps,   and  fbrth   khe 

And  left  alone  the  moodT  nre. 
To  cherish  or  to  slake  hu  ire. 

XVL 
¥ai  faster  than  belon^d  to  aga 
Has  Jatta  made  ber  pilgrimafttt. 
A  priest  has  met  ber  as  ahe  pMM'd. 
And  croBs'd  himself  and  stood  l^hoat: 
tihe  traced  a  hamlet — not  a  oar 
His  throat  would  ope  hia  foot  would 

By   ctoacb,  bj  trembling,   and   b; 

They    made    her    hated    preMDo* 

known ! 
I!ut  when  she  troda  the  sable  fell. 
Were  wilder  sounds  her  way  to  t«ll, — 
For  far  was  heard  the  foi's  yell, 
Tbe   blauk-oock  waked   and  Ckintly 

Scre.im'd  f 


ciirlcn 


r  the  moaa  the  soared 


the  cataract  the  oak 
Lay   Kbint,   was    heard   the   raven's 

Tbe  mouDtoin-oat,  which  sooght  his 


Olari-d 


way. 


m'd,  and  started  from 


Sucb  iQUKio  cheer'd  her  journey  lone 
To  Ibu  deep  dcUand  rocking  stone: 
There,    with    nnhallow'd   hymn    of 

She  called  a  God  of  heathen  days. 

xvn. 

Invoaition. 
"  From  thy  Pomeranian  throne. 
Hewn  in  rock  of  living  stone, 
Whfrc,  to  thy  godhead  fiiillifnl  yet. 
Ut^iid  Esthonisn,  Finn,  and  LeU, 
And  their  HWords  in  vengeance  whet 
That  sbnlt  make  thine  sltara  wet. 
^^'et  nud  red  for  ^cs  more 
With  the  ChriHtianH'  bated  gore, — 
Hear  me!  Jjove reign  of  the  Book, 
Hear  ine  I  mighty  Zemebook  t 


RABOUJ  THE  DAVSTLESS. 


"  MighlicBt  of  the  mighty  known, 
H«ra  tlij  wonders  bave  been  abown; 
Hnndretl  tribes  in  TQiiona  tougoe 
Oft  havo  biT.!  thy  praises  Himg; 
Down  that  stone  with  Baniu  seMiiM. 
Hundred      victims'      blood      hsth 

Btrcom'd  1 
Now  ono  wftman  comes  alone. 
Anil  but  weta  it  with  her  own. 
The  list,  tbu  fnebleat  of  thy  flock,— 
Hmir    and  bo  present,  Zemebock  1 
■•Harkl   he  comesi  tho  uigbt-blast 

col.l 
Wilder  sweeps  along  the  wold ; 
Tbe  cloaillHSS  moon  grows  duk  and 

And  briHtling  hiiir  and  qnaking  limb 
Proclniia  the  Master  Demon  nigh, — 
Tbosd  «-ha  view  his  form  shall  die  t 
Lo  t  I  stiiop  and  voil  my  bead; 
Tbun  who  lidi^et  the  teuipCBt  dread, 
SLitking  hill  and  rending  oak— 
Spiua  mo  1  sjiare  me !  Zeraabook. 
"Hecomaanot  jet  1  Shall  cold  del*; 
Thy  votaresa  at  her  nebd  repay  ? 
ThOD    shall  I  c^  thee  sod  oi  flend  7- 
Lot  otheiB  on  the  mood  attend 
With  pniyrr  and  ritual— Jntta's  arms 
Ate  neor.miaDtio  words  and  charms; 
Mine  is  tiia  spell,  that,  ntter'd  once, 
Shall  wake  Thy    Master   from    Jiis 


cLiiin  !— 
Su  !  oom'st   tbun   era   tha   spell  is 

t  own  tby  presence,  Zamebook." — 

xvin. 

"Danijhter  of  dust,"  the  Deep  Voice 

-   Shook  while  it  spote  tbe  vale  lor 

Ibickd   ou    the    base  that  maomva 

Tbe  Evil  Deity  to  own, 
"Daughter   of  diut  I  n 

power 

Thou  seek'st  on  Harold's  fatal  honr. 
'Twiit  heaven  and  hell  there  is  i 


the 


Waged  for  bis  soul  and  for  Ms  life. 
And  fain  would  we  tbe  combat  win. 
And  snatch  bim  in  his  hour  of  ain. 
There  in  a  star  now  rising  red. 
That  threats  him  with  an  inftDsnoe 

dread; 
Woman,  thine  arts  of  malace  whet, 
Tikaae  the  space  before  it  set. 
iniolve   bim   with    the   cbnroh  in 

strife, 
Push  ODkdTentnroiiscliBiicehislife; 
Onrself  will  in  tbe  hoar  of  need. 
As  best  we  tnav  tby  connselB  speed." 
So  ceased,  the  Voioe ;  for  seven  leagnes 

Eacb  bnmlet  started  at  tbe  sound; 

But  slept  again,  as  slowly  died 

Its  thnndets  on  tbe  hill's  brown  side. 

XIX. 
"And  isthissll,"  ssid  Jutta  stem, 
"Ihat  thou  canst  teach  and  I  can 

learn? 
Hence  t  to  the  land  of  fog  and  waste. 
There    fittest    is    thine    inflnenoe 

Thou  powerless,  slnggish  Deity  I 
But  ne'er  shall  Britou  bend  the  knee 
Again  before  so  poor  a  god. " 
She  struck  the  altar  with  her  tod; 
titigbt  was  the  touch,  as  when  st  need 
A  damsel  stita  her  tardy  steed; 
Itut  to  tbe  blow  the  stone  gave  plaoe. 
And,  starting  from  its  balanced  base, 
IlolI'd  tbonJering  dowa  the  moon- 
light dell,— 
Re-echo'd  moorland,  rock,  and  fell; 
Into  the  moonlight  tarn  it  dash'd, 
Theii   shores  the   sounding  surges 
lasb'd, 
And  there  was  ripple,  rage,  and 

But  on  that  lake,  so  dark  and  lone. 
Placid  and  pale  the  moonbeam  shone 
As  Jatt&  hied  her  home. 

CANTO  THIRD. 

I. 

Obbi  towers  of  Durham  I  then 


HCOTTH  POETICAL   WOBEB. 


H  lUe  in  ita  flnt  davn- 
then  came  witliiu  fon- 
Q  ot  mitre,  tbroae,  or 


Some  reTerend  room,   oomc  jiii- 
beudair'a  Btidl,  -  - 
And  thus  Hope  mo  deceived  as  abo  ', 
deceivetli  alL  | 

Well  yet  I  lave  tliv  mii'd  nnd  iua»- 

aive  piles, 
Bolt  chnrch  of  God,   Imlf   cnstle 


TVith  rt-iiirils  utoreil  uf  deeds  long 

bini-ii  torL-ot; 
Tht'TO  mii^Lt  1  hliiire  mj  Siiztees' 

'\VlkO  leavLij  at  vill  his  patrimonial 

field 
To  raliHiU'k  every  iT.vpt  and  liiil- 

low'd  aput. 
And  lioiii  oblivion  rend  tLeapuili 

they  yield, 
Bewtoiiu,;  pricxtlv  LliikiLl  imd  cliui^' 

iifkuii-Ullf  Hhivlil. 


I  the  w 


■nlluT 


Vnia  i^ 

deiiiiuid 
Each  vrnuiit  Jjcur,  iiii.l  in  iiiioil,>i- 

ItnthtilithBtliiirtlnr:  !  .ii'i' iiivil.  > 

my  hand. 
AVbicU  tclU  '.ho  w^'ii.i.  [  «(  tliii.r 

Aii'lfoin  its  liumbt.-i's  uould  I  uc-k 

Til  puint  the  Lciiiities .it  (liiit  rlnun- 


\Vi,.i 


■id. 


lolty  t>t)ia  I 
Vpou  tlio  West,  nx  heights  •.(  r.:-. 
n^IHiirt', 
SiLvr  Maxim  Kiiiliui'r's  t^jH'cr^   bt-f 
by  winding  UVvir. 


Fair  on  the  bnlf-SMU  tbeanu  Uie 

Bonbeams  daoced, 
Betraving  it  beneath  the  voodlmnd 

And  fair  betwami  the  Qothio  tor- 
Broad  lighta,  and  shadows  fell  on 

front  and  flank. 
Where  tower  and  bnttreaa  rose  in 

martial  rank. 
And  girdled  in  the  maHiredoqjon 

Keep. 
And  t  mm  their  arcait  peal'd  o'er 

Lush  and  bonk 
The  matin  bell  with  Bummona  long 

iind  deep, 
Anil  oebo  answer'd  BtiU  «ith  long- 

rtsonnding  sweep. 

in. 

The  luoming  miets  row   ftom  the 

ground. 
EtiL-U  lucrrv  lurtl  awakeu'd  round. 

As  if  iu  r.'velry; 
Afnr  liic  bugk-H'  ckinging  sound 
Call'il  to  the  rliOiH' thi)  Inking  honnil ; 

The  eulo  breathed  Bolt  anil  free. 
And  1.1-eiu'J  to  linger  on  ita  way 
'i'i>  catoh  Iri  sli  oilontsfrom  the  spraj', 
Auil  wiivtd  il  in  ii3  wanton  play 

Si>  li^bt  imd  giiiiiciumcly. 
The  si'ini'S  which   morning  beama 

Its  Koitui'.s  to  hear,  its  gales  to  feel 
iu  nil  ihi'irfnigruneeroundMm  steal, 
a  m.llv.i  IiuHilds  heart  of  Btofl, 
Anil,  liiinlly  Wirttina  why, 
lit'  iloii'il  U-iliiIuiotByfoomyiiride. 

l.:iiil  ijin^'i'  1.11.1  f.ilohion  by, 


.'uid  iiiii.i  his  dork  litibitoul  frown 

li..-I..xd  his  rn-ged  brow- 
WhiH'ser  i.iKli  llu-  doublfol  task 
t'r-imlbi.tr-tPrn  l>iiueulioon  tonak. 


BAnOLD   THE   DAUNTLESS. 


Auil  cautions  vatch'd  tlte  fltt«Bt  tide 

To  apeak  a  voming  vord. 
So  vlien  the  torrent's  billow B  Rhrink, 
The  timid  pilgrim  on  the  brink 
Waits  long  to   see   them  vave   and 

Ero  he  dare  brave  tbe  ford, 
And  often,  after  donbtftl  paiue, 
BiH  elep  ailTances  or  withaTaws: 
Fearful  to  more  the  Blombering  in 
Of   his  stem  lord,   tbua  stood  th« 

Till  Harold  raised  bis  e;e, 
That  glanced  as  wben  athvart  the 

shrond 
Of  tbe  diBpersiiifE  tempest-dond 

The  bursting  Hnnbeams  fl;. 


To  frown  o'er  oceans  wide  and  wild  ? 
Or  have  the  milder  ChristiaUH  given 
.Thy  refnge  in  their  peaceful  heaven  ? 
Where'er  itoTX  art,  to  thee  are  known 
Onr  toils  endnred.  oor  trophies  won, 
Our  wars,  onr  wanderings,  and  our 

9  ceaaed,  and  Gnnnar's  song  arose. 


"  Hiwi  and  osprev  screoni'd  for  joy 
O'er  the  beetliu;  difis  of  Hoy, 
Grimaon  foam  the  beach  o'erspread. 
The  heath  was  dyed  with  darker  red, 
When  o'er  Eric,  Ingnar'a  Bon, 
Dane  and  Northman  piled  the  atone; 
Angina  wild  the  war-eong  stem. 
Beat  thee,  DweUec  of  tbe  Cairn  t 
'  Where  eddying  oturents  foam  and 


"  AronBe  thee, , 

OCEHpring  of  prophetess  and  bard  I 
Take  harp,   and    greet    this   lovely 

With   some  high    stiain  of   Bnnic 

rhyme, 
Strong,  deep,  and  powerful !    Peal 

Like  tlint  lond  bell's  sonorona  soniki 
I'ct  wild  by  fits,  as  when  the  lay 
Of  biid  and  bugle  hail  the  day. 
Buch  wan  my  grandiiire  Eric's  sport. 
When  dawn  glcam'd  on  his  martial 


Snmmon'd     the    chiefs    who    slept 

Conch'd  on   tbe  spoils  of  wolf  and 

They  roused  like  lions  from  Iheirlair, 
Then  msb'd  in  emulation  forth 
T<i  enhiinee  the  gloric sof  the  North.— 
Proud  Eric,  mightiei-t  of  thy  race. 
Where  is  thy  shudowy  resting-place 
In  wild  Vidballa  Last  thou  qnao'd 
From    foemaii's     skull      metbeglii 

drangbt, 
Oz  WHUilercst  where  thy  calm  wa 


Ha^-min^ed    with    Uie    mist     and 

■lions  awe  he  bears  away 

loor  his  bark  in  Btronma's  ba^. 

And  marmuiB  from   the   bonnding 

Rest  tliee.  Dweller  of  the  Cairn  I' 
'Wbat   cares    distnrb    the   mighty 

dead? 
Each  hononr'd  rite  was  dnly  paid; 
No  daring  band  thy  helm  nnlaoed, 
Tby  sword,   thy  shield,   were  near 

thee  plitced,— 
Thy  Sinty  coach  no  tear  profaned. 
Without,   with    hostile     blood    waa 


in'd; 
Within,  'twas  lined  witb  i 

Then  rest  thee,  DweUer  of  the  Cnim  t 
"  He  may  not  rentr  from  renlms  afar 
Comes  voice  of  battle  and  of  war, 
or  conquest  wronght  with    bloody 

On     Cor m  el's    cliSii    and     Jordan's 

When  Odin's  warlilie  son  could  danni 
The      tnrlian'd     race      of      Teima- 
ganntl'' 


sn  .-^aiTTs  poetivat,  h'ores. 

TIL  iToJodceOieBpirit  of  oar  Iliw — 

■'  Pence, "  miA  the  Euigbt,  ••  the  no-  !  The  IxJd  Beiaerkir'a  ng»  diTiiw, 

lilo  Kuald  I  Through  whoM  iiuinnng,  deada  aM 

Onr  warlike  (utheTu'deeiUrecoll'd,  wrought 

ButneTtTHtrove  to  soothe  the  Bon      |F>Bt   hnman   strengtli    uid   hninaii 
Wilh  laloM  of  what  hiiuHi-lf  hail  done.  '         thought. 
At  Odin^s  board  the  bord  eita  high      1  Whan  full  npon  hia  c^m;  aonl 
^Mio-iehaTp  ne'er  stoopil  In  flattery;   Thechnmpion feektheinilaflaonRin, 
But  highcBt  he  whoje  during  lav         I  He  Hwima  th«  lake,belMpsUiew»U_ 
Hath  dared    nnwelcoino    truths   to    HecdH  not  the  depth,  nor  plnmbatho 

nay."  fall- 

With  donbtfnl  smile  young  Gitnnar  .  ITnshielded,  mail-leas,  on  he  goea 

eyed  I  ^"R^T  against  a  ha«t  of  foM; 

Hit)  liisHtpr'a  looki),  and  nought  re-  '  Their  spears  he  holda  Uke  -witlier'd 

plied—  I         reeaa, 

Bot  well  that  f-niile  his  manter  led       ,  Their    mail     lihe     maidsu'i    silken 
Tu  conHtme  whnt  lio  left  uuKoid.  '         weedn; 

■   U  it  to  me,  tlion  timid  vonth,  '  One  'gtunst  a  bimdred  will  he  atriTe, 

Thuu    fi'iir'bl  to  Kpeuk    nuwtlcome   Take  coimtle«8  woimda,  and  7«t«ai> 

truth  ?  I         Vive. 

My  Koiil  no  mr>r<^  fliy  ccnanre  grieves   Then  nish  the  ea(;1es  to  hit  017 
TliiUlfriihtMroblimri-lH  of  their  louves,    I't  sliiughter  and  of  victory,— 
Sur  on    and  .vet     iH-wiire  the  ru<Ie       .^n<l  blood  he  (joafTa  like  Odin's  bowl, 
Auil  wild  (liKt'-ui|>iT  of  my  blood;         Deep  drinks  his  sword, — deep  drink* 
Loth  were  I  tliut  minu'iru  hhould  Iiih  Bonl; 

iniing  -^'1  all  that  meet  him  in  hia  im 

The  youth  that  hor.;  mv  shield  ho    He  fiivis  to  min,  rout,  and  ftre; 

l,iiii;,  *  Then,  like  gorged  lion,  aeeka  aoma 

And  who,  in  sprvii'o  eunstiml  Btill,  <li'n. 

lliough  wt-ak  in  fniiiif,  iirl  Btninn  in   And  couches  till  he's  man  ag«n.— 

wi]]."_  'i'hoii  know'nt  the  algna  of  look  >nd 

■■  Oh  ;■'  (luolh  Ih.-  imK'-.  "  I'vcn  then'  li"'**' 

dc]"  uds  ^Vl)en  ');ins  that  rage  to  overbrim — 

Mv    povinsi-l -- there    my    n-amiiig   Ihou  kuow'st  when  I  am  moved,  and 

'   tiii.ls.  .  *li.v; 

Oft  cei'iiisim  of  mv  master's  bre^Kt        AnJwhiu  thou  see'st  me  roll  rnina 
Soiiii.-  di'tiiiin  wire  the  sudden  guest; '  '*>'■*■ 

Till  n  lit  the  first  iiiiKcoustmed  wntcl    ^^  my  teeth  thus,  and  stAmp  my  foot. 
Mi,:  iiimil  iu  m,  i)i>'  moci;  and  sword,    l>>''t9>ril  Ihy  rifely  and  bo  mute; 

iswiHiiiim  drivcD,    l!ut  else  speak  boldlv  ont  whate'er 


ills  life  til  I'omitli-sKdnngiTsmvcn  —  '=<  fitting  that  a  knight  should  hear. 
D!  Would  llirit  (iuiinur  rouIdHUflife  1  Uovo  thee,  youth.  Thy  lay  has  power 
'I'll  bo  tilt'  11.  lid's  hilt  mi-riiice,  Tjioii  luy  cTiirk  und  HiillBa  hour;— 

So  tlmt,  wh.n  (■lult.'.l  with  my  gorr,    ^'  t'hristiun  monks  are  wont  to  aay 
lit  Hud  and  temjiU'il  theo  no  mon'  1"    I>i''iion-"  nlolil  were  chunn'd  away; 
„,,T  llnti  [cur  n.pt  I  will  tnshly  deem 

^  "I-  ,  ill  of  thy  spuefh.whate'er  the  theme.' 

Then  wavnl  his  Imnd,  and  shook  his  1  ,_ 

hmi  ^^ 

The  iiujuLtii-nt  ]')iin<',  while  thus  lie  ,.\>i  down  some  strait  in  doubt  and 

"  Profane  not,  youth— it  is  not  thine  >  The  wotchfal  pilot  drops  the  lead. 


BAttOlD  TRS  DAU.VTLBfiS. 


So,  lest   on  dangeronB   ground   he 

The  Puge  his  martot'shrow  observed. 
PaoBing  At  intorvfila  to  Sing 
His  hand  o'er  th«  molodioas  itring, 
And  to  Lib  moody  breast  apply 
Tbp  sootbins  cbnrm  of  banDanf, 
Wbile  bintod  hnU.  and  half  expreat, 
This   vanung    «oiig    ooDTey  d    tbe 

1. 

"  111  fares  Uie  liaik  vith  taidde  riven, 
And  ill  when  on  tbc  breaks ts  driven, — 
111  when  the  storm-apriM  Hhrieks  in 

And   tbe  HCared  mertoaid   t^Hrs  her 

Bat  worse  vben  on   Iicr   helm   tbe 

Of  aomefiilse  traitor  holds  command. 


"HI  (area  tbe  fainting  Palmer,  placed 
'Uid     Uebron'B    rofkn    or    Batia'a 

m  when  tbe  Hcorcbing  ann  U  high. 
And  the  expected  font  ia  di?,— 
Worse  vfbnn  hie  gaida  o'er  wkiid  and 

heath, 
Tbe  barboirons  Copt,  has  pluui'd  his 

daoth. 

3. 
"SI  &u«s  tbe  Knight  with  bnckler 

cleft. 
And  ill  when  of  hie  helm  bereft,  — 
III  wben  bid  steed  to  earth  U  flung. 
Or  from  his  gmsp  his  falobion  vmng ; 
But  worse,  if  imstimt  rain  token, 
When     he     Keta    rede    by    woman 


"  How  now.  fond  boy  ?— Canst  tbou 

think  iU." 
Said  Harold,  "  of  fair  Motelill  ?  "- 
'■  Sho  may  bo  (air, '"  tlie  Pago  replied. 
Jlb  throaitb  Ibe  atringa  he  ranged, — 


"  She  mav  be  foir;  bnt^et."  bo  cried. 
And   tben  the   aliaui   be   obong- 
ed, 

Stmg. 

"She  may  be  fair,"boBang,*'bilt  yet 

Fur  fairer  have  I  seen 
Than  she,  for  all  her  locks  of  jet 

And  eyes  bo  dark  and  sheen. 
Were  I  a  Danish  knii'bt  in  arms, 

As  one  day  I  may  be, 
Uy   heart   sboold    own   no  foreign 
l^bBrmB,  — 

A  Danish  maid  for  me. 


Where  the  dark  pine-trees  grow, 
And  tbe  bold  Bsltic's  eobolng  strajid 

Looks  o'er  each  grassy  oe.* 
I  love  to  mark  tbeUngaring  aon. 

From  Denmark  loth  to  go. 
And  leavini^  on  her  billnwB  bright. 
To'  obei^r    tbe   shOTt-Iired   aanuoer    ' 
night, 

A  path  of  ruddy  glow, 

"Bat  most  the  northern  maid  I  love. 

With  breast  tike  Denmark's  annw. 
And  form  as  fair  aa  Denmark's  pine. 
Who  loves  with  porplebeatb  to  twine 

Her  locks  of  sonny  glow : 
And  sweetly  blends  that  shade  of  gold 

With  the  cheek's  rosy  hne. 
And  Faith  might  for  her  mirror  hold 

That  eye  of  matchless  bine. 


To  bend  the  bow  by  stream  and  grove, 
And  lift  the  hnnter's  spear.  i 

Sbeoonberchoaeu  oboiupioD's  flight  J 
With  eye  nndazxted  soe. 

ClAHp  him  victorioos  from  tbe  atiif e, 

Or  on  bis  oorpaa  yield  up  her  life,— 
A  DooiBh  maid  for  moJ" 
XI. 

Tben  smiled  tha  Done—" Thoncanat  I 
BoweU 

The  virtaca  of  our  maidena  tdl. 


ticorrs  POJgTiCAL  wobka 


Half  oonld  I  wub  my  choice  hwl  been 
Bins  ejm.  and  h&ii  of  golden  shsMi, 
And  lolly  sonL  —yet  irbat  of  ill 
Hut  thou  to  charge  on  HeteliU  ?' 
n   her,"  yo 


"Nothing  on   ] 


"  young  OnnnMr 


"But  her  base  nre'a  ignoble  trade. 
Hei  mother,  too— the  general  &ine 
Hath  giTen  to  Jatta  enl  name. 
And  in  hei  grey  eye  is  a  flame 
Alt  cannot  hide,  norfeaicnn  tame. — 
That  sordid  voodman's  peasant  cot 
Twice  hare  thine  hononr'd  footatepi 

Bonght, 
Andtwioe  retnm'dvith  such  ill  rede 
Ab    sent   thee    on    BOme   deaperate 

XII. 
"  Thon  erreBt;  Jutta  visely  said, 

He  that  comes  suitor  to  a  msid, 
Ere  tink'd  in  moiriage,  Elmiilil  pro- 

lAitdsand  adTcUin^  for  his  hrido- 
My  father's,  by  the  'lyne  anil  Wear 
1  have  reclaiurd."—"0,  nil  too  dea 
And  oil  toi>  daUK^roQs  tlie  prize, 
E'en  were  it  won,"  fonng  Qnnnar 

"  And  then  this  Juttu'x  fresh  dcvic 
That  Ihou  sbooldHt  seek,  n  heathen 

From   Darhiim's   priesta  a  boon  to 

gain, 
When  thon  hast  loft  their  vaxsalBHlain 
In  tbcir  o«n  holls !"— Hash'd  har- 


— "False  ruge. 


Then  woo  to  afauok  md  «fe 

bothl" 
Now  abift  tbB  Nou^  anil  W  tb 

tainbll. 
And  our  nmt  antET  be  Skint  < 

beit^haU. 

OAHTO 


old's 
Thnndor'd  hu  % 


id 


The  cuKtlo,  hall  end  towci.  is  mine 
linilt  by  old  >."itii.in'l  on  Tync. 
The  wild-cnt  w'il  defend  l:is  den, 
Fighta  for  ber  nost  Iho  Umi.l  -wren , 
And   th:nk'et    <hon   111   forego  my 

right 
For    drt'nd    of   monk   or    monkish 

knight  7 
Up  and  cvay,  that  deepening  boll 
Uoth  cf  tho  lisbop's  concl:ivo  tell. 
Thither  will  I,  in  luonnrr  dno, 
As  JntU  bade,  uiy  claim  to  Bi:e; 
And,  if  to  right  nie  they  are  loth, 


Fdia  many  a  bard  bath  a«iB| 

Bolamn  gloom 
Of  the  long  Qothio  aiale  tatAm 

ribb'd  loat, 
O'er-canopying   ahzin^    and 

geons  tomb, 
□arred  screen,  a 

ing&raloot 
And  blending  with  tha  al 

motchleaa  proof 
Of  bigb  dcTOtion,  whidi  hath 

wai'd  cold; 
Yet   legends   say,   that    Lm 

brate  hoof 
Intruded  oft  within   anoh  a 

fid, 


Well  pleased  am  I,  howe'ar, 

wben  I  he  ront 
Of  oar  rnde  neighbonn  whi 

I'licBllM,   and  efce  auweloon 

And  cli'nQsQ  our  chancel  tnn 

r]igs  (^f  Itomc, 
Thoy  s;)Ol:e  not   on  our   an 

f;mo  the  doom 
To  wbiuh  llifii  bigot  leal  gaw 

lint  Eimrcxl  the  martyr'd  aainl 

still  led  louib, 
TU'iUgli  papul  miracles  had  g: 


nd  deem  not,  thongfa  'tis  atr 


baeold  tub  Dauntless. 


That  nil  who  w 

SaiDt 

Like  to  ambitioQB  Aldiugarl  hold; 
Since  bolh  in  modem  (' ^ 

days  of  old 
It    sate   on    those   Those   virttua 

Tlii'ir  predeoesaoTs'  frailties  treblj 

told; 
Mnttbew  and  Uortou  ve  as  such 

k  tnlth)  ths 
too 
IL 

Bat  now  to   esrlioT  and  to  ruder 
An  snhject  meet,  I  tone  toy  mgi 
Tolling  how  fairly  the  chapter  i 

And  rood  and  books  in  seemly 

der  Bi>t; 
Hnoe  hraBS-clasp'd  volumes,  which 

the  band 
Of    Btndions    priest   bnt    rarely 

Bcann'd, 


HI. 
The  Prelate  was   to    speech    ad* 
Each  head  souk  reTerent  on  eabh 
Bnt  ere  bis  voice  was  heard— with- 


Attract  yet  scare  the  rabble  ront. 
Ere  it  b&d  ceased,  a  giant  hand 
Shook  oaken  door  and  iron  band. 
Till  cak  and  iron  both  gave  way, 
Cluh'd  the  long  bolts,  the  hinges 
bray, 
'-'   -'e  upon  sngel  or  saint  they  can 


call. 


■'Now 


O'erbend  with  many  a  scutcheon 

graced. 
And  quaint  dpvicea  interlaced, 
A  labyrinth  of  croasing  rows. 
The  roof  in  lessening  arches  shows; 
Beneath    its  shade  placed  proud 

and  high, 
With  foolstool  and  with  canopy, 
8at«  AJdinrfar,  —  and  prelate  ne'er 
More  faaimhty  graced  Ijaint  Cutb- 


bert'a 
Canons 


mJ  dea 


In  due  dpgree  and  lengthen'd  row, 
UnitiDVii.l  ^md  silent  each  sat  there, 
Like  imiigo  in  his  oak^n  chair; 
Nor  bead,  nur  hand,  nor  foot  they 

sUrr'd. 
Nor  loikof  hair,  nortreasofbeard; 
And  of  their  eyes  severe  alone 
The  twinkle  show'd  they  were  not 


.   .   my   masters,   both 
rochet  and  rood, 
From  Bishop  with  mitre  to  Deacon 

with  hood  I 
For  here  stands  Count  Harold,  old 

WiUkind's  son, 
Come  to  sue  for  the  lands  which  his 

anceators  won." 
The  Prelate  look'd  roiud  bim  with 

sore  troubled  eye, 
Unwilling  to  KrBnt,yet  afraid  to  deny; 
While  each  Canon  and  Deacon  who 

heard  the  Dane  speak, 
To  be  safely  at  home  would   have 

tasted  a  week: — 
Then  Aldingar  roused  him,  and  an- 
swer'd  again, 
Thou  snest  for  a  boon  which  thou 
canst  not  obtain; 
The  Chnrch  hath  no  Seta  for  an  on- 

chiJaten'd  Dane. 
Thy  father  was  wise,  and  bis  treaanre 

hith  given, 
That  the  prieHts  of  a  chantiy  might 

hymn  bim  to  heaven; 
And  the  fiefs  which  whilome  he  poa- 
■eas'd  as  his  due. 
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IlaTc  lapsed  to  the  Church,  ani]  been    ^-  — =— J  ■*  — g*-  — '*»■  — j  -  -*-"- 
graated  uiew  ICsnght  from  orasb'dfkallKid  •post- 

To  AithonyConyers  and  AlbericVere.  iDgbnin; 

For   the   serrlce    Saint    Cnthbert'a   He  vbeel'd  it  that  it  shrilly  muff. 
bletis'd  banner  Ui  bear,  And  the  aialM  eoho'd  aa  it  wwvBf^ 

When  the  buads  of  the  North  come  '  Then  daab'd  it  down  with  alMec  d»- 


o  loray  the  Wci 
Then  dJBtnrb  not  onr  co 

vrangliug  or  blame. 
But  in  peace  and  in  pi 

hence  as  ye  came," 


Lond   langh'd    the    Hc«ni   Pagan,— 

"  They're  free  from  the  care 
Of  Uef  and  of  service,  both  ConyerB 


clave  with  I  And  split  King  Obtio'b  mcaiiunent.— 
"Howlike  ye  thiamnsiol  Howfaow 
ience  pass  ye  the  hand 

That  can  wield  aaoh  ft  muM  mkj  be 
reft  of  its  land  ? 

■I  span  ye  a  apaoa  tc 


'^'^\ 


Ho,   Goaniir ! 


:iDe  and  a  corslet  of 

the  tokfns ;"— and, 
md  on  tbt'  ultor  he 
both 


A  \e><..\  iind  n  h;md  on 

Then    nbmlilerM   with 

Canon  uuil  Monk, 
They  knew  tli"  ftlnzfil  I'.ve  nnd  thp 

count  enuiK'i.-  shrunk, 
And  of  Anthony  Conyen.  the  half- 

i^izzltU  h;;ir. 
Anil  the  B.'nr  on  the  band  of  Sir  Al- 


ix'i 


and  bi.'- 


VU. 
He  Inrn'd  from   their  presencA,  lk« 

ohiah'd  the  oak  door. 
And  the  clauk{  of  his  Btnde  died  aw^j 

on  ihu  floor; 
And  his  head  from  hia  bosom   the 

Prelate  npreora 
With   a  ghoNt-seer's  look  when  the 

([host  diaappeara. 
"  Yq  Priests  of  Saint  Cnthbert,  now 

For  never   of  counsel  had   Bishop 


Wei' 


■edl 
tbc  arch-liend  u 


aOeah 


It  IIarr)lil  hiughM  lit  their  looka 


■  Wiis  Ihis  ihc  hiind  h 


ixibl; 


irl>ni 


Waa  that  thi^  huii.l  should  wl^ 

In  battle  ut  the  Chnrcb'H  t:i«]i  ? 
WaHitl..KU,-I,,-mn«v«tl,vi.l, 
Ot  lliinild  n-ilh  the  hiiivv  iimc. 
Rnd  luo  bolwi-on  tbr  Wmr  nnd  Tyne 


A    kni^bt 


-■ill  \ 


Ibi. 


The  litDuuage,    the    look,   and    tb« 

laugh  were  hia  own. 
In  the   bounds  of   Saint    CnthlMrt 

there  i»  not  a  knight 
Dare  o^mfroiit  in  onr   qnarrel  yon 

(lol.lininfiRht: 
Then  ri'de  lue  iiright  to  hia  claim  to 

r.-i>lj-. 
'Tis  unhiwfnl  to  grant,  and  tia  dattth 

VUL 
On  ven'son  nnd  mabnsiethat  mom- 
inn  hud  ted 
ITieCeU.irer  Vinsauf— 'twas  thus  th*t 
I         he  said  : 
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"  Dela;  till  U>-monoiT  the  dupter'B 

Let  the  iSMt  be  spread  fair,  uid  the 

irino  be  poor  d  high: 
U    he's    mortal    he    drinkB, — if   he 

diinlia,  he  is  onrs — 
Hie  bracelets  of  iron,— his  bed  in 


A  1)euer's  depth  be  well  oonld  drain. 

Bevel,  sport,  and  jest  amain — 

The  haunch  of  the   deer   and    the 

grape's  bright  dye 
Never  bard  loved  them  better  than  I; 
Bnt  sootier  thanTinsaof  flll'd  mi 

Paae'd  me  bis  jest,  and  laogh'd  at 

Thoaoh  the  buck  were  of  Beupuk, 

of  Bordeani  the  vine. 
With  the  dullest  hermit  Td  rather 

On  an  oAken  oake  and  a  drkught  of 
theTjme. 

IX. 

Walwayn  the  leech  spoke  next— he 
Eaob  plant  that  lores  the  son  and 

But  special  those  whose  jaice   can 

gain 
Dominion  o'er  the  blood  and  brain; 
The  peaBBUt  who  saw  him  b;  pale 

moonbeam 
Oatbering  sDch  herbs  by  bank  and 

stream, 
Deem'd  his  thin  form  and  sonndlEss 

Were   those  of  wanderer  from   the 

■' Vinsaaf,  thy  wine,"  he  said,  "hath 

Onr  gjvefl    are  heavy,   strong   onr 

f  et  three  drops  trom  this  flask   of 

More  strong  than  dnugeons,  gfYes. 

Shall  give  him  prison  under  gtonnd 


Uore  dark,  more  na; 

Short  rede,  good  rede,   let  Harold 

A,   dog's    death,     and    a   heathen's 

grave." 
I  have  lain  on  a  sick  man's  bed. 
Watching  for  honrs  for  the  leech's 

tread, 
As  if  I  deem'd  that  his  presence 

Were  of  power  to  bid  my  pain  be- 
gone; 
I  have  listed  his  words  of  comfort 

As  if  to  oracles  from  heaven; 

I  have  connled  his  steps  ttom  my 

chamber  door, 
And  bless'd  then  when  they  were 

Bat  sooner  than  Walwayn  my  aick 
conch  sbonld  nigh. 

My  choice  were,  by  leech-craft  un- 
aided, to  die. 


The   donbtfnl    Prelate    said,    "but 

The    connsel    ere   the    act    shonld 

Anselm  of  Jarrow,  advise  ns  now. 
The  stamp  of  wisdom  is  on  thy  brow ; 
Thy  days,    thy  nights,   in  cloister 

pent, 
Are  still  to  n^tio  learning  lent; — 
Anselm   of  Jarrow,   in  thee  is  my 

Thou   well    niavest  give  counsel  to 
Prelate  or  Pope.'' 


XL 
Answer'd  the  Prior — '' 


Still  to  delay  what 

fose; 
Ere   granting  the  boon  he  comes 

hitherto  ask. 
Shape  for  the  giant  gigantic  task; 


lis  wisdom's 
•  dare  not  re- 
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Ijet  tu  tee  hov  t,  step  to  Rounding 

can  trcAd 
In  paths  of  ilirkno— .  duuccr,  end 

dnad; 
He  may  not,  hewillnot,  impugn  our 

That  okUs  but  for  proof  of  liie  ohiv 

airy; 
And  were  Qay  to  retom,  or  Sir  Bevia 

the  Strong, 
Our  wilda   have  adventure  m^t 

comber  them  long — 
The   Coatle   of  Seven   Sbielde " 

"Kind  A.Dselin,  no  more  1 
The  step  of  the  Pagan  approaehea 

the  door." 
Th«   churchmen   vere  hosb'd. — In 

hia  mantle  of  akin. 
With    his    mace   on    hia   ahonlder, 

Connt  Harold  atrode  in. 
There  vaa  foam  on  bU  lips,  there   Still  bent 

was  ftre  in  his  eye,  [         sable  eji  . 

For,  chufed  by  attendance,  hia  fnry    And  often  untasted  the  goblet  paas' 

-  anigh.  '         "-•■■ 


"From  the  month  of  onrminatnla 

thy  task  shall  bo  read. 
While  the  wine  aparhles  high  in  the 

goblet  of  golo. 
And  the  rerefia  lonaeat.  thv  task 

Bhall  be  told: 
And   thy;self,  gallaot  Harold,  shall, 

hearinD  it,  tell 
That  the  Bishop,  his  covts.  and  hia 

shaveliDgs,  meant  weU." 
TflTT. 
Lond  revell'd  the  gneets,    and  the 

goblets  lond  rang, 
Bnt    loader    the    minstrel,    Hagh 

Meneville,  sang; 
And  Harold,  the  hnrry  and  pride  of 

whose  Bonl, 
E'en  when  verging  to  fary,  own'd 

music's  control, 

the  harper  his  broad 


"Ho 


Biahop."   he    said, 
tbon  grant  ma  my  claim  ? 
mnst  I  assert  it  b'      ~ 
flame  ?"— 

xn. 


falchion  and 


"On  thy  anit,  gallant  Harold,"  the 

Bishop  replied. 
In  accents  which  trembled,  "we  may 

not  decide, 
Until   proof   of  yonr    atrength  and 


laloT 


Thou  1 


Ihac  wassaO,  to  him 

hii,'h  talo  of  enchant- 

Ight  of 


Tie   not  tbiit  ve  doubt  them,  bnt 

Hochis  the  law."— 
"Andwonld  yon,  Sir  Prelate,  hay e 

Harold  make  s]iort 
For   the  cowls   and  the  shaveUngs 

that  licrd  in  thv  court  V  I  So  fair  thf 

Say    what  shall    he  do  ?— From  the  ,  faiue. 

shrine  bIiqII  he  tear  ,  That  suvf 

The  lend   bier   of   Iby  patron,  and  '         suitot 

And  through  the  long  chancel  make  KIdb  !lIador 
Cnthbert  take  wing.  '         Powis  an. 

With  the  speed  of  a  bnllet  dismiss'd  Unshorn  wu; 
from  the  sling  ?'' —  I         pruned  " 


The  minstrel's 

ment  lo  beur; 
And  the  Bishop  that  day 

Yinsauf  coitiplaiD 
That  his  arthnd  but  wasted  hia  wine- 

XIV. 

A  Sallad. 

The    Drnid    Urien    had    danghtets 

Their  skill  could  coll  the  moon  from 

forms  and  so  high  their 

prund  kings   for  their 


md  Rhys  came  from 

WulfK, 

their   hair,  and   un- 
sre  their  nails; 
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Lot,   King  of   Lodon,    vna  Imnch- 

bock'd  from  joath ; 
Diunnnil  of   Cambria   had  usTei  a 

tootb; 
Bat  Adolf  of  Bambrongh,  Northnm- 

bcrland's  heir, 
Wiw  gar  and  was  gallant,  was  jonng 

There  was  strife  'monest  the  nsteiB, 

for  each  ooe  would  hare 
For  huebimd  King  Adolf,  the  gallaiit 

and  brave; 
And  envy  bred  hate,  and  hate  nrged 

them  to  blows. 
When  the  firm  earth  was  cleft,  and 

the  Arch-fland  arose  1 

He  Bwore  to  the  maidens  their  wish 
to  fulfil—  I 

They  Hwore  to  the  (oe  they  wonld 
work  by  his  will. 

A  spindle  and  distaff  to  each  hath  he 

■ '  Now  hearken  my  spell, "  said  the 
Outcast  of  heaven. 


niyht 

And  for  every  spindle  shall  rise  a 

Where  tliF  right  Rhall  be  feeble,  the 

wrung  shall  have  power. 
And  there  shall  ye  dwell  with  your 

Beneath  tbe  palu  moonlight  they  sate 


n  tbe  w 
And  tbe  rbyi 

And 


which  they  chanted 

ever  be  told; 

black  wool  from  the  dis- 


iQoiHtcned  tbe  thread. 
As  light  danueil  the  spindles  beneath 

the  cold  gloaiu. 
The  castle  arose  like  tbe  birth  of  a 


ditches  snrroTuid. 

Within  that  dnad  c«aUe  seven  roon- 

arohs  were  wed, 
Bat  six  of  the  seven  ere  tbe  morning 

lay  dead; 
With  theit  eyes  all  on  &re,  and  their 

daggers  all  red. 
Seven  damsels  somond  the  North- 

ntubrian't  bed. 

"  Six  kingly  bridegrooms  to  death 

we  have  done. 
Six   gallant    kingdoms  King   Adolf 

bath  won. 
Six   lovely  brides  all  his  |ileaaara 

Or  the  bed  of  the  seventh  shall  b« 
hnsbandless  too." 

Well  chanced  it  that  Adolf  the  night 

when  he  wed. 
Had  confesu'd  ami  had   sain'd  him 

He  sprung  from  the  conch  and  his 

broadsword  he  drew, 
And  tbere  the  sevt;n  danghters  of 

Urien  he  slew. 

The  gate  of  the  castle  he  bolted  and 

And   hung   o'er   each   arch-stone   a 

crown  au<l  a  shield; 
To  the  ceUs  of  Saint  Dnnstan  then 

wended  his  way, 
And  died  in  his  cloister  an  anchorite 

grey. 
Seven  monarchs'  wealth  in  that  cas- 
I         tie  lies  Htow'd, 
The  font  fiends  brood  o'er  them  like 

raven  and  toad. 
Whoever  shall  guesten  these  cham- 

From  curfew  till  matins,  that  trea- 

Bore  shall  win. 
But   manhood    grows   faint  as  the 

world  waxes  old  \ 
There  lives  not  in  Britain  a  cham- 

pm- 

dent  of  brain. 
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Ab  to  (Ui«  the  adreiitaie  that  tna- 


Befora  the  mde Soots UMUNoithnni- 

beTland  fly. 
And  tha  flint  olifN  of  Bambro'  shall 

melt  in  the  son. 
Before  that  sdventan  be  paril'd  and 

XV. 
"And  i>  this  mj  probaticai?"  wfld 

Harold  he  ssid, 
"  Withto  a  lone  osstle  to  ptmm  a  looa 

bed?- 
Oood  even,  my  Lord  Bishop, — Saint 

Cnthbert  to  borrow, 
The  Caotle  of  Seven  Shields  reoeiTes 


CANTO  Firm. 

I. 

DEmuKi's   sage    oonitier   to  her 

princely  yoath. 
Gnmting  his  dond  an  ouzel  or  a 

Bpobe,  though  unwittingly,  a  par- 
tial truth; 
For  Fantasy  embroiders  Nstnre's 

The  tints  of  mddy  eye,  or  dawning 


oTl 


lie, 


the   Bwart    tlinnder-cloud,  or 

silver  haze. 
Are  bnt  the  gronnd-work  of  the  rich 

detail 
■Which  Fantasy  with  pencil  wild 

portray  B, 
Blending  wbnt  Seems  and  is,  in  the 

wrapt  muscr's  gaze. 
Nor   are   the   etnbbom  forms  of 

earth  and  stone 
LeiM   to   the    Sorceress's    empire 

given; 
For  not  with  nnsabstantial  hnes 

Caught  from  the  varying  sn^e,  or 

vacant  heaven. 
From  bursting  annbeam,  or  from 

flashing  levin. 


She  limns  her  ploturea:  on  the 
Arise  her  castles,  and  her  ear  la 
And  never  gased  the  eye  on  aoeu* 


n. 

Up  a  wild  pass  went  Haiold,  bent 
to  prove, 

Hugh  HeniBviUe,  the  adventore  of 
thy  l»y; 

Gnnnar  pnrsned  his  steps  in  fitith 
and  love, 

Ever  companion  of  his  nustac'a 
way. 

Uidward  th^  path,  aioclc  of  gran- 
ite grey 

From  the  adjoining  cliff  hod  made 
descent. — 

Aborren  mass — yet  with  her  droop- 
ing spray 

Had  a  yonng  birch-tree  crown'd  ita 
battfemtnt. 


This  rock  and  tree  coold  Qnnnar's 

thought  engage 
Till  Fancy  brooght  the  tear-drop  to 

And  at  his  master  ask'd  the  timid 

Page, 
"  What  is  the  emblem  that  a  bard 

should  spy 
In  that  rude  rock  and  its  green  can- 


iroldsaid,  "Like  to  the  hel- 
met bmve 
Of  warrior  slain  in  fight  it  seems  to 

Anil  these  same  drooping  boughs 

'Tot  all  unlike  the  plnme  his  lady's 


Of  some  poor  maid  is  the  emblem 
I        shown. 
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"Wlioee  fates  & 


iwitb  so 
D  K  heart  ti: 


And  looted 

And  aa  tbo  gentle  dews  of  heaven 

Noariah   these   drooping  bonghs, 
anil  us  the  scathe 

Of  the  red   lightning  rends  both 
tree  and  stone, 

So  fares  it  with  her  nnreqnited 
faith. - 
Eei  sole  relief  is  tears— bet  only  ref- 
uge death." — 

in. 

"  Thoa  art  a  loud  fastastio  bojr," 

Harold  re[>lied,  ' '  to  femalei  oo;, 

Yet  pratiug  still  of  lore; 
Even  so  amid  the  clash  of  war 
I  know  thon  lovest  to  keep  afar, 
Thongh  destined  by  thy  btII  star 

WiUi  one  like  me  to  rove. 
Whose  business  and  whose  joys  are 

Upon  the  bloody  battle-gronnd. 
Xel,  fooliHh  trembler  as  Uion  art, 
Tbon  hoHt  a  nook  of  my  rude  heart, 
And  tliua  and  I  will  never  part; — 
Harold  would  wrap   the    world   in 

Eie  i^jory  on  Qnnnar  came  I" 

IV. 
The  grateful  Page  made  no  reply, 
Bat  tnm'd  to  Heaven  his  gentle  eye, 
And  clasp'd  his  bandfl,  as  one  who 

"  My  toils— my  wanderings  are  o'et- 

Then  in  a  gayei.  ligfater  strain, 
Cotnpell'd  himself  to  speech  again ; 

And,  at  they  flow'd  along, 
Bis   words   took  cadence   soft  and 

And  liqaid,  tike  dissolving  snow. 
They  melted  into  song. 


Tetwhowith  faithful Onnnar's pride 

Lord  Harold's  feals  can  see? 
And  dearer  than  the  conch  of  pride. 
He  loves  the  bed  of  grey  wolrs  hide. 
When  Blnmberii^  by  Lord  Harold's 
side 
In  forest,  field,  or  lea." — 
VI. 
"  Break  o^  I"  said  Harold,  in  a  tone 
Where    hnrry   and    surprise    wore 

With  some  slight  touch  of  fear. — 
"Break  oSI  we  are  not  here  alone; 
A  Palmer  form  comes  alowly  on  1 
By  cowl,  and  staff,  and  mantle  known. 

My  monitor  is  near. 
Now  mark  him.  Ganoat,  beedfnUy; 
He  pauses  by  the  blishted  tree- 
Dost  see  him,  youth  ?— Thon  conldst 

nut  see 
When  in  the  vale  of  Galilee 

I  first  beheld  his  form. 
Nor  when  we  met  that  other  while 
In  Cephalonia's  rocky  iale, 

Before  the  fearful  storm, — 
Dost  see  him  now  ?"— The  Page,  dis- 
traught 
With  terror,  ana  wer'd,  "Iseenought, 

And  there  is  nought  to  set:. 
Save  that  the  oak's  scathed  boughs 

fling  down 
Dpon  the  path  a  shadow  brown, 
Lt,  like  a  pU^rim's  dusky  gown, 
■waving  tree." 


Waves  w 


vn. 


Count  Harold  ^azed  upon  the  oak 
As  if  his  eyestnngs  would  have  broke. 

And  then  resolvedly  said,— 
"  Be  what  it  will  yon  phantom  grey — 
Nor  heaven,  nor  boll  shall  ever  say 
That  for  their  shadows  tram  bi-<  way 

Count  Harold  tum'd  di^imny'd: 
ru  apeak  him.  tVough  hi»  accents  fill 
My  heart  with  that  unwonted  thrill 

Which  vulgar  minds  call  fear. 
I  will  subdue  it  r  —Forth  he  strode, 
Paused  where  the  blighted  oak-tree 

Its  sable  shadow  on  the  road. 
And,  foldint^  on  his  bosom  broad 
His  arm 8,-858,  '■Speak— Ihe«." 
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VUL 
The  Deep  Voico  said,  "  O  wild  of  will, 
FnrioDs  thj  paipoue  to  folfil— 
Heart-aear'd  sod  unTepentant  still. 
How  loaa,  O  Harold,  Bbitll  thy  tread 
Disttub  the  BlnmberB  ol  the  dead? 
Each   step    in    thy  wild    woy  Uion 

The  ashes  of  the  dead  tlion  vs^est ; 
And  shont  in  triumpU  o'er  thy  path 
The  fiends  ofbloodsbeJ  anil  of  wratli. 
In  this  thinehonr,  yet  tarn  and  hear! 
Fi>r  life  ia  brief  and  judgment  near." 

IX 
Then  cowed  The  Voice.— The  Done 

tepli.'d 
In  tones  wbero  awe  and  inborn  pride 
For  mnstcry   alrove,— "In  vain    ye 

chide 
The  wolf  for  r.vaHint;  the  fliick, 
«.)r  with  itshiinliii'SH  limnt  th.-  rock, — 
I  lui)  nil  they  -  my  1)  inisU  strain 
Kends  hlrcaniH  of  fire  tbrongh  every 

Amid  tlij'  realms  of  ^uule  iind  {{lioat. 
Hny,  is  tbe  fiiuie  of  Eric  lost, 
Or  Wititiiuil's  the  Wiisttr,  known 
Where  fiiiiiu  or  Bjioil  wum  to  be  won; 

'WliOKf  piIlevH  Df 'er  bore  off  a  stiore 
They  li-ftiinl  black  with  flauic?— 

He  wus  my  site, — and,  Kjirang  of 


Of  that  bad  rire  let  not  tlie  olutrge  be 

laid. 
That  he,  like  thee,  with  nnrelemtJDg 

pace. 
From  grave  to  ondle  nn  the  evil 

BelentleM  in  hia  ftvari««  and  In, 
ChnrcbcBond  towns  he  gave  toawotd 

and  fire; 
Shed  blnod  like  water,  WMt«d  every 

Like  the  destroying  angel's  bnzning 

FdlfiU'd  what«'er  of  ill  might  be  in- 
vented. 

Yes  all  these  things  he  did— he  did, 
bnthesu'ENTZDl 

Perchance  it  is  port  of  his  pnoiah- 
ment  still. 

That  his  offspring  poninee  his  exam- 
ple of  ill. 

lint  Ihnn,  when  thy  tempest  of  wrath 
Kh:Jl  next  Bbnke  thee. 

Gird  tliy  loinH  for  rtaistance,  my  son, 
and  awake  tlier; 

If  thun  yicld'Kt  to  thy  fnry,  how 
ti!iiipt«d  Boever, 

The  fjate  of  rejientance  shall  ope  for 


thai 


XL 


ciless  and  (n^m, 


X. 

The  Phantom   sronnM ;— the  inoim 

Th«  f;iv,n  mid  wild  doe  Ktiirted  at  thi 

soiirKl. 
Th.>  i,"irse  and  fern  did  wildly  ronn 

tliL-iii  wnvo. 
As  in  some  sudden  storm  the  impnti 

'■  Alflbon  haat  said  is  trath— Yet  o 
the  head 


■'  He  is  gone,"  eaid  Lord  Harold,  and 

giuied  an  he  spoke; 
"Tluro  in  nought  on  the  i)ath  but 

the  Bbnde  of  (he  oak. 
He  is  gone,  whcwe  Kttnnge  presence 

my  Icfling  opprcKsM. 
Like  tne  nigbt-Ung  that  tits  on  the 

tlumberer's  breast. 
Sly  bi^nrt  bents  as  thick  as  a  fngitive's 

tlCBll. 

And  colli  dewH  drop  from  my  brow 

nndmyhead.-- 
Ho  <  Clunnar,  the  flasket  yon  almon- 
!         ergave; 
[I   He  said  that  three  drops  wonld  recall 

from  the  grave. 
0  :  For  the  first  tirui>  Connt  Harold  owna 

I         Iccch-cmft  has  power, 
n    Or,   bis  counige  to   aid,  lacks    th« 
I         juice  of  a  dower  1" 
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The    t.„_   „..  _    ._. 

Iwajn  had  fill'd 
With  thejuice  of  wild  roots  that  his 

art  had  distill'd — 
So  bacefiil  their  inflaence  on  all  that 

had  breath. 
One  drop  had  been  frenzy,  and  two 

had  been  death. 
ILkrold  took  it,  bnt  droDli  not;   for 

jubilee  ahriU. 
\ai\  miiBio  and  clamonr  were  hetird 

on  the  bill, 
-Vnd  down  the  eteep  pathiray,   o'er 

Hlock  and  o'i't  stone, 
The  train  of  a  bridal  came   blithe- 

•omtlj  o»; 
There  was    song,   there    was   pipe, 

there  was  titobrel,  and  still 
The   harden   was,    "  Joj  to  the  foir 

Meteim:" 

xn. 

Harold    might   sea   from   his   high 

stance, 
UimRelt  unseen,  that  traitl  advance 
With  mirth  and  melody; — 

On  horse  and  foot  a  mingled  throng. 
Measuring  their  steps  to  oridal  song 

And  bndaJ  minatK-Isj; 
And  ever  wbpn  the  bbthesome  ront 
Lent  to  the  Kong  their  choral  shoot, 
Rpdoublinf;  ethots  roll'd  abont. 
While  echoiuK  mve  and  cliff  sent  ont 

The  answering  symphonj 
Of  all  (hose  mimic  notes  which  dwell 
In  hollow  rock  and  sounding  dell. 

xm, 

Joy  shook  his  torch  above  the  band, 
Ily  many  a  variona  paasion  faUD'd; — 
As  elemental  sparkH  can  feed 
( )a  UMsenco  i)nre  and  coarsest  wee<1, 
( Jentle,  or  stormy,  or  refined, 
Joy  takes  the  colouni  of  the  mind. 
Lightsome    and    pure,    but    nnre- 

prefis'd. 
Ho  hred  the  bridegroom'e   gaUact 

More  fei-biy  strove  with  maiden  fear, 
Yet  still  joy  glimmer'd  throngh  the 


Like  dewdrop  on  the  bnddine  ro«e; 
While  Wulfstane's  gloomy  smile  de- 
clared 
The  glee  that  selfish  aTarice  thaied. 
And  pleased  revenge  aud  malice  high 
Joy's  aemblance  took  in  Jntta's  eye. 
On  dangerous  adventure  aped. 
The  witch  deem'd  Harold  with  tho 

For  thna  that  mom  her  Demon  said: 

"  If.  ere  the  set  of  son,  be  tied 

The  knot  'twixt  bridegroom  and  his 

The  Dane  shall  have  no  power  of  ill 
O'er  WiUiani  and  o'er  MeteUll." 
And  the  pleased  witch  made  answer, 

■'Then 
Host  Harold  have  pass'd  from  the 

paths  of  men  ! 
Evil  repoae  may  hia  spirit  have,— 
Uaj  hemlock  and   mandrake    find 

root  in  his  grave,— 
Uay  Ilia  death-sleep  be  d<^^d  by 

dreams  of  diamay. 
And  his  waking  be  worse  at  the  an- 
swering day." 

xrv. 

Sncb  was  their  varions  mood  of  glee 

Blent  in  one  shout  of  ecstasy. 

Bnt  still  when  Joy  is  brimming  high- 

Of  Sorrow  and  Misfortune  nighest. 
Of  Terror  with  her  ague  cheek. 
And  larking  Danger,  sages  sprak: — 
These  haunt  each  path,   but  chief 

they  lay 
Their   snares   beside   the  primrose 

Thus  found  that  bridal  band  their 

path 
Beset  b^  Harold  in  his  wrath. 
Trembling  beneath   hia  maddening 

High  on  a  rock  the  giant  atood: 
His  shoot  was  likettie  doom  of  death 
Spoke  o'er  their  heads  that  pass'd 

beneath. 
His  destined  victims  might  not  spy 
The  reddening  terron  oi  bis  eye,— 
The  frown  of  rage  that  writhed  his 
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The  Up  that  foam'd  lib  boar's  In 


Bukwaid  they  bore;— jet  are  thore 


En  his  good  blada  waa  b&re; 
And  WollBtene  bent  Ub  latel  jtm. 
But  ere  the  eilken  cord  be  drev, 
Aa  butl'd  from  Bacla's  thunder,  flev 

That  tnin  throash  the  air ! 
Full  on  the  outlaw's  fioDt  it  came, 
Anil  all  that  late  bad  haman  name, 
And  human  face,  and  hnmau  frame. 
That  lived,  and  moved,  and  had  free 

will 
To  chooBe  the  path  of  good  or  ill, 

la  to  its  reckoninK  gone; 
And  nought  of  Wmfatane  resta  be- 

Save  that  beneath  that  atone, 
Half-bnried  in  the  dinted  cla; , 
A  red  and  Hhapeleaa  masa  there  la; 
Of  mingled  neah  and  bone ) 
SVL 
'   As^m  tbeboBOu  of  the  ak; 
The  eagle  darts  amain. 
Three  boiindH  from  yonder  anmmit 
high 
Placed  Harold  on  the  plain. 
Aa  the  Kcorod  wil.l-fowl  acream  and 

So  Qpd  tha  bridal  train; 
Aa  'gainst  the  el^;1e'H  peerleBH  might 
The  noble  falcon  darei  the  light, 

lint  darea  the  fiRht  in  vain. 
So  fought  the  bridegroom ;  from  hia 


nd 


e  baa  stmck  hia 


The  Dane's  rnilo 
Its   glittering  fragments   strew  the 
Its  lord  lies  on  the  plain. 


Now,  HwTOa  I  ta] 

part. 
And  melt  Out  Trt 

Or,  ere  his  bridal]..    , 

The  haplsH  bridagraon'a  daia  I 

XVIL 

Count  Huold's  frendad  nga  ia 

ht^h, 
llere  is  a  deatb-Si*  ia  Ua  ajo^ 
Deep  fnrrowa  on  U»  brcnr  aiv 


clauek'd. 
The  foam  npou  Ua  lip  ia  lAttav 
His  deadl;  arm  ia  w  to  mil*  I 
Bnt  aa  the  maoe  aloft  ba  awwng, 
To  atop  the  blow  young  Qvaaix 

sprunR, 
Around    hia    master's   kneea     ha 

'   And  cned,   "  In  meztff  apare  I 
O,  think  upon  the  words  of  tear 
Spoke  bv  that  viaionaiy  Bear, 
The  criais  he  foretold  la  bare,— 

Grant  meroy,^«r  deapair  I" 
Thia   word    anspended     ^loM's 

Yet  BtiU   vritb   arm    npiaiaed   h« 

atood, 
And  visage  like  the   headaman'a 

That  paoaea  for  the  ngn. 
"0  mark  thee  with  the  blcMad 

The  page  implored  1  "speak  word 

of  good, 
Reaist  the  flend,  or  be  snbdned  P 

He  sign'd  the  cross  dirlne — 
Instant  nia  eye  hath  hnman  U^t, 
Lesa  red,  less  keen,  leaa  flwoelf 

His   brow   rel&x'd   the    obdurate 

The  fatftl  mace  ainka  gently  down. 
He  tarns  and  atridea  aw^; 

Yet  oft,  like  reveller*  who  lea*a 

Unfinish'd    feast,    looks   back  to 
grieve. 

As  if  repenting  the  reprieve 
He  granted  to  bis  prej. 
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Tet  atill  of  forbearance  ona  aign  hath 

he  given, 
And  fierce  WitUdnd's  son  made 

step  towards  henTen. 
XVUl. 
Bat  though    his  dreaded   footsteps 

part, 
Deatn  is  behind  and  ahakes  his  dart; 
Lord  William  on  the  plain  is  Ijing, 
Beside  him  Metelill  seem  a  dying  l~ 
Bring  odoUFa^esaencesia  haste — 
And  To  1  a  fluBket  richlj  chased.— 
But  Jattn  the  elixir  proves 
Ere  pouring  it  for  tnoea  she  lores. — 
Thei{    Wulwajn's   potion   was    not 


So  dismal  was  her  yell. 
Each  bird  of  evil  omen  woke. 
The  raven  gave  his  fotal  cloak. 
And    shri^'d  the  night-crow  from 

the  oak. 
The   Bcroech-owl   from   the   thicket 

And  ilatter'd  down  the  deU ! 
So  fearfnl  was  Ihe  sound  and  stem. 
The  slnmbers  of  the  full  gorged  erne 
Were  startled,  and  from  fuize  and 

or  toreet  and  of  fell. 
The  fox  aDdfamish'd  wolf  replied, 
(For  wolves  then  prowl'd  the  Cheviot 

From   monntain   head  to  mountain 

The  nnhallow'd  soands  around  were 

Bat  when  theit  latest  echo  fled. 
The   sorceress   on  the   grotmd   lay 
dead. 

XIX. 
Snch  was  the  soene  of  blood   and 

With  which  the  bridal  mom  arose 

Of  William  and  of  Metelill; 
Bat   oft,    when    dawning    'gins    to 

The  summer  mom  peeps  dim  and 


red 
Above  the  eastern  bill. 


Ere,  bright  and  fair,  npon  his  road 
The  King  of  Splendoor  walks  abroad ; 
So  when  this  dond  had  pass'd  away, 
Bright  was  the  noontide  of  their  day 
And  all  Serena  its  setting  ny. 

CANTO  SIXTH. 

I. 

Wkli.  do  I  hope  that  this  my  min- 
strel tale 

Will  tempt  no  traveller  from  south- 
ern fields. 

Whether  in  tilbury,  baronohe,  or 

To  view  the  CasUe  of  these  Seven 

Frond  Shields. 
Small  confirmation  its  condition 

yields 
To  Menevjlle's  high  lay,— No  tow- 
On  the  wild  heath,  but  those  that 

Fancy  bailda. 
And,  save  a  fosse  that  tracks  tbe 

moor  with  green. 
Is   nought  remains  to  teU  of  what 

may  there  have  been. 
And  yet  grave  authors,  with  the  no 

Of  their  grove  time,  have  dignified 
the  spot 

By  theories,  to  prove  the  fortress 
placed 

By  Iloman  bonds,  to  curb  the  in- 
vading Scot. 

Hutehinaon,  Horaley.  Camden,  I 
might  quote, 

Bnt  rather  cboo^  the  theory  leas 

or  boors,   who,    origin  of  things 

forgot. 
Itefcr  stiU  to  the  origin  of  evil. 
And  for  their  master- tuaxon  choose 
that  master- fiend  the  Devil 


n. 


Therefore.  I  say,  it  v 

bniit  towers 
That  Hloat  Count  Harold  bent  hut 

wondering  gaze, 
When  evening  dew    was   on   the 

heather  flowers. 
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And  the  Iwt  BonbMma  made  the 

knA    tinged   the   iMttiemente   of 

other  daja 
With  the  bright  larel  light  era  nnk- 

ing  down. — 
Slwnined   thni,    the    DMintlcae 

D«ne  BOTve  jB 
The  Seven  Prond  Sbielda  that  o'er 

the  portal  ftown. 
And  on  their  blAiooa  traced  high 

marks  of  old  renown. 

A  wolf  North  Wales  had  on  hia 

armour  ooat. 
And  Bhys  of  Powis-landa  oonoh- 

StiBth-Ctwyde'B    strange   emblem 

waa  a  stranded  boat, 
J>0Dald  of  Oalloway'H  a  trotting 


I  fertile  Lo- 
118   by  Don- 


nag: 
A  oon-Hbeaf  gilt 

don'a  brag; 
A  dndg^oD-dagge 

NorthiUDbrian  Adolf  gave  a  sea- 
beat  crag 
Snrmoanted  by  a  orosa— aacb  aigaa 

Upon    these    uitiuae    ihlelda,     all 
wasted  now  anil  worn. 

m. 

These  scfUin'd,  Count  Batted 
sought  tbe  easlle-door. 

Whose  ponderous  bolts  were  rust- 
ed to  decay ; 

Yet  till  that  •hour  adTentnrons 
knight  forebore 

The  nnobatmctediiassage  to  essay. 

More  itroDg  than  armed  warders 

And  obstacle  more  sore  than  bolt ! 

Sate  in  the  portal  Terror  and  Dis- 

Wfaile  Snperstitiou,   who  forbade 

With    foes   of  other  mould  than 
mortal  day, 
Cast  epella  across    the   gate,    and 
barr'd  the  onward  way. 


Tain  nov  Hmm  tptihi  tm  aooK 

with  beaTj  olank 
The  taebly-tetMi'd  grta  warn  in- 
ward pnah'd. 
And.  aa  it  op^.  Ihio^  tlwt  mb- 

blaaon'd  ntnk 
Of  antique  shields,  &»  wind  e< 
'    erening  rash'd 
With  sound  most  Uk*  a  graan,  sad 

then  was  hnsh'd. 
Is  none  who  oa  raeh  spot  mah 

Bonnds  oonid  hear 
Bnt  to  his  heart  tbe  falood  hmi 

fiister  mahM; 
Tet  to  bold  Harald'a  bTCMt  tba* 

throb  waa  dear- 
It  apoke  of  danger  ni^i,  bnt  hsd  no 

tonidi  of  fear. 

IT. 
Yet  Harold  and  bis  Rigs  no  signs 

have  traced 
Within  the  casUe,  that  of  danger 

show'd ; 
For  still  tbe  halls  and  oonrto  wexe 

wild  and  waste. 
As  through  their  pretdnets  the  mI- 

The  seven  hnge  towers  rose  atat^j, 

tall,  and  broad, 
Eat^h    tovei   presenting  to   their 

BCratiny 
A  hall  in  which  aUng  might  make 

abode. 
And  fiLst  beside,   punish'd   both 

ptoad  and  high, 
Was  placed  a  bower  tor  rest  in  wbioh 

a  king  might  Ue. 

As  if  a  bridal  there  oflste  had  been, 
Deck'd  stood   the  table   in    eseh 

gorgrouit  hall; 
And  yet  it  was  two  hundred  jesrs, 

Sint^  date  of  that  onhallow'd  fea- 

tiTid. 
Flngons,  and  eweis.  and  standing 

cups,  were  all 
Of  tomiah'd gold,  or  silTcrnothiiig 

With  throne  begilt,  and  canopy  of 
pall. 
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And  tapesti;  clothed  the  walla  with 

fmgments  Bear — 
Frail  as  the  spider'a  mesh  did  that 

rich  voof  appear. 
V. 
In  every  borer,  as  ronnd  a  hearse, 

was  hnng 
A  dnakv  crimson  curtain  o'er  the 

bed. 
And  on  each  ccnch  in  ghastly  wiae 

were  flung 
The  wasted  relics  of  a  monarch 

Barbaric  ornaments  aronnd  were 

Veats  twined  with  gold,  and  ohaina 

of  precious  atone, 
And  gold  en  circlets,  meet  for  mon- 

While   grinu'd,    as   if    in    aoom 

amouRHl  them  thrown. 
The  wearer's   fleshless   sknll,  alike 

with  dust  bestrown. 
For  these  were  they  who,  dmnken 

with  delight. 
On   pleosnre'a   opiate  pillow  laid 

their  head. 
For  whom  the  bride's  shy  footsteps, 

slow  and  light. 
Wits  changed  ere  morning  to  the 

murderer's  tread. 
For  bamnn  bliss  and  woe  in  the 

frail  thrtoil 
Of  homau  life  are  all  so  closely 

twined, 
That  till  the  sheam  of  Fate  the  tei- 


)  who  stmggled 


slain  ontngtat; 
And  that,  as  on 

long  in  dying; 
One  bony  hand  held  knife,  as  if  to 

smile; 
One  bent  on  fleahless  knees,   ba 

mercy  crying; 
One  lay  across  the  door,  as  kiU'd  in 

act  of  dying. 

The  stem  Dane  smiled  this  chamel- 

For  his  chafed  thonght  retnm'd  to 
Metelill;- 

And  "Well,"  he  said,  "hath  wo- 
man's perfidy, 

Empty  as  air,  as  water  volatile. 

Been  Jiere  avenged. — The  origin  of 
ill 


Can  show  example  where  awoman's 

Hath  made  a  tme-loTe  tow,  and, 
tempted,  kept  her  faith.'' 


The  minstrel-boy  half  smiled,  half 


UbIpbh  it  wero  my  dying  song, 

(Oor  Scalds  havo  said,  in  dyinR  hour 

The  northern  harp  has  trebiu  power, ) 

Else  crald  I  tell  of  woman '.^  fidtb, 

Defjin^  danger,  scorn,  and  dpsth. 

Firm  was  tbut   fititb, — um  diamond 


Pure   ( 


Bat  where  the  work  of  vengeance 

had  been  dune. 
In  that  seventh   chamber,    was  a 

There  of  (he  witch-brides  lay  each 

sketct^n, 
Still   in  tbp   pOHturo  as  to  death 

when  dight,  { 


id   nnQawM, 


And  nnre<]nited ;— firm  and  pure, 
lier  Htainlrss  faith  conbl  nil  endure; 
From  clime  to  clime, — from  place  to 

Through  want,  and  danger,  and  dis- 

A   wanderer'a  wayward  stops  could 
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AH  thii  alia  did,  mid  gaeidaa  nono 
Beqnirad,  raTo  that  her  bnrial-«toii« 
Shoold  maka  at   leuglh  the  woret 

'Thus  h^afaitMal  woman  done.' — 
Not  in  «ach  broBBt  Hncb  tmth  is  laid, 
But  Eivir  was  a  Daniah  maid." 

Tin. 

"Thou  art  a  wild  enthusiaat,"  aaid 
Count Hkrold,  "foithyDaniahmaidj 
And  yet,  yonnp  Qimnaf,  I  will  own 
Sera  were  a  futh  to  rest  upon. 
Bat  Eivir  aloepa  beneath  her  atone, 
And  all  resembling  her  are  gone. 
WliBt  maid  e'er  ahow'd  anoh  oon- 

'■  '  ■  iJ 

ti  Uteo.  boj;  the  dorbaome 

FbIIh  thickly  round,  nor  be  dismay'd 

llecaiue  the  deiul  ore  by. 
They  were  an  we ;  our  little  day 
O'orHpent,  and  iie  hIuiU  bo  an  they. 
Yet  uear  me,  Quonnr,  be  thou  laid. 
Thy  conch  npon  mv  mantle  lunde. 
That  thou  mayst  tliiuk,  ahoold  fear 

Thy  master  alnmbeia  nieh." 
Thus   concb'd    they  in  that    dreatl 

Dntil  the  beams  of  dawnlDg  glow'd. 

IX. 
An  alter'd  man  Lord  Harold  rose, 
When  he  beheld  that  dawn  unclose — 

Theru'a  trouble  in  his  eyes. 
And  truces  on  Lis  brow  and  cheek 
Uf  minified  awe  and  noniler  speak: 

"My  pnije,"  hoHnid,  "arise;— 
Leave  we  this  place,  my  page."— So 

He  utter'd  till  the  castle  door 

They  crosH'd — but  there  ho  paused 

"My    wildneaa   hath    awaked    the 

Distnrb'd  the  socreil  tomb ! 
Methought    this  night  I  stood   on 

high, 
Where  Hecla  roars  in  middle  sky. 
And  in  her  cavem'd  gnlfs  could  spy 


'Die  ocntnl  id>M  of  dooB; 
And  there  b«Em  mjr  MOttol  «j* 
Boole  of  the  dead  nune  flttUiig  br. 
Whom  flendi,  with  many  KMididt 
cry. 

Bore  to  that  aril  d«n  I 
Hv  eyea  Brew  dian,  and  my  bndn 
Wu  wilder'd.  aa  t£a  ehriahtnin. 
With  ahriek  and  howl,  dngg'd  oa 

Those  who  had  lata  boen  nun. 


Witli  haggard  cfea  and  rilMWiiiJim 

Jatta  the  Soroareaa  wa*  tbara. 

And  there  paaa'd  WhUUmm,  lataly 

All  crusb'd  and  fool  wiOi  Uoo^ 


And  with   such  sonnd  a 


The  first  proclaim'd,   in  eonuda   of 

'Haruld    tbe    Danntleas,     walooma 

The  next  cried,  'Jubilee,  we've  won 
Count  Witikind  the  Waster's  aon  I' 
And  the  third  rider  sternly  spoke, 
'Monnt,in  thenameofZameDookl- 
From  UH,  O  Harold,  were  thy  pow- 


Thy  strcneth,  thy 

Nor  think,  a  vassal  thoa  of  hell. 
With   hell    can   strive.'    The    flend 

spoke  true  I 
My  ionioet  soul  the  aummoua  knew. 

As  captives  know  tha  knell 
That  Bays  the  heodaman'a  sword  1> 

And.  with  on  accent  of  despair. 


IlAHOtD   THE  DAUNTLESS. 


Commutila  them  quit  tbeir  cell. 
I  felt  reeiatance  was  in  TBin, 
My  foot  hod  that  fell  stinap  ta'en, 
Uy  band  was  on  tbe  fatal  mane, 

Wbea  to  my  rcHcao  aped 
Tbat  Polmer'i  Tiaionsry  form, 
And— like  the  passing  of  a  Btonn— 

The  demons  yell'd  and  fied  ! 
XL 
"  His  sable  cowl,  flung  back,  re*etd'd 
Tbe  features  it  before  oonceol'd; 

And,  Gunnar,  I  conld  ficd 
In  him  wboM  coonsels  atrove  to  alay 
Bo  0(1  my  oonrse  on  wilful  way. 

My  father  Witikind ! 
Doom'd  for  his  Bins,  and  doom'd  for 

A  wanderer  upon  earth  to  pina 
Until  his  sod  shall  turn  to  giace, 
And    smooth    for    him    a   reiling- 

place— 
Gtmnar,  he  mnst  not  bannt  in  vain 
This  world  of  wretcbedneas  and  pain: 
I'll  tame  ID  J  wilfnl  heart  to  live 
In  peace  — to  pity  and  foi^ive— 
And  thoo,  for  so  tbe  Vision  said, 
Host  in  thy  I«rd's  repentance  aid. 
Thy  mother  vras  a  propbetess, 
He  said,  who  by  her  skill  conld  guess 
How  close  the  fatal  tcitnres  join 
Which  knit  thy  thread  of  life  with 

Then,  dark,  be  hinted  of  disgnise 
She  framed  to  cheat  loo  enriona  ejea. 
That  not  a  moment  might  divide 
Thy  fated  footsteps  from  my  side. 
Methoueht  while  thns  my  sire  did 


teaeli 


I  cangbt  the  i 


g  of  bis 


8  purport  douhtfal  n< 
His  band  then  sought  hia  thonghtfnl 

Ihen  flrst  he  mark'd,  that  in   the 

His  glove  was  left  at  waking  honr. 

XU. 
Trembling  at  flrst.  and  deadly  pale, 
Had  Onnnar  beard  tbe  visioii'd  tale; 
But   when  he  leam'd  the  dubious 

H«  bluah'd  like  sny  opening  roee, 


that  glove  of  mail  tOBt__, 

When  goon  a  shriek  of  deadly  dread 
Sammon'd  his  master  to  his  aid. 

xm. 

What   sees  Connt    Harold    in    that 
bower, 

So  late  his  resting-place  ? — 
The  semblance  of  the  Evil  Power, 

Adored  by  all  bis  race  I 
Odin  in  living  form  stood  there. 
His  cloak  the  spoils  of  Polar  bear ; 
For  plumy  crest  a  meteor  shed 
Its  gloomy  radiance  o'er  bis  head. 
Yet  veil'd  his  haggard  moiesty 
To  the  wild  lightnings  of  his  eye. 
Bnch  height  was  bis,  ae  when  in  stone 
O'er  Vp^'s  giant  altar  bhown: 

So  flow'd  his  hoorv  beard; 
Such  was  his  lance  of  monntiin-pine. 
So  did  his  sevenfold  bacUer  shine; — 

But  when  his  voice  ho  rear'd. 
Deep,  without  harshness,  slow  and 

The  powerful  accents  roll'd  along. 
And.  while  he   spoke,  his  hand  was 

laid 
On  captive  Ounnar's  "*< ringing  hsad. 
XIV. 

Horold,"  he  said,   "  what  rage   is 
thine. 
To  quit  the  worship  of  thy  line. 

To  leave  thy  Warrior-God  1~ 
With  me  is  glory  or  disgrace, 
Mine  i»  the  onset  and  the  chase, 
Embattltd  hosts  before  my  face 

Are  withec'd  by  a  nod. 
Wilt  tbon  then  forfeit  that  high  seat 
Deserved  by  many  a  dauntless  feat, 
Among  tbe  heroes  of  thy  line, 
Erie  and  flery  Thonirine?— 
Thou  wilt  not.    Only  1  can  give 
Thejoy.4  for  which  the  valiant  live. 
Victory  and  vengeance — only  I 
"  the  joyaforwhich  they  die, 

lorlal  tilt— the  banquet  full. 
The   brinimiuK    draught  from  foe- 
man's  skull. 
Mine  art  tbon,  witness  thistly  glove. 
The  faithful  pledge  of  vassal's  love."— 
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I 
I 


"  Tempter,"  uid   Bsjold,    Brm    of 
heaK. 

"  I  chMBs  thee,  hence  I  wba(«'«r  thou 
f  «rt. 

■  I  da  defy  thee — nnil  resiEt 
I  The  kindling  freux;  of  mj  breut, 
f  Waked  bjthywDrdK-.  and  of  mjmail, 

Nor  glove,  noi  buckler,  apleiit,  tun 

Bholl  rest  with  thee — tbftt  yoath  ro- 

Anil  Uod.  OT  Demon,  part  in  pence. 

■'Eivir,'~tbcShapeKpIied,  "iiimi 
r  Huik'd  in  the  birlh-huur  with 
1  iien. 

'  Think  Ht  Ihon  that  priest  with  drops 

Coold    wc^    tliut   blood-red    mark 

Or  that  u  borrow'J  ttei  or  name 
Can  abroBute  »  Godhead's  okum?" 
Tluill'd  this  strange  spoeuh  through 

Harold  a  brain. 
He  oteDoh'd  his  teeth  in  Lii;h  dasdeiu, 
Pot  nut  bis  new'horn  fiiith  subdued 
Borne  tokens  of  hia  oncipnt  mood. — 
"Now.  by  llip  hope  so  hitcly  given 
Of  hotter  traat  nnd  purer  heaven. 
I  will  lusail  thee,  fiend !"— Then  roae 
Hia  laoce,  and  with  n  storm  of  blows, 
The  mortal  and  the  Demon  close. 

XVL 
Bmoke    roU'd    above,    tan     flaab'd 

around, 
Darken'd  the    skj  and    shook    the 

ground  ; 

at  not  the  artillery  of  hell, 
The    biokering    lightning,   nor   the 

Of  tnrreta  to  the  earthquake's  shook, 

Could  Harold's  cotirage  quell. 
Stenlv  tho  Duie  hia  purpose  kept. 
And  blows  on  blows  resisLleBs  henp'd. 

Till  qnsird  that  Damon  Form, 
And— hir  his  poaor  to  hurt  or  kill 
Was  bounded  b;  a  higher  will— 


rortb, 


1   of  the 


Bnt  rabcd.  and  bore  bis  Eivir  forth. 


From   thnt    witil    i 

To  light,  to  IHMTtj.  and  life  \ 

X\TX 
He  placed  her  on  n  bank  ofmoa 

A  Hllver  rannel  babblotl  by, 
And  new-bora  thoaghta  his  aoala- 

And  tremors  yet  tiuknown  a 

Hia  stnhborn  eine^rs  fly 
The  while  with  tiiuid  band  lh»  il^ 
Upon  her  brow  nod  neck  he  thnr. 
And  mart'd  how  life  with  rosy  h«t 
On  her  pale  cheek  revived  aoow. 

And  glimmer'd  in  her  eye. 
Inly  lie  aaid.   "  That  silken  tr«M.— 
What  blindneBs  mine  that  ooold  net 

Or  how  could  pa^, , 

iBt  bosom  H  pride  b 

0,  dall  of  heart,  throngli  wild  ■ 

In  snirch  of  blood  and  i]«ath  U>  ran, 

^Vith  HQoh  a  partner  nigh  1" 

SVHL 

Then  in  the  mirror'd  pool  he  peet'd. 

Blamed  his  rough   locks  and  shofigy 

The  stains  of  recent  oonfliot  elenr'd,— 
id  thuii  the  ChampioD  prtnraJ 

That  ba  feara  now  who  never  fa 
And  loves  who  nevor  Ii.ved.   j 

And  Eivir— Ufa  is  on  her  cheel 
yet  she  will  not  n 


Through    its  long    binge,    ) 

Affection's  opening  dawn  to  bi 
And  the  deep  blush,  which  I 


SIS. 

But  vainly  seems  the  D^ue 

"       terms    his    new-bom    love 

For  words,  save  those  of  v 
wrong. 


COSTRlBUTlom   TO  MINSTRELSY. 


Till  DOW  wera  BtronecrB  to  hJatoDgiie ; 
So,  when  he  raisad  the  blushing  maid. 
In  blimt  and  lionest  terms  be  said. 
('Tware  well  that  maids,  when  lovers 

Heard  none  more  soft,  were  b11  as 
tme,) 

"  Eivir  I  since  thou  for  man;  a  dajr 

Htm  follow'd  Harold's  wayward  way. 

It  is  but  uiaot  that  in  the  line 

Of  after-life  I  follow  thine. 

To-morrow  ih  Saint  Cuthbert's  tide. 

And  W8  will  grace  hia  altar's  side, 

A.  Christian  knight  and  Christian 
bride; 

And  of  Witikind's  son  ahsU  the  mar- 
vel be  said, 

That  on  the  same  mom  he  waaohris- 
tau'd  and  wed." 


And   now,    Ennoi,  what  oils  thee, 

weary  maid  ? 
And  why  these  listless  looks  of  yawn- 
No  need  to  torn  the  page,  as  if 'twere 
Or  fling  aside  the  volume  till  to-mor- 

Be  cheer'd^'tis  ended — Emd  I  will 
not  borrow. 

To  try  thy  patience  more,  one  an- 
ecdote 

From  Bartholine,  or  Perinskiold,  or 
Snorro. 

Then  pardon  thou  thy  minstrel,  who 
hath  wrote 

A  Tide  six  cantos  long,  yet  soorn'd 
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THOMAS  THE  BHTMEK 

IK  THREE  PABTB. 

PABT  FIBST,— ASCIENT. 

appeLlHliurL  iA  Ihe  Khyuitr.  ^Jn\^in^.  itr  luppoaiiig  lu  muitv.  ia  hU  wnwu,  thn  |Krir<TiL  or 
piKiitiil  i-umpiMiilcHi.  auil  uf  TatUiinslian.  hb  ouiniirjr,  tTvn  altrrilionHpiHi  uf  liva  biimlnil 

{Tim,  ii  TvnanltJ  niih  ^gueratiua  bj  hia  cixiiiinnisn.  TuBiTu  anjihinit  IlkRaccrtaln 
h:oI7  nf  ilil*  TriDarkalilii  nuui  aonlil  ba  imk-nf  dllBonlt;  bit  tba  onriuDii  amy  iliirivi- 
■uuia  kaiufauiiim  Rum  the  p  rUi-ularg  luira  bnni|ili(liH[ittlirr. 

It  i*  atTTFeda  nil  lininla.  that  IharMideuco.  aniTprubali';  th-Mnhplac".  orUiia  an- 
ri'nt  li:irJ  wan  Knlklmiaa.  a  Tlllape  ihaalnl  u|»iithaI<*iuli'r.tW"  DilluiBbi>reiiiJiiiii-. 
limiHiililhoTwtdL  Tha  ruiiia  of  aa  aavivut  (uwiT  am  MiU  Holed  wit  lU  tba  Kh^uer'H 
fiutlc.  TLo  uiiinirni  tndliiiNi  b«n.lhnl  hi*  airnnme  wui  Lrriuuiit,  ur  Lrarnuint :  amliluit 
tlH  a|ipriUtlna  at  Tht  Rhyuur  waa  cuiitimil  un  hlin  In  i-onaniiieac"  of  hb  pwlloal  otaa- 
IhhIikhiii.    'I'hfTD  ranaliw,  nSTiTthclm,  auiae  dmlit  U|«n  llie  nDlijacl. 

Wu  are  better  able  tu  nucertaln  the  dhImI  iit  whli'h  Tbnniaa  of  Kreildnune  IItciI 
twine  the  lalt-r  nd  of  Ihv  tliin«nlli  ccntnrjr.  I  nm  Inulini'il  lo  pl>ii-v  liis  ilinlh  a litllu 
[urtlier  buck  than  Mr  I'iukenuD.nhonipuMcatliBtbB  wusulivnlii  K*').— (i,ulc(f  :Seii<ruA 

/VH.I 

ll  cnnniit  Iw  iloablnl  tbat  Tlinmaa  of  Ercililnrini- wnii  a  remarknhln  an<l  Impnrtaat  prr- 

diBicull  t»  iliKldc.  If  no  Di'ij  llelUir''  UavrJiiaiu.  I.<'jiniii>nl  uiilf  Ti-Tildl'd  llio  i.ruphxcifa 
ihilivi-'ruil  bf  illuo,  uii  liiipinUbuu  iiruuii.ii-i'Ui  iti  ILuMioi^uu.      Um  uf  Ibit  Ikera  Men 
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ootniT   an  tulmtm 


™S 


mwr^  pioplisoieB,  anlltoniirf  luppuae  them  to  hara  b»;i  amtmA  ^  UaMK 

The  popiLlBr  tola  bean,  tbat  Tbomaa  wm  oaniad  cff.  at  aa  Mitr  Vii  t>  Ba  J 

III,  wticn  La  acqnirad  all  tha  knovledin.  wUob  nuda  Um  aftanraiu*  n  I^BOoa.  J 


onatiTiHoik  by  U*  prophetkt  pavcn  i  mUL  kowaror,  nuatolnc  b<MB<  to  ratvB  t»  Hi 

mlilra«,TbcsalieBbaiildlni]imkUkar]ileaiBra.  n illii|lj  ahllaThMM  ■»— I 

lenr  irlth  kia  bleddi  la  lb*  Tower  of  EralidiMiie,  B  nnaaa  «UB*  raaatac  l«,  aad  Ml, 
nnka  of  tar  and  attoaWnMot.  that  ■  bartwiahu>dliadlaft*m«iffefimtetfta«t. 


ctoTUM 


had  l>ft>m«i«feEaatet  ftMrt. 


r,ja,Ilr  asdalnirlTiPi „ 

aln«f,laltblahal)ltattoii.aiidlalIii«edthe  TMdcrfUan 

iwTcr  iMn  w  fMim.   Acoordlng  tn  the  popolar  bellat  b«  atlll "  < 
l.aiid.BBai>«iis<la7«p«teil  tun*i«lteanh.  InlbomMOwhlla.hliBaBnii: 
Bo^ pmfiinnd mpL-ot.    Tho  EilduD  Tres.  rnm  bSMath  Ibaihadaof  wbM  h« 
bbptntacctea,  nuir  noiODimeiigli:  bDtlbeapotliiDaitadbTalaifaMr"      ' 

Tna  Stone.    A  «-'-" '---■-■--■- •-•■-  »— ^.— 

ftum  the  Khjiu 


e,  onrreoted  Hnil  enlarge  I  by  ene  in  itn.  Broim'a  IiUiSrThe  Ibcnar  a 

aa  might  be  eipeeled.  bfurmuremiaiitaMtu  local  deeorlpttoa.    To  tkti  ok. 

li>rhaiTentiir«ltoailda8eooDdPart,ooBii>tlni[afBkbiilo(aenlo.fniiBtlieTr , , 

eleamlnrlT  ascribeil  b>  the  Khjmer :  andaThliii  Part.  ao'lnlT  modim,  Ibandadnoatta 
tmditkiniiriilsbaTiiigmDnietlirllhtlieliartandhliid.  tothe  LandariMrT.  Toiutekta 
peace  vith  th«  mnre  urere  aiillquariu.  the  Editor  has  pnfiied  to  the  Beaciad  Fart  nna 
icmarks  ud  Learmuat'd  prupbLX'in. 

TbheTbomas  Injon  Huntlie  bimli;* 

A  ferlief  he  ajiit-d  wi'  his  ee; 
And  there  ho  eav  a  ladye  bright. 
Come  riding  down  bj  the  Eildon 
Tree. 

Her  shirt  was  □'  the  gTfias-.greei]  iilk, 

Her  mantle  o'  the  velvet  f  jne; 
At  ilkat  tett  of  ber  horHc'ii  luone. 

Hung  fifty  siUer  bellH  and  nine. 

True  Thomax,  be  pnU'd  effbiii  cap, 

And  lonleilS  low  down  to  his  knee,    ghe     monnted 
"All   bail,    tnon   mifhty  Queen   ofl         stceil; 

Heaven  [  She's  ta'en  tnie  Thomas  np  behind: 

For  th^  peer  on  earth  I  never  did  1  And  aye,  whene'er  her  bridle  nmg. 
Bee.' —  I     xha  ateed  flew  awiftw  than  uie 


All  ondaineatfa  the  Eildoa  Ttm. 

"  Kow,  ye  maon  go  wi'  me,"  she  said; 

"  True  Thomaa,  ye  maoD  go  wi' me; 
And  ye  maun  serve  me  BOTen  yean^ 

Thro'  weal  or  woe  «b  may  ohauoe  to 


I  her  milk-white 


"Odo,  0  do.  Tbomas,"  eho  said, 
"That  namedosBnotbelangtoma;  i 

I  am  bat  the  Queen  of  fair  ElBand, 
That  am  hither  coma  to  visit  thee. 

"Harp  and  carp,  Thomas,"  she  said; 

"  llarp  and  carp  along  wi'  me; 
And  if  ye  dare  to  Kiss  my  lips, 

Sure  ot  your  bodie  I  will  be."- 


*  A  ipot  «flervud<<  Included  In  (he  domain 
fBowed. 


ofAbbob-fonl. 


"Lii^t  down,  light  down,  now,  tnu 
Thomas, 
And  lean  yoor  head  upon  my  kne«; 
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So   tb'ick  beset  with  thorns  Btid 
briers? 
Thnt  ii  the  path  of  righteonsness, 
Thoogh  aft«r  it  bnt  few  enqniree. 

'•And  Hee  ye   not  that  braid   bmid 

That  li'es  across  that  lily  leven? 
That  is  the  pnth  of  wickedneRs, 
Though  some  call  it  the  road  to 


"And  see  not  ye  that  bonny  road. 
That  winds  about  the  fernie  biae? 

That  is  the  road  to  ^r  Elfland, 
'\Vbere  thoa  luid  I  this  night  maun 

gae. 

"Bnt,  Thonjaa,  je  maan  hold  yonr 
tongne, 

WhatBYer  ye  may  hear  or  Bee; 
For,  if  ye  speak  word  in  Elfiyu  land, 

Ye'U  ne'er  get   bark  to  yocr  ain 


1  they  waded    through   rfrern 
aboon  the  knee, 
Aad  they  saw  neither  ann  nor  moon, 
Hut  they  heard  the  roaring  of  ths 


It  WM  mirk  mirk  night,  and  there 

was  noe  stem  light. 

And  they  waded  thioagh  red  blnde 

to  the  knee. 

Foe  a'  the  blnda  that's  shed  on  earth 

Bins  throngh  the  springs  o'  that 


Syue  they  cameonto  a  garden  green. 

And  she  pu'd  an  apple  tcao  a  toeet — 

"Take    this   for    thy    wi^es,    true 

Thomas; 

It  will  give   thee  the  tongue  that 

can  never  lie."— 

"Hy  tongue  is  mine  ain,''  true 
Thomas  said; 

"  A  gudely  gift  ye  wad  gie  to  me  1 
I  neither  dought  lo  buy  nor  sell, 

At  fair  or  t^st  where  I  may  be. 

"  I  dought  neither  speak  to  prince  or 

Norask  of  grace  from  fair  ladje." — 

"Now  hold  thy  peace  I"  the  lady  said. 

"For  as  I  say,  ao  must  it  ba.  '— 

Be  has  gotten  acoatoftbe  eTeu  dotb. 
And  apairofahoesof  velvet  green; 

And  till  seven  yean  were  gane  and 
past. 
True  Thomas  an  earth  waa  never 


PABT  SECOND— ALTEKED  FHOM  ANCIENT  PEOPHECIES. 

Tlifl  pronheciefl,  aurilwd  to  ThoniAi  of  ErcUUiidne»  htTA  been  the  prinDlHl  mpani  of 
lecnri^ir  lo  htm  temembnUHM  "aoionint  the  ■ant  of  hli  prapls."  The  iinthar  arSir  JVufmn 
nonia  lini^  «p.  hi.TC  J.rtiwd.  in  the  *«io  of  obIlrloii.''C[flrk  of  Tiumiit,  uliu  wr.«i  tin. 

vblvbeuIiiiMViricUtotHregardnl  ui  a  luat^lcUn  bj  the  LuaronlorKnpb-a.hnd  mili'ultni 
IhelnnlofErciiaiiune  to  Ihe  jiruiihrllo  ctmrscter.    Perhspn,  inili;ei1.!iebiisH>ir  atlrclnl  It 

was  current  soon  uflcr  h[i  donth.  Dii  pmphwini  m  alluded  to  br  Birbanr.  bj  Wlnton. 
and  hy  Henry  (ho  llintlreL  or  Blind  Hairy,  lu  he  li  uimilli  termed.  Koneof  thoM  aathon, 
howeipr.  ■HvplhsvurdioraQjoftheKtijnier'i  Tatioinstlona,  but  merelj  iiaiTBte,  hiaiarl- 
callv.  Ilia  liiivinc  pr«didtod  theeienta  of  which  Ihrr  gprak.  The  rarlieol  of  (he  nropbeclca 
HHsriliMltaliliD,  nhUshlanowoiunt.  laqnutedbyar.  nnkertimrnHneUS.  II la (uiniaHd 
lu  ba  aiTapuniiafrumTbamuarErcUi]ounel«aijasatl>Hi  from  Ibohi 


t  la  (Dinned 
oof  HUDh, 


hummilo  bo  de  barred  tbe  uaeofralMhood,  wl 
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taunrnttl  Ibr  tin  dataol  of  tha  ChUd  at  DoBtMr  amiBM  Ik*  btfU,  Md  tHBtC  h  *■ 
binUkrdidMt«riiartlmA£Iai*^VM><i(IhuilMT.    ThI*  imSvn  iwSm.  la •• 

ftrw  It  beuttaijllutonnnbUDM  to  — t n  rnHmil  Inll' lilliHil  ■!!»  rf  !>■ 

Btmnor^  npoOMd  pn^Mokt. 

ConwtiloK  (Comn  Fabiok)  Bui  or  UuBh.  bat  non  Oduaadj  faktaw  bk  tllte  Itan  Ui 
C*atto(iri>oBbH,aetaiIamHd)wrtdiiTiiiBllievanaf8dwaTdI.ljrBaciSHid.  Ainm 
of  EnjDdmue  it  mU  ta  Iut«  ddlTend  to  klm  bl«  Ikmcn  pjonhwir  ot  KImt  Alonadart 
dMlb,tb*adK(iTkui>lH)MDlaiDtnidwHlitai  Into  tbc bOawbBWtaiL     All  ttefRiflHtto 


Wben  Hven  yean  vera 
gaoe, 
Tha  Bon  btink'd  bii  oi 


Hb  heard  the  tmrapling  of  a  steed. 


He  was  a  stalwart  knight,  and  Btrougi 

Of  aiont  make  lie  'pear'd  to  be: 
He  stlTT'd  liiH  horse,  nil  he  were  wode, 

Wi'  gilded  spurs,  uf  faashioii  free. 

Bbjb— "Well    met,   well    met,    true 

Some   uncoiith    ferlies    show     to.  "When   ho  ia   bloody,   osd    all    (o 


Wliere  a  Unf  lar  ■tiff  hrnimtti  bia 
ftoed,™^ 
And  ateel-dight  hoUbb  wip«  thnr 


By  Floddan'i  lii^  and  1 

Shall  vave  a  banner  nd  aa  blnd*^ 
And  chiaftaina  thrakg  vi'  "■■fVI^ 

"A  Scottiah  King  shall  ooma   ftill 

The  ruddy  lion  beareth  he; 
A  fenther'd  arrow  shaip,  I  wosn. 
Shall  m^e  him  wink  and  waira  to 


'  ForXJiod's  sake,  turn  ye  back  aoain, 
Auil  pve  yon  soaUiemfoli  a  &ay  I 

Whv  should  Hose,  the  right  is  mine? 
My  doom  ia  not  to  die  this  day.  } 

"  Yet  turn  ye  to  tha  eastern  hand. 
And  voe  nnd  wonder  ye  shall  aee; 

How  forty  thoutiand  spennnen  stand. 
Where  yon  rank  nvec  inesta  the 


SftjB— ' '  Christ  thee  save,  Corspatrick 

Thrice welonme,  good  Danbar,  tome! 

"Light  down,  light  down,  Corspat- 

And  I  will  show  thee  omnes  three. 
Shall  g;kr  fair   Scotland    greet   nnd 

And  change  the  green  io  the  black 

"  A  storm  shall  war  this  very  hour,       "  """^f^  "^»f  .fi*  "°«  ^^  "'.« 
From  RoHSB  hills  to  Kclwnv  sea.'-        And  the  hbbardB§  bear 

"  Ye  lii'd,  ve  lied,  ye  wniloet  hoar,        ,  ^  ^^'."J"-  ^,       ,  ,^         ^  „  ^        .,. 

F"r  the  sun  shines  sweet  on  fauld   At  Finkyn  Cleuch  there  shall  be  spOt 

and  lee.-—  |      Mn^h  genUl  bluid  that  day."— 

Hepnthi8bandonlheEarlie-Hhead:,f^',KmK^^Al^i,»^^^  bj  a  bU 

fie  show'd  him  a  rock  beside  thu  |      .  ^'j,,  u„„.n'aliiti'  which  lun'ir  premlled  In 


•  PrcmhwlM  larpixed  1o  lisTO  IXTn  iIpIIt-  I      4  Ixmiwrili  of  ri- 
Td  by  Truo  TSmnM,  IWa,  MiTiln.  Jtc,    hurniT  \t.  ti  Ikm  i."  n 


futo  lit  JuDM  IV., 

ThsSootUih 


piblWisJ  l>T  Audro  Mm. 


lu  tba  Itina  lespuda. 
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Or.  by  the  faith  o'  luy  bodie."  Cora-    ' 
Patrick  said, 
■ '  Ya  shall  me  the  day  ye  e'er  saw 

"  The  Brat  of  hleasiugB  I  shall  thee 

Ih  by  a  {iuth,  thafa  cnll'd  of  bread  ;• 

Where  Snxon  men  ahall  time  the  bow, 

Aud    find   their  arrowB  lack  the 

"Benide  that  brigg,  oat  over  that 

Where  the  water  biokereth   bright 
and  aheen, 
Shall  manf  a  fallen 


"  But  tell  me,  now,'' aaidbniTa  Don- 
bar, 
''Tmt  Thomaa,  tell  now  trnto  me. 
What  man  Bhall  mle  the  iale  Britain, 
Gren  from  the  north  to  the  aonth- 
emsea?"— 
"X  French  Qneen   thall  bear  tha 
wn,t 
Shall  mle  all  Britain  to  the  aea; 
He  of  the  Bmoe's  blood  shall  oome, 

Aa  near  as  in  the  ninth  degree. 

"The  waterR  wonhip  shall  hia  nee; 

Likewise  the  warss  of  the  &rtheat 

ir  ooean  wide. 


PART  THIKD.— MODEKN, 

Ttaoinaa  ths  Rhynusr  WM  csaowoed  lunnng  bli  cnntsmnonrlM,  m  Die  inlhor  of  the 
crlcbmlrd  rumuuia  nl  Sir  Trittrein.  Of  Ihii  iinc^iilEiirud  pnen  ml;  uii»  oopr  i*  now 
Vaowa  1.1  eilut  which  la  lu  Iho  Adnwatnn'  Lilirarj.  The  tUlKir.  In  1901.  publUteil  a 
■niHlltdUluii  orthii  cdiIku*  irork  i  vlifeh.  If  It  iliKinnt  KTiToihenimtallun  nr  the  ben] 
of  KiulUluuna,  list  leiut  Lheaarllest  ■mwlmrnot'Sniltiah  pn^lrr  hitherto  pnbllahetl.    Home 

■  UHlibMnirlieii  tu  the  w.Tld  In  Mr.  Ellis'*  *rp«(iMs»<if 

.  .!» ■ "-■■ -]rpr«i«BMiir»»ndoiirponorilj 


p.*K»w< 


'ork  lu  vl 


.,  ,    IMJiLp.*. 

■ra  aUkcoMlndi  thn  forinoT  for  liio  pnwircstloii  of  i 
ml tutn uHltlie iMtrr.  f.ir the hlnor; nf  Orn  EDglli 

recorOnl  In  It.    IHiguHLcient  here  lomenllnp,  thai 


eoMlnJi  Iho  fm-mor  for  lEo  prnMrtsU™  of  the  beel^rleoted  eumplea  of  their  poalf- 

r-.  uHltlie  iMtrr.  t.-t  the  hlnor;  nf  the  Ensllih  langnve.  whloh  wW  onlf  oeMe  to  be 

-  withthoeiwlepoSDroormothBr-lonitue.  endaJE  thntfeutu  ind  Irernlnft  have 


Lt  lu  jrrant  vu  the  npa(4liaji 
luagbt  oajahls  of  reolUog  It  urtcr  tho 

the  BhjTper'n  poetlu]  nme.  and  the 


i  ~<ir  his  murvvibiui  return  to  Valrr  Lund,  belai  ei 
litncnl  with  RTMier  [irouriotj  amonKtlie  clua  of  Uodern  Bdlad^ 


and  gone. 
Vi'oB  war  tbrongh  Scotland  spread, 
Anil  UnberHlaw  sbow'd  high  Dnnjoat 
Mis  beaoon  blazing  led. 


•  Bannn. 


.r  Ilr/aJ  Bnrn. 

.  WQ  of  Uu;  QDeoDDf  fVanu 


Then  all  by  bonny  ColdingknowS 

Pitcb'dpaUioonall  took  Uieir  room. 
And     crested    helms,     and    spears 

Glanced  gaily  through  the  broom. 


iAtowerUHrEtoiklinno.    fl  TnitL 
£nKni>*— Wu-oij,  oi  gatborinf  mri. 


scorra  posncAZ  woBxa. 


Thej  TOQMd  tli«  dssi  biom  Oftdden- 
Wd, 
To  dutant  Torwoodlee. 


And  there  'were  knights  of  grat  i»- 

Alld  ladiee,  laoed  in  pkIL 
Not  laok'd  they,   -while  they  eat  at 

The  momo  nor  the  tale, 
Kor  gobleta  of  tho  blood-red  vine, 

Nor  mantllTig  qnaighs*  of  ale. 
Tme   Tbomaa  nee,    with  harp   in 

When  as  the  feast  was  done  : 
(In  minstrel  stiife,  in  Fairy  lAitd, 

The  elfin  harp  ha  won.) 
Eush'd  were  the  throng,  both  Umb 
and  tongne, 

And  harpers  for  envy  pale; 
And    anned   lords   lean  d   on  their 

BWOtdS, 

And  hearken 'd  to  the  tale. 

In  numbers  high,  the  witrhing  tale 
The  prophet  ponr'd  along; 

No  after  linrd  might  e'er  avail 
Those  numbers  to  prolong. 

Yet  fmgments  of  the  lofty  strain 
Float  down  tlie  tide  of  yeare. 

As,  buoyant  on  the  stormy  main, 
A  ported  wreck  appears.     . 

He  BUDS  King  Arthur's  Table  Bound : . 

The  Warriur  of  the  Lake; 
How   coarteooB    Oawaine    met    the 


And  bled  for  ladies'  sake. 

Bat  chief,  in  gentle  Tristrem's  praise. 
The  notes  melodious  swell; 

Was  none  excell'd  in  Arthur's  days. 
The  knight  of  Lionelle. 


When  flflti 
flghk. 
Upon  His  Iriih  dHca. 


No  medidn*  aovUV.    . 
Tm  lorelT  Iwdda'a  IOt  iMAd 
Had  probed  the  mtkUBg  winum. 

With    genOe    hand    md    ■oattiag 
fcongiui 
She  bca«  th«  toeoh'a  wt; 
whUa  aha  o'or  nil  i 


houK 
[ep^ 


hBrwUhUabeart 


Their  lores,  their  woea,  th«  gifted 

In  fairy  tisaue  wore; 
Where  lords,  And  knightu,  and  ladiea 

In  gay  confusion  strove. 

The  Qorde  Joyeusa,  amid  Ihe  tale, 
High  rear'd  its  uUttering  head; 

And  Aval  on 's  enchanted  Vale 
In  all  its  wonders  spread. 

Brangwoin  was  there,  and  SegmBore, 
And  flend-botn  Merlin's  ^[lamaiye; 

Of  that  famed  witard'a  nuohty  lom, 
0  who  could  sing  bnt  he? 

Through  many  a  maae  the  winning 
song 

In  cbuisefDl  paasion  led. 
Till  bent atlengtL the liatsning throng 

O'or  Tristrem's  dying  bed. 

His  ancient  wounds  their  acaia  es> 
^f  ith  Bflony  his  heart  U  wnmg: 


■  QuaitU—^ooieii    oops,  moipotod  oT 
MavM  hooped  together.  \ 


jhe  comes t  she  corneal— li 
of  flame 
Cut  lovers'  footatepa  Ify: 
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She  comes!   she  comes !—Blie  aDlj 
To  see  her  Triatrem  die. 


There  paused  the  harp:  its  liugaring 

Bied  slovl;  on  the  ear; 
The  silent  cnests  still  bent  aroaiid. 

For  still  they  seem'd  to  heu. 
Then  voe  broke  foith  in  mnimnn 

Not  ladies  heaved  ftlons  the  aigh; 
Bat  half  sshamed,  the  rugged  cheek 

Did  many  a  gauntlet  dry. 
On  Leader's  atreain.  and  Ijeamiont's 


Each  V 


D  cBHtle,  or  in  bower, 

rrior  Bought  repoee. 

Lord  DoncUs,  in  his  lofty  tent, 

Dreara'd  o'er  the  woefnl  tale; 

When  footsteps  light,  acroaa  the  bent. 

The  wairior's  ears  asaaiL 
He  alatta,  he  wakes;— "  What,  Eioh- 

Arise.  my  page,  arise  I 
What  Tcntnroua  wight,  at  dead  of 
night. 

Dare  slep  where  Donglaa  lie8."-> 
Then  forth  theymsh'd:  by  Leader's 
tide, 

A  Bclconth  *  sight  they  see — 
A  hart  and  hind  j>ace  side  by  side. 

An  white  as  snow  ou  Foiinalie. 
Beneuth    the    mr 

I'hcy  stately  move  and  slow; 
Nor    Ki^are    tney    at    the    gathering 

Who  marvel  as  they  go. 
To  Learmont's  tower  a  message  sped. 

An  fast  BH  page  might  ma; 
And  Thomas  startoil  from  his  bed. 

Ami  Roon  his  clotheH  did  ou. 
•  Woodivu*. 


with    gesture 


Fiist  he  woxe  pale,  and  then  woie 
red; 

Never  a  word  he  spftke  bnt  three;- 
"Hvsand  is  ran;  my  tbreAdisBpon; 

Tbis  sign  regardeth  me." 
The  elfla  harp  bis  neck  ftrooud, 

In  minstrel  gniso,  he  hong; 
And  on  the  wind,  in  doleful  sonnd. 

Its  dying  accents  rung. 
Then  forth  he  went;  yet  tnm'd  Ilim 
oft 

To  view  his  uieient  hall; 
On  the  grey  tower,  in  lustre  soft. 

The  aatnnvQ  moonbeams  fall; 
And  Leader's  waves,  like  silver  sheen, 

Danoed  shimmering  in  the  ray; 
In  deepening  maafi.  at  distanoe  seen, 

Broad  Soltra's  monnt^ns  lay. 
"Farewell,  my  fathers' ancient  tower  1 

A  long  farewell,"  said  he: 
"The  scene  of  pleasoie,  pomp,  or 

Thou  never  more  shalt  be. 
"To  Learmont's   name  no  foot   of 

Shall  here  again  belong, 
And,  on  thy  hospitable  hearth, 

The  hare  Bhall  leave  her  young. 
"AdieQ !  adieu!"  again  ho  cried. 

All  as  he  tnm'd  him  ronn'— 
"  Farewell  to  Leader's  ailver  tide  I 

Farewell  to  Ercildoone  I" 

The  hart  and  hind  approaoh'd  the 

As  lingering  yet  he  stood; 
And  there,  baiore  Lord  Donglaa'  face. 
With  tbem  be  cross'd  the  flood. 

Lord  Donglaa  leap'd  on  hia  berry- 
brown  ateed. 
And  spnrr'd  him  the  Leader  o'er ; 
Bat,  though  he  rode  with  lightning 


Hen 


Bome  said  to  bill,  and  some  to  glen. 
Their  wondroas  conrse  had  been ; 
at  ne'er  In  haants  of  living  men 
Again  was  'Diomas  seen. 
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GLENFINLAS ;  OR,  LORD  RONALD'S  CORONACH* 

The  nlmplo  tradition  iipuii ir:rich  Itm  fnllniTlng  gtvuDii  are  ronndad.  rnniUiiH:  Vlii 
tiro  lll^htanil  buiiicn  wcrr  iuwIdh  ih«  nigbl  In  a  aolitaiy  fraiAy  is  but.  built  for  Ike  pwfh 
of  linnnng),  Kiid  nmliiii)!  iii*rjT  ovtrtliplr  ioniion»n<l  whltkj,  one  of  tlietn  oiprvaMdanl 
UiBt  tliej  bad  prctt;  Iums  ui  cumpUiie  tUair  part}.  Tlie  vorda  usre  aimruelT  aiunl 
when  (n  0  Ix'auiirul  juuDii  wniuFu,  liuiiitol  In  ;r«D.  cnlerad  itae  but.  dandug  mod  Dnciiit 
Oneuftlieliuuli-ni  vuii^iiiiril  l>j  Ills  linD  vbu  aiUEhcd  bsne'f  par^ularlr  to  his.ti 
leara  tliehut:  Uiautliur  rvoialDMl.  awl.  nipichwi  of  tlio  UtiT  Kdiioi-n.  oautlDaad  u  ^\ 
iipuaalruiiiii.aTJi'w'*faarp.iiuiiie  Mniiii,  oouKvnUtl  tu  tlic  Vlrjria  Uair.  Day  it  ImU 
oama,  aud  llic  triii|>tmM  vuiiiabuL  ScanhinK  lu  tba  foroit,  ba  fuund  tbn  buoa  itfU 
DafdrtiuuiM  frieml.  vtan  bad  been  turn  l.i  piecea  a'ld  tleroureil  \tj  ths  Oeod  into  wtaiae  ltd 
ha  had  fiillun.    Tliv  |>laGO  wnB  from  tbriies  eBlIrd  llie  Ulen  of  the  Gmn  'W-omen. 

UlciiHiil:»iialnivtorf'unat-EnHiii'l.ljLi|tlnthe  llleblnndao(  rerthabtrv,  sotlvlnB 
Calhmder  in  Mriitdth.  It  wui  Sinuerlj  a  rojal  tainii  and  dot  bek>nn  to  the  Eari  s 
Uuraj.  TbbvDiinWT.nsvcllKitliVBiUiGsntdLitrlctomidqaldder.  wu.  In  timeaolTgrr 
chie^  hdialiltid  b.rUiD  UacKKicon.     lo  the  veM  oF  the  yiirmt  of  GlenSulaa  ilea  ud 

Ueta.  Bra  iiwunMliM  in  the  tnno  diatrkn.  nnd  at  no  creit  dixtsnoe  frum  GrenUnlaa.    Tbi 

rlTer'I'Clib  jHiwal^idkMidcraiid  Uw  Uvtlu  iif  I)wau.  and  Jium  the  l>'iinh  nnr  Stfaflw 

■nie]'iui»ori^'«nTi4imuiiHltairlTnhnvei.'i.ll™der,  nndmlieprlncii-' ■■-  ■■'-■■ 

■     ■     ■        ..         ^^     ji 


Kw  l>.'Oi ,11.^.  v»al«K»  Mid.  «l air  "b^. 


IT  Ik'nvou^Dh!    Ilia  wlule  fi 


TbrlTbiddiutfkeed,  an 
1»-r  kn'rHhiitHiiiritbr 
Aiid  li«mk«  i>rt.  like 

iillh^rbMik  repair, 

lliiir  tiKHX  irork  prepare. 

Ohonenrie'if 

rhe  pride  of  Albiu'H  line  ih  o'er,  gl< 


«LaU  «^e   Lord Xndd  \  ^^^^"^3  the  eb-ai^th  of  Bonrfd'. 


AndMl'nOlonnrtney'sHlatelieBttree; 

''"*™  '  "  ]      E'en  ugc  fo^^t  his  tr«B8eii  hoar; 

O,  HjimnK  from  ^CRt  ItliicRillianori',    i  But  miw  the  loud  lament  we  swell, 
'Ine  uhii'r  tlint  iiuvcr  feiir'd  n  foo.      ]      C>  ne'er  to  see  Lord  Bonald  more; 
How  miitchluss  wiiri  tliy  broml  I'laj- 

iiiore  Fmtii  iliittunt  isles  n  chieftAin  oBiae, 

How  deiidly  thine  nnerring  bow  !  'I'lio  jov«  of  llonalrVa  balls  to  find. 

,„  „         ,,     ,,  .  ,         ,  ,,  ,         .  And  tlinse  with  him  the  duk-brown 

Well  can  the  t>iiion  wicIowh  tell,  J  mime 

How.   on  the   -reith-H  resounding  ,      .[.j.^^  bounds  o'er  Albia's  hilia  ol 
Bhoro,  I  inj 

The  holdest  Lowland  WBTriorH  fell,      ; 
As  down  from   Lenny's  pass  you  '  'Twas  Mov:  whom  in  Coltimba'a  isle 
horo.  I      l-lif  hccr's  prophetic  spirit  found, 

Htlt  o'et  his  liillH.  in  festal  Aay.  I  A».  "'"h  a  miuslrel'a  ftre  the  while. 

How  blazed  Lor.1  lloualds  beltane-       ""  "'"','■'1  '"8  *"*?  «  harmoiuons 
tfee  I         Bound. 

all  luany  a  npell  to  him  was  known. 
Which  wanileriii|>  spirits  shrink  to 
■- t«mnncn — m  inp  lapirniuinm  mrmii'-  i  b^ar; 

iHiaed  ...rri..r..ui|K  bj  lh«  ..Ki^d  of  llij;  elan.  1  ^„,,  „,„„     „  j       ^.f  ,,otent  tone, 

■  ■!fh^r™"sa™.niX  «  8i",m!'"  npp! 1       ""as  never  meant  for  mortal  ear. 

•  '  Iho  llieblandLTi  lu   tlinir  Low-Cinmlrv  I  „        ,  ,.-        ■  j    ■  .- 

intekbaari.  '  Tor  then',  'tiH  suid,  in  uijatio  moix^ 


COKTRlBUTIOm   TO  MUfSTHSLST. 


0  KO  it  fell,  tliat  on  a  da;, 
To  roose  the  red  deer  ^m  thail 

The  Cbiefa  have  ta'eu  their  diatant 


No  Tusals  wait  their  aporta  to  &id, 
To  watch  Ibeir  safety,  deck  their 

Their  ainiple   dreas,   the   Highland 

I'hetr  trust;  guard,  the  Highland 

Three  Eaminer  daya.  through  brake 
ant]  dell, 
Tbeir  vbistUng  ehafts  snooesafnl 


e  solitary  cabin  stood, 
Fant  by  Moneira's  sallen  brook, 
Which  marmors  through  that  lone- 
ly wood. 

Soft  fell  the  night,  the  sky  was  calm. 
When  three  saccetsive  days  hod 

And  summer  uiiat  in  dewy  balm 
Steep'd   heathy  bank  and  moaay 

The  moon,  half-hid  in  silvery  flakes, 
Afar  her  dnbiouii  radiance  shed. 

Quivering  on  Katrine's  distant  lakes, 
And  resting  on  Itenledi's  head. 

Now  in  their  hat,  in  Bocial  guise. 

Their  silvan  (are  the  "'  '  ' 
And   pleannie    Uaghe 

Ah  many  a  pledge  heqaaffitoMoy. 


What,  but  fair  woman's  yielding  kiss. 
Her  panting  breath  and  melting 
eye? 

"To  chase  the  ileei  of  yonder  ahadee. 
This  moraing  left  th^  father's 

The  bireet  of  our  moontain  maids. 
The  danghten  of  the  proad  Glen- 
gyle. 
"Ijong  have  I  sought  sweet  Ibiy's 
heart. 
And  dropp'd  the  tear,  and  heaved 
the  sigb: 
Bnt  vain  tie  lover's  wily  art, 

Beneath  a  sitter's  watchful  eye. 
"  Bnt  thon  mayst  teach  that  guardian 

While  for  with  Mary  I  am  flown. 
Of  otliet  hearts  to  cease  her  care. 

And  find  it  hard  to  guard  her  own. 
"Touch  bat  thy  harp,   thon   soon 
sbolt  see 

The  lovely  Flora  of  Glengyle, 
UDmindtal  of  her  charge  and  me, 

Hong  on  thy  notes,  'twiit  tear  and 

"Or,  if  ahe  choose  a  melting  tale. 
All    Ttndemeatb    the    greenwood 
bough. 

Will  good  Bt.  Oran's  mle  prevail, 
Stem  hoDtaman  of  the  rigid  brow  1" 

No  more  on  me  shall  rapture  rise, 
Besponsive  to  the  pouting  breath. 
Or  yielding  kiss,  or  melting  eyes. 


Where  sunk  my  hooes  of  love  and 

I  bade  my  harp's  wild  wailingB  flow. 
On  me  the  peer's  sad  spirit  came. 

■•Thelastdreadcnrseof  angry  heaven, 
With  ghastly  sights  and  sonnde  of 


SCOTTa  POETICAL  WORKS. 


To  dash   each  glimpxe  of  joy   vas 
given— 
The  gift,  the  fntnre  ill  to  know 

"The   bark    then  sav'st,  you  BOin- 
mcr  mom, 

So  guUy  part  from  Obon'a  ba;, 
Uy  eye  beheld  hex  dash'd  and  lorn, 

far  on  the  rocky  Colonsay. 

"Thy  FergoB  too — thy  aister'a  son, 
Tlioa  EQw'Et,  vith  pride,  the  gal- 
laDt'u  j>ower, 
Ab    mnrcLmg    ^ninst   the  Iiord  of 
Downe. 
He  left  the  skirts  of  hi^e  Ueamore. 

"Thon  only  gaw'st  thoir  toTtsas* 
Aa  liown  Beavoirlicb'H  Kide  they 

Hejird'Et  but  Ibo  jjihroch,  t  unswering 
To  many  a  toriift  ilnnking  round. 

"I  hoard  llie  ttrmini.  I  lonrU'd  the 

I  «aw  tbi>  wound  lii«  boBoni  buns 
When  on  the  soni.d  iyixoii  s\»-aia 
He  pour'd  his  clan  a  rtaiatloss  ronr. 

"And  tbon,  wlio  liidRt  mo  think  of 


"  Or  false,  or  Booth,  thy  worda  of  woe, 
Olukgiliian'a  Chisflain  ne'er  ahaU 

EOfl  blood  ihall  bound  •tT^itars'B 


"  E'en  now,  to  meet  me  In  7101  ddl. 

My  Mary'B  bnakuu  bmali  the  dew." 
He  spoke,  nor  bade  tbe  Chief  tare- 
weU, 

Bnt  called  hia  dogs,  and  gky  with- 

Within  an  hour  retnm'd  eaoh  hoinnd; 

In  rush'd  the  ronaeia  of  the  deer; 
They  howl'd  in  melancholy  aonnd. 

Then   clonely  conch'd  beside  the 

Ko  Roland    yet;   thongh    midnight 

And  Bad   were   Moy'a   propbetjo 

dream  a. 
As.  bending  o'er  the  dying  flame. 
He  fed   the  watch-fire'e  quivering 

gleama. 

;  Sndden  the  hoondH  erect  their  eRrs, 
?,  I  And  Eudden  cease  their  moaning 
n  howl; 

I  Close  pTesH'd  to  Uoy,  they  mark  Uieir 


"I  see  the   dcntb-damps   chill   thv 
brow; 
I  h.'iir  thv  Warning  Spirit  cry; 
Tin;    corpsc-liyhlit    iluure  -  -  they're 

Xo  more  is  given  to  gifted  eye  '" 

"  Aloue  enjoy  thv  dreary  drcami^ 

Slid  i)ropht-t  of  tbe  evil  hour! 
Hoy,  hlionid  wo  scorn  joy's  Irant 
beiouH, 


to  tbe  Ulghliuju  biv(»ipo. 


I'ntonch'd,  the  harp  began  to  ring, 

As  sultly,  slowly,  oped  the  door; 

And  shook  responsive  every  string, 

;     Aslight  n  footstep  presa'dUie floor. 

I  And  bv  the  watch-fire's  glimmerins 

lis'iii. 

(     Close  by  tho  muuttrel'a  side  w«a 

I  An  hnntrcBB  maid,  in  beaaty  bright 
:-  '      All    dropping    wet    her   robea   irf 
I         green. 

I  All  dropping  wet  her  garments  seem} 


COSTRIBUTWyS  TO  ilUfSTRELST. 


With  omiden  bloah,  she  softly  B»id, 
"OgentlehoatenMui,  hart  tbon  Been, 

In  deep  Glenflalas'  moonlight  gUde, 
A  lovelj  maid  in  vest  of  green: 


n  diik  adoTDB  bis  side, 
Far    on    the  winds  bis   tattaoB 

flowr— 

■■And  who  ut  thoQ?  and  who  ore 
thejr 
All  ghastly  gazing,  Hoy  replied : 
' '  And  why,  beneath  the  moon's  pale 


Foi  I  moEt  croBB  the  hannted  brake, 
And  reach  my  father's  towers  ere 

'  ilrst,  three  times  tell  each  Ave-bead, 
And  thrice  a  Pater-noster  say ; 
ThenkiBB  with  me  the  holy  rede; 
So  shall  we  safely  wand  ooiway." — 
'O  ahame  to  knighthood,   strange 

and  fonl  1 
Go,  doff  the  bonnet  ^m  thy  brow. 
Anil   shrond  thea  in  tha  monkish 

Which  best  befits  thy  snUen  tow. 
'  Not  so,  by  bieh  DnnUthmoD'H  firs. 
Thy  heart  was  froze  to  lova  and 


Wild  Blared  tha  minstrel's  eyes  of 


"Where  wild  Loch  Katrine  ponra  her 
tide. 
Bins,  dark,  and  deep,  ronnd  many 

OoT  father's  towers  o'erhaug  her  side. 
The  castle  of  the  bold  Olengyle. 

"  To  ohase  the  don  Qlanflnlas  deer, 
Onr  woodland  coDise  this  mom  we 

And  haply  met,  while  wondering  here. 

The  sou  of  great  MacgiUianore. 
"  O  aid  me,  then,  to  seek  the  pair, 

Whom,  loitering  in  the  woods,  I 
lost; 
Alone,  I  dare  not  Tenttire  there. 

Where  walks,  they  say,  the  shriek- 
ing ghost."— 
"Yes,  many  a  shrieking  ghost  walks 

Then,  first,  my  own  aad  vow  to 

Here  will  I  poor  my  midnight  prayer. 
Which  etui  must  rise  when  mortals 


As  fear-and  rage  alternate  rose. 

"Andthon!  when  bytbe  blazing  oak 
I  lay,  to  her  and  love  resign 'd. 

Say,  rode  ye  on  the  eddying  smoke, 
Ot  auil'd  ye  on  tha  niidnignt  wind? 

"  Not  thine  a  race  of  mortal  blood. 


Thy    sire,    the    Monarch    of   the 

Mine." 

He  mntter'd  thrice  St.  Onm's  rhyme. 
And  thrice  Bt.  Pillan's  powarfnl 

Then  turn'il  him  to  the  eastern  clime. 
And  sternly  shook  hie  coal-black 

And,  bending  o'er  bis  harp,  he  finng 
His    wildest   witch-notes  on    the 

And  load,   and  high,   and  strai^^, 
they  rang, 
As  muny  a  magic  change  they  find. 

TaUw 


BCOTT'S  POSnCAL  WOaXB. 


Then,   mia^iiig   wiQi    the    lUni 

'Wtik  one  wQd  jell  »m^  ebe  flew. 
Bain  bekta,  luU  rktU«a,  vhMwinda 

Th«  ilendei  hnt  in  fnBmentBllcnr; 
But  not  ft  lock  of  Hot'b  looBa  hkir 
Wu  vBTod  bj  wind,  oi  wet  bj  daw. 


High  o'er  the  minstrel's  he*d  they 

Mil. 

And  die  amid  the  northern  skies. 
Hie  Toioe  of  thunder  shook  the  wood, 

AsoeMed  the  more  than  mortal  yell ; 
And,  spattering  fool,  a  showar  of 
blood 

Upon  the  hiaung  firebrands  fell. 
Next  dropp'd  from  high  a  mangled 

The  fingers  strain'd  an  half-dnwn 
And  last,   the  life-blood  Mreaming 


Tom  from   the  tmnk,  a  gasping 

Ofl  o'er  that  bead,  in  battling  field, 
Stream'd  the  prond  crest  of  high 

Benmorc; 
That  arm  the  broad  claymore  could 

wield,  I 


VUcli  4red  lbs  TdUi  willt  Boon 

Voe  to  MtoMlift'i  BoIIen  rills  I 
Vos  to  OleaflnlM'  drMtr  ^on  I 

Tbeie  neru  son  of  ASbiflo.ll  oDm 
Shall  draw  thahinit«r*a  riiaft  ^n. 

E'en  the  tlrttd  irikpiin'l  bmniag  feet 
At  noon  shall  Ann  that  abdlt« 


Iiest,  jonmeying  In  thair  nga,'he 

Thew^wardl^dieattfthe  (Hm. 
And    we— behind    the    Ofaiaftain'a 
ihield. 

more  shall  we  in  imtetj  dweU ; 
None  leads  the  people  to  the  field— 
And  we  the  lond  lament  mnvt  swdL 
0  hone  a  rie'  I  O  hone  a  lie'  I 

The  pride  of  Albiu's  line  is  o'eir  I 
And   fall'n    Olenartnej's    stot^eHt 

We  ne'er  shall  aes  Lord  Bonald 


mum  faTomlle  dtUrlBtot  hi*  &- 
■thihlnlllfbludt)  aadtheGadlo 

jiirhisliltlifciuidedwHfu'mcre 

likFlf  loilrBWouithi  Hcret  (tnutbof  hla 

— ' BiTflliulaarreMthsfMllnaDrUi 

irn.  thin  an/ »nl)teet  vttfa  vhMi  ttaa 
Gmnnil  duMent  ooold  haT«  hd- 
■—HflfKvlt,  TOL IL  p.  IS. 

THE  EVE  OF  ST.  JOHN. 

Bnu^lho'ni*,  or  RDenhalin  Tawer,  the  icene  of  tlie  follnwiiig  ballad.  1*  iKoated  en  tlis 
noniiem  bunnilarj  uf  ItiiiburskiiliiR,  hidoiik  b  cliiili?r  of  trlkTroaka.  oaliol  Sandlksor- 
('nin.  tl>e  pruuFrtr  or  Unifh  ^ioull.  £«[.,  ur  Honlen,  [1/ird  Polwanb.]  Tbe  towsr  I*  a 
1ii|Cli  HlIIBre  tiuUilIni;,  snrruunaal  by  au  outer  null,  now  rulnoiu.    Ths  olroiill  of  the  oolar 

nnt,  bf  a  alerii  aiid  rook;  pnlh.    The  ii|«rt[iic>uig.  u  li  ukuhL  ia  a  Border  keep,  orronrea, 

bonisini,  nr  tilatlbmia,  for  dctmca  or  plFHtuK.  Tdc  innfr  donr  of  tiie  (oner  i>  vood.  the 
outer  uu  inm  aate;  Ihadiirtano*  Ix'tweeii  Ibem  beinii  nine  fwl,  llm  thickncai.  midfI;,  oftho 
wnll.  Iivin  Iho  ekliatod  iltuJiUun  of  SiDorUiu'me  Xoiri  r.  it  u  mn  nunT  mDea  In  eren  di- 
on.  AmunE  the  crua  by  uhkh  it  fii  ■nrmaniirxl,  ono,  more  embi^at.  ii  oalled  Uw 
ATiM.  anilfauidlaliaTclH^Fn  the  niillunof  a  b<-acoD.  In  ihc  I1id«  i,f  iruwlthliia- 
-  ■  ■  ■  Kl.  Brutlientouo  i>  iktimlb,  1DlhBIldiS- 
8  Tvlt'  of  Wonder.    It  la  here  pDbllabed. 

iliqullleii.  The  vataitrophe  of  the  tale^ 
ill  HiiplpDt  fnrirng  uid  lu  rldiiltj  formed 
o  claim  nom  bim  tUi  eWemiit  to  oelebral* 


FarcV"U 


fiinnded  upon 


., — n  Irlih  trndltina- 

of  the  Editor**  Inhoof,  and  neme 


COSTRIBUTIONS  TO  MimTTtELST. 


The  Baron  of  Smei]rlho'me  roM  with 

He  Bporr'd  Mb  conreer  on. 
Without  stop  or  Btaj  down  the  rock; 

That  leads  to  BrotbeTstone. 

Be  went  DotwiUi  tbebold  Bncclench, 

Hin  banner  broad  to  rear; 
fie  went  not  'gainst  the  English  ;ew, 

To  lift  the  Scottish  apear. 

Yet  his  plate-jack  *  was  braced,  and 
hiH  helmet  was  laoed, 
And  bis  TBont-broce  of  proof  he 

At  bia  Baddle-gerthe  was  a  good  steel 
FoU  ten  poand  weight  and  more. 

The   Baron  retnm'd  in   three  days 
Bpace, 
Anil  bin  looks  were  gad  and  sonr; 

And  weary  waa  his  cooreer's  pace, 
Ah  he  reach'd  his  rooky  tower. 

He  came  not  &om   where   Ancram 

Bui  red  with  English  blood; 
Where   the  DonglaK   trae,   and  the 
bold  Bncclench, 
'Gainst  keen  Lord  Evers  stood. 
Yetwaabisbelmethack'dandhew'd,  ' 

His  acton  pierced  and  tore. 
His  aie  ana  bin  dagger  with  blood 
imbrned, — 
But  it  was  not  English  gore. 

Ha  lighleii  at  the  Chapella§[6, 
He  lield  him  close  and  still; 

And  he  whistled  thrice  for  bis  little 
fool-pflge, 
His  name  was  English  Wili 

"Come  thou  hither,  my  little  foot- 

PBgC. 

Come  hither  to  my  knee; 
Thongb  tboQ  art  young  and  tender 
of  age. 
I  think  thon  art  tme  to  me. 

■  Thvi>lfltF-Jtickincoiit-iirnioar;theiaunt- 
braco  or  wem-hnicT,  annour  (or  the  bodj: 
the  ipcrllie.  n  batUe^ie. 


"Come,  tell  me  all  that  thon  bast 

And  look  thon  tell  me  trae ! 
Since  I  from  &na;Uio'me  tower  have 

What  did  thy  lady  do  ?"— 

"Hy  lady,   each   night,  songbt  the 
lonely  light, 
That  boms  on  the  wild  Watcbfold ; 
For,  from  height  to  height,  tbe  bea- 

Of  the  English  foemen  told. 

**The  bittern  clamoor'd    from    the 

The  wind  blew  load  anil  shrill; 
i  Yet  the  craggy  pathway  she  did  croHS 

To  the  eiiy  Beaoon  HiU. 
I  "Iwatcb'd  her  steps,  and  silent  came 
I      Where  she  sat  her  on  a  stone : — 
I  No  watchman  stood  by  the  dreary 

!      It  burned  all  alone. 
"The  second  night  I  kept  her  in 
sight, 

Till  to  the  fire  she  came, 
And,  b^  Mary's  might !  an  Armed 


Bat  the  rain  fell  fast,  and  loud  blew 
the  blast. 
And  I  heard  not  what  they  were. 
■'The  third  night  there  the  sky  was 

And  the  monntain-blast  was  still. 
As  again  I  watch 'd  tho  secret  pair. 

On  the  lonesoDie  Beacon  UUL 
' '  And  I  heard  her  name  the  midnight 

And  name  this  holy  eve; 
And  Ray,   'Come  this  night  to  thy 
lady's  bower; 
Ask  no  bold  Baron's  leave. 
"  'He  lifts  bis  spear  with  the  bold 
Bncclench; 
His  lady  iH  all  alone; 


BOOTT'8  POETICAZ  W0RK8. 

He  speaketh  wtaA  to  none. 
That  HOD,  Thone'arbeholdB  tbed^. 
That  monk,  vho  speaks  to  none— 
There  is  a  nun  in  Drybargh  bower,      That  nan  iras  HmayUio'tne'a  I^dy 

Ne'er  looks  npon  the  ann;  gay, 

There  is  a  monk  in  Melioae  tower  That  monk  the  bold  Baton. 

CADTOW   CASTLK 

ThoniliiaafCKlTair,  or  Cnilmirnaiille,  the  iincUi.I  bnnmlid  nirfdenDa  of  the  ramll^  nf 
IlBmiltali.  oieillniileiliinaiithi'  uncinilnuB  hanka  of  ttifl  river  B ran,  alMiittwo  mUcaatBiTi.' 
ilajiinetliin  witb  tlie  rlidn.  It  iriu  .linn^nntlnl  in  the  condiuU'n  uf  tbeC  Til  Wiin.  diuinic 
the n!]|{n  of  thv  unrmtaiiaW  UtU7,  M  nhoeccauie  tbe  bouHof  HBmUtan  deroleJthemKlm 
vlUi  a  Keni-iow  KM,  wliloli  ocwiMoiied  thiir  lemuorarj  otoacnrtij,  and,  Trry  nnirlj  tin* 
total  nln.  The  altiuilkm  iiT  the  nilna.  enilH»uni«1  In  wi  nd.  dnrkenod  bj  ivi  and  cceepiiig 
■hruba.  and  orerlwDiiinK  the  b  airUnit  lortent.  1*  roannHo  to  the  hicbstt  degree.  In  Uiu 
immediate  rtcinhr  of  Oad.Tinr  in  a  KruTe  uT  imnense  oaki,  the  remnini  oT  Uia  Ciiliid<iiilaD 
Foreat  nhlL-li  BDoieiillr  firrndeil  thnmch  thr  wulh  i  f  Scollnad.  from  Ihp  eaatem  to  the 
AlhiDllc  Ocran.  SarapnTlbme  Ueta  meaaare  tvenlr-fire  reot,Bnd  npnidi,  hi<dnniio(n^ 
CDce;  anil  liifatale  uf  diiuir.  In  whkih  llii'r  wnr  a|HHw,  abiiicB  IhnI  thaf  haie  Tltnraard 
the  rite*  of  the  Undda.  Thn  irhnle  ioengrj  h  tniilDdM  In  the  aMpnllioeiit  abd  PitpnalTo  park 
o(  the  Unke  of  lluilltnn.  T)Knirulaa|[|ireiaiiT>4lnthl<fkim4tbebT«<l  ofthe  Scvitia 
irlld  caitlp.  niilU  Ihrir  fiiwltir  iicuHidoucil  their  beinft  eilir|Mlcd.  nliDnl  fortT  yun  acn- 
Tlieir  niqioBTanoe  u  ai  iN-aulltul.  bi'lnic  niUk-vhlle,  wltli  Mack  niiuileK.  homi.  and  hi«r>. 
Th<- l)ul&  aro  diw'ribnl  bf  anrkiit  aulhon  u  hoi Inir  while  naUMi  but  Ibuse  of  luttur  dnjii 
had  hut  Ibtit  pwulliirlli,  |irriiaiM  liylntomiiinreii'llh  the  lainu  bn-i^t* 

III  iletiil'luir  the  dniih  of  the  Itefipnc  Untni;,  vhicliu  maileilH-Hitdeptorthefnlloiriiif: 
balliu).  It  wiiiud  be  liOonllre  to  my  n'mlna  to  UM  otber  worda  th'in  thia«  of  Pr.  Robettaoa. 
vtaiwu  Bvcinint  of  ih'ii  miimmibk'  ci'et.t  Airais  a  bnuilfnl  niei'a  uf  hlxtorlcul  |<alnliii|i. 

"  Hanilhou  of  llothn'ellh.in/h  triui  tho  nnwin  vhii  omnnhtnl  thli  b-iThanm  action.    Be 
hail  iKNiii  nniiiiMinin  I  tiiiliKiih  Bwii  aflur  t ht  bHllledf  Ijinmldp.  oawnbarealmKlyrrlnteiL 
■ni'ii  ehunmrT.    IMit  inrt  of  bin  exlate  ha    bi^'n  bi  alow  I'd  opwi 

■  ■  •  -' ■—  ■  'ia  h.niw.  and  id  ned  unl  htr  wltP,  nul-i.l.  In  a 

iieitmumlie.ahebHoBinefHtliiiiali'ni.Hl.  Tbia 

._,  ....      ._ in  the  lieneHt  be  bud  reecixed.  and  from  thit 

momeut  he  iove(rt<>lien.TciifnKl  uftlii-  Keiteiit.    I'm  tfraircatTi'iinheiieil  atulhiflimedhia 
priv  -  - '"  '-' -  -  "  —"■  - '  -  ■  ■  -■- '  -    ■" ■— 


ofthatnur  laalllli-a  the  mint  df^-lierula  ciinnwheouiiMlNke  tnalitatnirniieaar?.  Iletiil- 
low<^  Hie  lEu-Kviit  fur  aimotinie.  ai.d  iraichi'd  fiir  nn  o[naRtunitr  lu  airikc  the  bbnr.  He 
'  tllblicumiTabiiuld  nnlveat  IJnlUhiniir,  Ihraivfa  vbichbi' vaata 


npainhia  wav  fnnn  Srirlhii;  to  Kil'Dbur  h  Hn  !■> -k  llb^1Hlldln  awmalen  irnllnT.t^ 
d  a  « liidoir  luH  anil  tlin  rIR'i^  i  aun'nil  n  fFaihr^lixl  on  the  Ocior.M  hbiilrr  be  aoUf  of  hi* 
fi-rt  from  lirlnit  hiMinl;  biiiijc  np  a  Iilick  cliith  bi'hliiil  Idn,  that  hhi  khednw  mirbl  out  ba 
olHWrrcdlhim  wltJHmtjantL  anrTa]lt1iifep"Tpara1ii.n.calm!jeiiavteil  theKovenfuoppnuclL 
MhiihuiMiHleiil,  iliiii  clhenbrhl.  laahoBw  i.M  riirdbtant.  Kime  ladl'-tiiiet  bifiitmatiun 
■it  the  damn  r  nbli  h  tbreiitiiied  blin  badbi-encimTiijviltiilh'BeKmt.nndlHip  ulfanra  b 
IitRintloil,  th.il  he  rvanlvvd  toictani  b;' Ihe  aamc  jtntc  thnin?h  which  he  had  oiilFrFil.  nrd 
tu  fi'tch  a(H-m|iiiKtniuiidtbr  tonn.  fint.  Bathe  crowd  about  the  pita  vaifnvat.  aod  iMihim- 
t:]C  uiinii|iiniut'^l  wlih  fear,  be  pmviiiled  dlriftlr  aliHiit  tlm  elrortt  aii<l  tliv  thnmp  i<t 
wiuile  iililiBlni;  bim  In  mm  c  rwj  kliin  Ir,  piiv  the  m»a«>in  tinie  to  lakr  no  tiw  an  Bim.  t!ia( 
lie  s1u>t  l.lm.  «ilh  a  I'lni.-li-  liiltri.  Ihrmiiih  the  loirvr  jnit  of  hia  1v]1.t.  anil  Li.kil  the  hone  nf 
a  gn'titlemiin  wlui  imle  im  Ua  Ktb  r  sUle.  Ilia  rillinrrra  tiiMunllr  e"<tMTiniml  In  bn-ak  li.te 
Ihi^  h<iu4  wbi'nec  Ibc  bhiwhnd  G:im<'j  liut  thrjfinind  iho  itiKr  at  nniirlT  ban  leaded,  and, 
hrfnre  it  iindd  Ivfiireed  ipcu,  ILinlltmi  hail  mMnitcd  n  fleet  borae.f  vhl&  Mnid  readrHar 


In)  sift  of  Lord  johD  UamUtou, 


were  finnrr'T  kt'nt  111  the  lai 

nrl'a.  l:i  NorthiiniliiT]  u  1. 

ran  Mr  Jiimra  Ihilleudrii.  Lurd  jBallee-Llcrk,  wliiw  abum 

iKdtbevntiulrophe  In  Il;0texl  — ■'ii'oiTihWiiui'K. 

St.  Andrews,  a  i>nia:iil  b  other  to  ilie  I  lake  of  t;biildher 


trilEluiu  m  turlrpH<i<1l<^*»<    ^*  trhiniiJ^S 


UUalileniuuu  tu  lijul  lltuiu  In  ll ,  u>  llii:  UUi,  ll>'  Ii]  II.*,  uu4  (ituiuix;  <>1  l>l-eft:iuiti 
''  iilhor.  upon  dutw"""  mind  of  n»ii|ti>.  fur  ■  l^tllB  wnmit  ddni-  imialilin, 
tbe.  MooMliuc  lo  >lis  rjlo  lr(]rt«r<iiM  iftpimfjoa  of  IM  litulo  oalioii 
•iltHcira'aSlauPaptn.tBll.tf.  W. 

Addresard  l/i  Iht  Riykl  IhiuiitnMr  Lid-j  Anm  ITamUlon. 

To  iliiiw  ottHvion |b  pall  iwido 


Whbn  piineoly  Hnmilton's  nbode 

Ennobled  Cndyon'ii  Gothio  towor<, 
""  - 1  rooud,   tlio   gablot 


flow'3 


Then 

m 

■  Ttntf 


i\  sped  the  Inttghiag  hoars. 
I   the  hnrp's  gay 
vuoltcd 


And 
Then,  thriUing 

illy   mng 

'  eohoAil  light  the  (liuiaiT'ti  bound. 
minh  knd   luUBia  cheer'd  Uie 


Bnt  Cadyow'i  towers,  in  rains  laid, 
Anil  TQiiltB,  by  ivy  mantled  o'er, 

ThriU  to  the  raasio  of  the  aharle. 
Or  echo  Evan'H  hoarser  ruor. 

w'a  Ridpd  fani 
_  .  .  nminatrel  tali. 

And  tone  ay  harp,  of  Jkirdur  fninie, 
On  the  will!  buiks  of  Kvandole. 

For  than,   from  Boonea   of   conrtly 


I  From  pi 
tun 


And  mark  the  ! 


Efan'a  banks  we  Elonil, 
The  paat  rotam«~th«  present  fliea,.! 

Where,  with  the  root's  wood  oover'4| 

~~       blenapd  late  the 


nine  I 


c  prid( 


And    feudal    banners   flannl 

Where  the  mde  lorrmifs  -hrawlh 

Waa  Bbnsg'd  with  thoni  and  ti 


of  keep   and 


Tia  night— the  shade  ( 

ObB(^n^ely  donee  on  Evan's  atream; 
Anil  on  the  wave  the  vrardnr'a  fire 
la  (iheqnering  the  moonlight  bean*  _ 
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Fftdea  bIot  Uieir  light;  Om  Mst  ii 

Itie  weM7  varder  le*T«8  lita  towar  ^ 
St«eda  mort;  nnoonpled  stag-lioniida 
W. 
And  m«n7  hnnteiB  quit  Uke  bowar. 

The  drawbridge  UIb  —  thej  hnny 
Clatters  each  plank  and  Bwinging 


Kist  of  hia  troop,  the  Chief  tode  i.    . 

His  shooting  metiy-man    throng 
behind; 
The  steed  of  princely  Bajnilton 

Was   fleeter  than   ■' 

From  tlie  thick  copse  the  Toebnoka 
bound, 
The  Htartlcd   red-deer    sends    the 

For  the  hoarse  bngle's  warrioT-sonnd 
Hog  Tonsed  their  monntoin  hannta 


Throngh  the  hnge  oaks  of  Evandale, 
Whose    limbs    a  thonaand    years 

What   enllen  roar  comes   dovn  the 
gale. 
And  dcovnu  the  hnnter'a  pealing 

Uighticst  of  all  the  beasts  of  chose, 
That  roam  in  wood;  Coledos, 

Crashing  the  foreat  in  his  mce, 
The  UoantaiQ  Bull  comes  thnnder- 


Ficrce.oD  the  hnnter'aqniTer'd  bond, 
Horolbi  hia  even  o£  swuithj  glow, 

Bpnma,  with  black  hoof  and  horn, 
the  s:uid. 
And  toaaea  high  hia  mane  of  snow. 


iwHul.  I 


lOnJ  of  I) 


imi'ij  o( 


imUioE 


..  DuVc 


ui  I  ii:»<'ii>i.'niui>.  in  FmiR',  and  Cmt  peer  ot 
Ihs  Rcotriih  rrnlm.  In  ]  S:'t)  tf  -ant  ■ppnimnl 
bj  Qiimi  Uarj  her  UfotcDAnt-frcneral  in 
i>cmriiDd,  under  tbe  ''"g"'—  title  of  bar 
•dopteil  bulwr. 


Aim'd  Tdl,  tba  OMUb^  laaM  h 

BtzD^f^  in  blood  the  WT^U* 
Hia  TOW  is  mnk  in  hollow  g 
Bound,  main 
thajjryM/ 


Til  noon— L_ 

The  hnntan  rart  tha  idla  apaar; 
Carls  throngh  the  teaaa  ttie  ahndar 

'Where  yeomaadi^it  UwwoodlaBd 

ftondlj  the  Ohlaftatn  mait^d  hia 

On    gieonwood    l^i    all    i»iii1<im 
thrown. 
Yet  misa'd  hia  aye  the  boldaM  nun 
That  bore  the  nr '" — "' 


■Wh^  fills  not  Sothwellhaagh  hia 
weal  and  woe  to 


Th.y  fills 
place, 

.tUl  won' 


Why. 


fara?"- 
Stem  Cland  replied,  with  darlnadiig 

(Grey  Paisley's  han^^  lord  v>a 

he,) 


Few  anna  have  set  since    Wood- 
housclee 

Saw  Bothwellhavgh'a  bright  gob- 
let a  foam 
When  to  hia  hearths,  in  sodal  ^«e^ 

The  war-worn  soldier  tarn's  hun 

'There,    won    txata    her    mil  in  iial 

His  Marnrat,  beantifal  and  mild, 
late  in  her  bower,  a  pallid  roae. 

And  peaoefol  noraed  her  new-bom 

child. 
1 0  change  aoonraed !  paat  an  tboae 

False  Unnay's   ratUe*    apoilen 
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4sa 


Wbmt    ahmted    phantom   nnden 

irild. 
Where    monntoin    Eake    through 

woodland  flovi, 

'  mmiB  enfold  b  Bhadoirj  ohUd — 
Oh  I  ia  it  she,  the  pallid  roeeT 


Heri 


•  Barenge,'  she  cn«8,  'on.  Hnmy'H 

And  woe   for   U^ored   Bothwell- 
hanghr" 
He  oeoaed— and  oriea  of  rase  and  Rrief 
Bnrat  TningUng  from  the  kindted 


Bntwho,  o'er  bosh,  o'er  atream  and 

Bidsi    headlong,    with    realstlees 
■peed. 


Whose  cheek  ia  pale,  whoM  eTeballs 

glare, 

Ae  onesome  Tirion'd  sicht  that  saw, 

Whose  hands  are  bloody,  loose  hie 

hair?— 

"Tis  he  1  'tis  he  I  'tia  Bothwellhangh. 

From  goty  sells,*  and  reeling  ateed, 
Bpnmg  the  fierce  horseman  with  a 

ia  carbine  ontbe  ground. 

Sternly  he  spoke— "  Tis  sweet  to  hear 
In  good  greenwood  th  e  bugle  blown, 

Bnt  sweeter  to  Bevenge's  ear, 
To  drink  a  t;rant'B  dying  groan. 


■  iSdb— uddlg.    A  void  nied  b;  SpenHr, 
■Bd  DUier  uiolent  ulhon. 


At  dawning  mom,  o'er  dale  Hid 

Bat  prouder  basfr-hom  Unn^  roda 
Through  old  Linlithgow's  orowded 

"Kom  the  wild  Border^  hambbd 

Jn  haughty  triumph  mordhed  he. 
While  Knox  relax'd  hia  bigot  pridsi 
And  amiled,  the  traitonnia  pomp 


Or  Pomp,  with  all  her  ooutlyj^arek 
The  settleil  he«ct  otToigeanoe  dannt 

Or  change  the  purpose  of  Daap^t 
"With    Iwckbnt  bent,   my   aaoral 

Dwk  as  the  pnrpoBed  deed,  I  ehoae. 
And  mark'd,  where,  mingling  in  hla 

P'd  f ___. 
"Dark  Morton,f  girt  with  many  « 

Mnidei's  fonl  minion,  led  the  Tan; 
And  trlaah'd  their  hioadaworda  in 

The    wild    Haofsdane's    plaided 

"  Glencaim  and  atontParkhead  wera 
nigh. 
Obseqaioas  at  tbefr  Bcffent's  redn. 
And  haggard  Lindesay's  iron  ey^ 

That  aaw  fair  Maiy  weep  in  tiuil 
"'Hid    pennon'd    spears,    a    ateely 
groTe 
Proad   Mnmy's  plumage    floated 

high; 

Scarce  could  hia  tramjding  ohuger 
So    close   the   minions   crowded 


>  From  the  raised  Tisor^  shade,  hit 


P«nan.  H  la  enonEh  to  n* . 
ive  lntheiDiiidnofI>aiU 
lit  pilTj  to  that  of  Jtmaitj. 
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Dnrk-TOUing,    gUnc«d   the   nnk> 

And  hia  Bte«l  tranoheoii,  wKved  on 
on  high, 
Beem'd     nunhalling     the    iron 
throng. 

'*Bat  Tet  hie  aadden'd  bnnr 
feas'd 
A   pwring   duule   of   donbt   Knd 

Some  fiend  was  whimpering 

'Bewftre     of    li^nied     Botbwell- 
baogh  r 
'  The  deftth-ehot  puts— the  cbargei 


s  tumnlt's  startling  roar  I 

-'-  -lumy  heir  ■  — 

e  gionnd, 

"What  joy  the  raptured  youth  can 

To   bear  her  love  the  loved  one 
tell— 
Or  he,  who  broaches  on  his  steel 

The  wolf,  by  whom  his  infant  fell '. 
'  Bat  dearer  to  my  injured  eya 
To  see  in  <liist  proud  Tilnrm;  loll  ; 
And  mine  wa.<9  ten  times  Irebleil  joy, 
To  h«ai  him  groan  his  f<!lon  soul. 


And  shriek'd  in  bis  dcatb-deafea'd 

■  Remember     itOnred      Bothwell- 
hangh  I' 
"  Then  speed  thee,  noble  Cbatlet- 


^re»d  to  tbe  wind  thw  bmnM'd 

treel* 
Eaoh   wMTior  baud  Us  ClvdMdala 
low  !— 
Hnnar    is   fkll'n.   and   SaoUnd 
free!'" 

Tsnlts  every  wuiin  to  hli  ■Isml 
Lond  bngtea  Jain  thafr  wild  M- 

"Uniray    is    UI'il    i 
freed) 
Conch,  Arrkn  I  ooocli  thj  ■] 


The  shoata  of  wsr  die  on  tba  gils^ 
Or  sink  in  Eran^  lonely  losbr. 

For  the  load  bnsle,  pealing  h^h. 
The  blackbird  whistles  down  tho 

And  sunk  in  ivied  rains  lie 
The  bauner'd  towers  of  EvsoidaJo. 
I  For  Chiefs.  inUnt  on  bloody  deed, 
I      And  Vengeance  shoating  o'er  tbs 

Lo !    high-bom    Beauty   roles    th« 

Or  gracefol  guides  the  silkea  rein. 

And  long  may  Fesoe  and  Pleuore 

The  maids  who  list  the  minsbel'B 

taJe; 
Nore' 


'  uf  lldiuiluni. 

THE  GRAY  BROTHER. 


rhe  ImporTect  aule  af  llilt  balliil,  vblch  via 
iceaffevlnl  rdriNcpuTiinM  uf  jrlTinr  11  Ili:il 
r  rrom  iingraiiBi^l  ciiriiMitf.  (In  tlip  rnniri 
ipleicd  Ibe  liJc.  trho  biiil  runnil  liinut^f  nlilc  i 
—  ■■-- ^[llll^o^  of  perwii ■■ — ■-' " 


tloD  of  ontlreiT  luppreBunir  im 
The  tndlUun  upoD  wtilcti 


tale  !•  liiDndcd,  ne^nU  ■  I 


«  ingtatBi,  u  bl«  inUs- 
I  ujna  Uw  bunnj  oTQU 


^mli!^ 


COXTRtUUTlom  TO  MINSTRELSY. 

in.    Tliia  tnuldinK,  n 
le  TdUdh  InK  tISKic  w: 

B  Abtnl  of  ItsvlHlUi,  «  ricblt 
isDHft  ui  lUBHHnD  tiii<  DOITS  vejltof  tha  UiirqDuor  LothlAD 
Mce  ortliia  elrouniatance.  ui'l  IiudihI  bIm  ihHt  tbs  Iotbis  out 
B  Dj  Ihe  connlvBijce  of  the  ladf'i  diiiw.  vhn  lived  M  tbl*  hi 
irBonidele.  He  rormnl  b  moloUnn  of  btiwilr  renmutoo,  nndi 
ocltr  of  Ihe  olorioil  cbBrociUir,  ot  b;  the  «lruae«'  oIiiiinB  of 


^hoMing,  tbereliire,  ft  dark  aad  nlndr  niglil.  ii 


il  GllmBrlaa  GmDira, 


iiunil  Bll'ra^un. 
ft  nmtibiutilile*, 


ihedweltog,     ..    _ 

Thd  Kwn J  wlLb  whjgh  ihebulliul  qpiinii.«iis(nep<tteit  bjllii 
ntnnied  rrnm  the  UlnorAlenii<lcr  Fudi-n.  oua  of  iLo  vuideil 

"-'       tl  of  CMporooiaa",  durinKthoroifO  orChnrinll.  lud 

"     '  ■    '  "  wrhaiti  Mallj  bcliaiod 


horoiffO. 


wnuucs, 


iin  WH  BflppoBal  b;  hii  foUnwen,  nixJ,  pcrhaiii  nalljlRlieiedhiinuir.  tube  i 
ipcrnniunlirini^  Tiir  Ilia  wtid  •cenmrliirb  Lhe7l>i-giiaiiiHl,sntl  ilia  cimdnni 
ih  nrre  inuiirmi  thruiifi'i  iln^  pruwiiFEkni,  doepeDed  npun  tboir  mlnda  llie  i 
"  '  m,  m  Kcntnl  In  lluiE  arB, 

.iriatiuiietlinabfl  IPudvnlaanieto  AnilreirKDnDaiia^ 
.1 — ki .  ...  1 — .. >•  ai nitrtitlji bia hum.     *' 


gluoin  of 
tti«  pirlib  of  Al- 


lawKT,  111  tba  ihlrs  cf  A  jr.  bniiK  lo  preaob  ii  ulK^tlji  bia  hum.  Alter  lie  oamE  [ii.  hn  balud 
alitilf,  laitnJnK  Dpon  a  ohair^b.ial(,  irilh  bla  fico  t>o>srnt<  irlieuba  Kfled  up  hia  bead,  ha 
aaid.  'iWanlntlilBhonMtbiitllinvaButoiiHwaracifealnttnnDnio;'  hi-  1iall«t  aUiUa 
uam,  luylnit.  'Tliiaia  atnn^,  thai  the  dpTll  will  nn^icHi'.  that  ire  maj  bciria  our  vork !' 
Tlieu  tuie  waa a noman  vent  nut. Ill  Iwhivl  np»n  nlmoatiill  1ii)rUfa.»ii4to  hi-rd;lD^bauT, 


4 


_ jUenhaoimeOiinm- 

DntMnpnn  tbaS«  i|>iar4N«d, 


forairil^  viUi  many  pieaamitiii 
That  Johiillalrbevl  (rbom  1 1.  .< 

UndloGaUawaT.hanaairin.'l 

vbm  a  inji7  ill-iooklncmanciini' 

JpartLikiu  nf  the  omiaga:]  iiiin:' 
UK  iiuw  come  Into  ibialumiiii      !..... 
•uoitent  uuL  *i>dhe(n(wliil|n''i  I  " '.   > 
tiftanil'ruplittir,<irilr.  Altzaifkr  Vcdn 
ill  anOevtv.  |uin  ii.  {  »'. 

Alrieuillt  ciirre  iKHidaDtmsirti.  "Ihattbalnoapaolljof  FimoanllnKlntheiiartumaMa 
of  K  reliirluua  dutj.  when  a  iMiiluialaal  dperwHiu  urawnt.uu(miuili  bl):bDrii"llualry||iaa 
llii-vTaot  Ibellnraivnilllr.  AlaiaiideT  Pedsn."— Fuj*  Mmri"' robwliM  c>in-9R.    -aMta 


'■'  iiiKdenr.  althobuskoflbsAnllan, 
I  ^'ii<l.  -  Them  M  anme  ■iibaum  b»4r 

:  ;i["liintii.ipiii»iiiu,iilil'  Tlilapar- 
N  iji.'ltlieroHsiiln  nur  nniK."— ISa 

tiiltr  v/  Ui  Oaipit  01  Htn  OlMtim, 


Tai  Fopa  lie  was  sajing  tba  high, 
high  mass, 
All  on  Snint  Petet'H  d»y. 
With  tho  powar  to  him  given,  by  the 
Bniutti  in  heaven, 
To  witab  men's  »iaB  awajr. 

The  Pope  he  wae  aaying  the  biassed 


did  paoi. 
As  he  kisa'il  tho  I10I7  gronnd. 

And  nil.  nmona  the  crowded  throogp 
V/&a  atill  boih  limb  and  tonKoe, 

While,    thruugb    vaulted    roof    nnil 
isles  aloof. 
The  holy  uccenta  mug. 


,  rtffiipte  Ufffftli9t  taera  ea 


At  tha  holiest  -word  he  quiver'd  tat 

And  falter'il  in  the  aonnd— 
And.  when  he  wonld  the  oholicerear. 

He  dropp'd  it  to  tha  gronnd. 
"The  breath  of  one  o[  evil  deed 

PoLlattBourBucrcd  day; 
He  1:aa  uo  portion  in  onr  cireed. 

No  part  la  wbut  I  any. 

••  A  beiuR,  whom  no  bleased  word 
To  ghostly  peiii^n  call  bnna  ; 

Awrctch.utivhoscnppcoachabhair'd, 
Becoila  eneh  holy  thing. 


SCOTTS  POETICAL  WOSKB. 


Lcloth  grey; 
Fax  joTiTaeyiBajTtaa  hU  natiTs  flald. 

He  flnt  H&w  Borne  that  day. 
Ibr  forty  dan  and  night*  k>  drear, 

I  Teen  he  nod  not  apoket 
And,  aaTeviUibTeaJ  and  water  dear, 

Hia  (aat  he  ne'er  had  broke. 
Amid  the  penitential  flock, 

Beem'd  none  more  bent  to  pray; 
Bnt,  vhen  the  Holy  Father  spoke. 

Be  rose  and  went  his  way. 
Again  nnto  hia  native  land 

His  weary  conrse  he  drew. 
To  Lothian's  fair  and  fertile  atrand. 

And  PentUnd'a  monntaina  bine. 
HIb  nubleat  feet  hia  natWe  seat, 

'Mid  Eske'B  fair  woods,  regain; 


Xhio'   wooda 

Bolla  to  the  eastern  main. 
And  lords  to  meet  the  pilgiim  came. 

And  VBueols  bent  tba  knee; 
For  nil  'midScfltlond'scbiefuof  lame, 

Was  none  more  famed  than  be. 
And  boldly  for  his  conntry,  still. 

In  battle  ho  had  stood. 
Ay,  even  when  on  the  banks  of  Till 

Uer  noblest  poor'd  their  blood. 
Sweet  are  the  paths,  O  passing  sweet  1 

By  Eske's  fair  streams  that  run. 
O'er  airy  steep,  through  copsewood 

Impervions  to  the  sun. 
There  the  rapt  poet's  step  may  rove, 


From  that  fnir  dome,  where  snitiapald 

By  blast  of  bngle  free. 
To  Anchendinnv's  hazel  glade, 

And  hannted  WoodhooHelee. 
Who  knows  not   Melville's   beechy 

And  Boslin's  rocky  glen, 
Dalkeith,  which  all  tlie  virtues  love. 
And  clasaio  Hawthomdeu? 


Tet  never  ft  pallt,  tett  daj  to  iaj. 
The  pilcnm's  JnoWw  nao^ 

Save  bntthe  mMan  mj 
Ta  Bomdale'a  rauad  gBmga. 

A  wofal  t^aoa  «■•  Qm^  I  man. 

As  aortow  oonlddeibe; 
For  nodding  to  the  bu  vaa  eacb 
crambling  wall. 

And  the  toof  was  aoatlted  witfa  flr*. 

It  fell  npon  a  anmmer'a  ar^ 

WhUe,  on  Gamethy's  head. 
The  lost  &int  gleanu  of  the  asu*B  law 

Had  Btreak'd  the  gray  wUh  nd; 

And  die  oonvent  Ml  did  ToqMn  tall, 

Kewbattle's  oaks  among. 
And  mingled  with  the  aoMum  knall 

Oai  lAdye's  erening  song. 

The  heavy  knell,  the  ehoii'a  bint 

Came  slowly  down  the  wind. 
And  on  the  pilgrim's  ear  they  fall. 
As  his  wonted  path  he  did  find. 

Deep  sank  in  thought,  I  ween,   he 

Nor  ever  raised  his  eye. 
Until  he  came  to  that  drearj  plao^ 
Which  did  all  in  mins  lie. 

He  gazed  on  the  walls, 
with  fire. 

With  many  a  bitter  groan — 
And  there  was  aware  <rf  a  Orqr 

Resting  him  on  a  stone. 

"Now,  Christ  thee  saTaT  Mi 
Oroy  Brother; 
Some  pilgrim  thon  iihiiiiii 


e  amaze  did  Lard  Albert 
'er  again  made  ho. 


be." 
Bnt  in  s 


'  O  come  ye  trom  o 

from  west, 
Or  bring  reliqnea  thim  or 


BALLADS  FROM  THE  QERMAS. 


"  1  come  not  from  the  ahnne  of  St. 
Jamea  the  divine, 
"Sot  bring  reliqueB  from  orer 


I  bring  bat  a  ai 

the  Pope, 

Which  for  ere 


villoling  tc 


"  Now,  wofal  pilgrim,  gay  not  bo  ! 

Bnt  kneel  thee  down  to  me, 
And  shrive  thee  so  clean  of  th;  deadly 
sin. 

That  absolved  thou  mayest  be." — 
"  And   Tho    art    thon,    thon    Oray 


That  I  sbonld  shrive  to  thee. 
When  He,  to  whom  are  given  the  keys 
of  earth  and  heaven. 
Has  no  power  to  pardon  tne  7"— 

"  O  I  am  sent  from  a  distant  clime. 
Five  thoaBand  miles  away. 

And  all  to  absolve  a  fonl,  foul  erime^ 
Done  litrt  'twiit  night  and  day." 

The  pilgrim  kneel'd  him  on  the  aand 
And  thus  began  his  saje — 

When  on  his  neck  on  ice-oold  hand 
Did  that  Oray  Brother  laye. 


BALLADS,  TRANSLATED,  OR   IMITATED, 
FROM  THE  GERMAN,  &C. 


WnT.TiSM  AND  HELEN. 


Fbok  heavy  dreams  fair  Helen  rose. 
And  eyed  the  dawning  red  : 

"  Alas,  my  love,  thou  twrieat  long '. 
O  art  thon  false  or  dead?"— 


With   gallant   Fred'rick'a.   princely 

He  Bonght  the  bold  Cmaade; 
But  not  B  word  trom  Jndah'a  wars 
Told  Helen  how  be  sped. 


With  Paynim  and  with  Saracen 
At  length  a  trace  was  made, 

And  ev'ry  knight  retnm'd  to  dry 
The  tears  his  love  hod  shed. 


Onr    gallant    host    was    ho: 
bound 
With  many  a  song  of  joyj 


LCNOB^  "  OP  BUBOKB. 

Oreen   waved   the   laurel  in  enoh 
plume. 
The  badge  of  victory. 

And  old  and  yonog,  and  aire  and 

To  meet  them  crowd  the  way. 
With  Bbonte,  and  mirth,  and  melody. 
The  debt  of  lore  to  pay. 

Fall  many  a  maid  her  trne-love  met, 
And  sobb'd  in  hia  embraoe. 

And   flutt'ring    joy    in   teaia    and 
amilcB 
Array'd  fall  many  a  lace. 

Nor  joy  nor  smile  for  Helen  sad; 

iShe  sought  the  hont  in  vain; 
For  none  coold  tell  her   William's 
fatc^ 

If  faithless,  or  if  slain. 


BCOTTS  POETICAL  WOBKB. 


The  martial  tMtnd  ia  past  and  gone; 

She  rends  her  Taven  hair, 
And  in  distrBCtion'B  bitter  mood 

She  weepB  witb  wild  despair. 

"  0  rise,  my  child,"  hor  mother  stud. 


"  O  mother,  what  is  gone,  is  gone. 
What's  lost  for  ever  lorn  : 

Death,  death  alona  can  comfort  me  ; 
O  had  I  ne'er  been  bom  I 

"0   break,  my  heart,— O  break  at 

Drink  my  life-blood.  Despairl 

No  joy  rerasina  on  eiirth  for  me, 

For  me  in  heaven  no  shure."— 


"  O  enter  not  in  imlgmenl,  LioxA  \ 
The  piouH  motlier  prays  ; 

"Impute  not  guilt  to  thy  frail cliild  ! 
She  knows  nut  what  Blia  aays. 


His 


O  say  thy  pater  noNter.  child  ! 
O  turn  lo  God  nnd  griicc  1 

will,  that   tum'd   thy  bliss  lo 
hale. 
Can  change  thy  bail  to  bliss." — 


"  0  mother, 

O  mother 
My    Williuui's  lovo  was  heaven  on 
eurlh. 

Without  it  enrth  is  hell. 

"Why    should    I   pray  to  mthleaa 

Since  mj  lored  Willinm's  slain  ? 
I  only  pray  d  for  William 'h  suke. 
And  all  my  prayers  were  vain." 


ly  Tedgnstion'e  humble  praja 
0  hallow'd  be  thj  woe  r^ 


"  No  MOtament  can  quench  tbia  fln. 

Or  slake  this  scoronins  pain- 
No  sacrament  c*n  bid  t£e  de«a 
Arise  and  live  again. 

"0    break,    •atj  heart,— O  break  at 

Bs  Uion  my  god.  Despair  t 
Heaven's  heaviest  blov  naa  fidlon  on 

And  vun  each  ftnitleaa  pj^rer." — 


She  knows  not  what  her  tongne  h 

Impute  it  not,  I  pray  ! 


"Forbear,  my  child,  tbia 

And  lum  to  Ood  and  ii^moe; 
Well  tan  devotion's  hoavenlv  glow 

Convert  thy  bale  to  bliss.   — 

"  0  mother,  mother,  what  la  bliss? 

O  mother,  what  is  bale  ? 
Without    my    William    what    were 

Or  with  him  what  were  belli"— 

Wild  she  arraigns  the  eternal  doom, 

I'lihraids  i'iM;h  sacred  power. 
Till,  spout,   she   sought  her   silent 

All  in  the  lonely  tower. 

She  heiit  her  breast,  she  wmng  her 

Till  snn'and  day  were  o'er, 
.\nd  through  the  glimmering  lattice 


I  Then,  crash  t  the  heavy  drawbridge 


BALLADS  FROM  TOB  aERMAX. 


That  o'er  the  moat  vas  him 

Aiiil,  clstterl  clatter!  onital 

Xlie  hoof  of  cooraer  mog. 

Tbe  clank  of  echoing  steel  wn 
As  off  ths  ri<ler  bonndtxl; 

All  1  slowly  on  tho  winiliiig  stair 
A  heavy  footstep  Bounded. 

And  hark  I  and  hark  t  and  knook — 

Tnp  1  tap  1  _ 
A  miiUing  stifled  noise; — 
Door-latch      and    tinltling     ataples 

ring;— 
At  length  &  whispering  Toice. 

"  Awake,  awake,  arise,  my  love  1 
How,  Helen,  dost  tbonlwe? 

'Wak'at  thon,  or  sleep'st?   laogh'st 
tlion,  or  weep'sl? 
Hast  tbooghl  on  me,  mjr  fui}"- 

■'My  love!    my  love  I— so  lata    bj 


"Bnsk,  bosk,  and  botmel*    Thon 
monnt'st  behind 
Upon  my  black  barb  steed: 
[   O'erstockandstyle.ahimdredmilei, 
We  baste  (o  bndal  bed. " — 


To-nigbt  —  to-night    a   hnndred 

O  dearest  William,  stay  I 
The  bell  strikes  twelve-— dark,  dismal 

O  wait,  my  love,  till  day  1" — 


"Look  here,   look  here — the  moon, 
sliines  clear  — 

Full  fast  I  ween  we  ride; 
Uoaut  and  away  I  for  ere  the  day 

We  reach  our  bridal  bed. 


Where,     WUliam,     oonldst     thoa 


''  The  blaok  barb  snorts,  the  bridle 
rings; 
Haste,  busk,  and  bonne,  and  seat 
tbeet 
The   fooat   is   made,    the    chamber 
spread, 
The  bndal  gneeta  await  thee." — ' 

Strong  love  prevoil'd:  She  bosks,  she 


'•  We  saddle  lote— from  Hnngary 
I  roile  since  darkness  fell; 

And  li>  its  bourne  we  both  return 
BnCore  the  matin-bell." — 


"  O  rest  this  night  within  mr  arms, 
And  warm  thee  in  their  fold  I 

Chill  howls  through  hawthomebnn 
the  wind: — 
Uy  love  la  deadly  cold." — 


"  Let  the  wind  howl  throagh  haw- 
thorne  biuh  I 

This  night  we  must  away; 
ThoHteed  is  wight,  the  spnr  is  bright; 

I  ouinot  stay  tiU  day. 


Eer  lily  arms  she  twined. 

And,  hurry !  hurry  1  off  they  lode, 

Aa  fast  as  fast  might  be ; 
Spnm'd  from  ths  conraer's  thundov 
in  g  heels 
Tbellaiihing  pebblea  flee. 
XUTm. 


BCOTTB  POSnOAL  WORKH. 


EVut,  ^t,  each  tuonntun,  mead,  ukd 
Aiid  oot,  and  ouUe,  flew. 

■ffit  bst—doBt    fear?— The    mooa 
Hhinbd  clear — 
Fleet  goes  mj  barb— keep  hold  I 
pMr'atdon?"— "Oao!"  the  faint 

"  Bat  Thy  M  stem  and  oold  t 

"What  yondra  ringa?  That  yonder 

Why  shiielcB  the  owlet  grey  ?" — 

"  lis  death-bells'  dang,   tis  fnneial 

Bong, 

The  body  to  the  clay. 

XU. 

"With  aoog  and  clang,  at  morrow's 

Te  nuy  int«c  the  dead; 
To-niRbt  I  ride.with  my  yotmg  bride, 
To  deck  oar  bridal  bed. 


"Come  with  thy  choir,  thon  coBiaM 
gnest. 
To  swell  onr  nuptial  song  1 
Gome,  priest,  to  blesa  oar  marriage 

feast  1 
Come  all,  come  all  along  I"— 

Ceased  clang  and  Bong;  down  sunk 
the  bier; 

Tbeehronded  corpse  arose: 
And,  hntry  I  harry  t  all  the  train 

The  tiianderiag  steed  porsnefl. 

And,  forward  1  forward  1  on  they  go; 

Hiffh  snorts  the  Btrainina  steed; 
Thick  pants  the  rider's   labonring 
breath. 
Ab  headlong  on  they  speed. 
I1.T 

"  O  William,  why  this  WTOBe  haste  ? 
And  where  thy  bridal  bed  T'— 


ohlll. 


"So  room  for  maP" — " Enmudx fbr 
both;-  — ™«« 

8peed.apeed,m7  baib,  thr  ooniMr ' 
O  er  thundering  btidg(^  thravgh  boil- 


He  £oTe  (ha  foriou  hora^ 


briffU, 
The  Ashing  pebUea  fleet 

Fled  past  on  right  and  left  bow  tmi 
Each  forest,  grove,  and  bower  1 

On  right  end  left  fled  past  bow  tm^ 
£aon  city,  town,  and  tower  I 

"Dost  fearf  dost  fearf    The  moon 

shines  clear, 
Cost  fear  to  ride  with  me  1 — 
Hurrah  !  hurrah  I  the  dead  can  rids  T 

O  William,  let  them  be  1— 

"See  there,  see  there!   What  yonder 

And  cr^iks  'mid  whistling  rain?" 

Oibbetandsteel.th'aceoraed  wheel; 
A  moiderer  in  tusohain. — 


Hollo  t  thoa  felon,  follow  here: 
To  bridal  bed  we  ride; 
And  thoa  shalt  prsnoe  a  fetter  danoe 
Before  me  and  my  bride." — 


Splash  I  Bplaah  I  akng  tha  bm; 


BALLADS  FROM  IHE  OERXAK. 


The  BcoDrge  ia  red,  the  epni  diopa 
The  flsBhing  pebbles  flee. 


Row  fleil   what   moonshino   funtiy 
Bhow'd ! 

How  fled  what  dukneas  bid  I 
Howfled  the  earth  beneath  their  feet, 

The  heaven  above  their  head  I 


"DoBt  fear?  aost  fear?    The  moon 
shineg  clear. 

And  weU  the  dead  can  ride; 
Does  foithfnl  Helen  fearfortbem  ?" — 

•■  0  leave  in  peace  the  dead  1"— 

in. 
"Barb!  Barbt  methiuke  I  hear  the 

The  Band  will  soon  be  mn: 
Barb  I  Barb!  I  amell  the  morning  ur; 
The  race  ia  wellnigh  done." — 

l^amp  I  tramp !  along  the  land  they 

Splash  1  aplaah  1  along  the  aea; 
The  Bconrge  is  red,  the  Bpnr  drops 

The  flnnhing  pebbles  flee. 


•■  Hnrrah  T  hnmh !  well  ride  the  dead ; 

The  bride,  the  bride  is  oome; 
And  soon  we  re -cb  the  bridal  bed. 

For,  Helen,  here's  mj  home." — 


Belnctaut  on  its  met;  hinge 

Kevolved  an  iron  door, 
And  by  the  pale  moon's  setting  bet 

Weie  been  a  choich  and  tower. 


With  msjiy  a  shriek  and  017  whli 

The  birds  ot  midnight,  scared; 

And  rastling  like  antomnal  leaves 

Unballow  d  ghosts  were  heard. 

O'er  many  a  tomb  and  tombstone 

Be  sparr'd  the  fiery  horse. 
Till  eudden  at  an  open  grave 
He  cheok'd  the  wondrons  coniae. 


Down  drops  the  casque  of  steel. 
The  cnirus  leaves  his  shriiikiiig  sid^ 
The  Bpnr  bia  gory  heeL 


The  eyes  desert  the  naked  skull. 
The  monld'ring  flesh  the  bone. 

Till  Helen's  lily  anus  entwine 
A  ghsstly  skeleton. 


The  fnrions  barb  snorts  Are  and  foam. 
And,  with  a  fe>u:ftd  bound. 

Dissolves  at  once  in  empty  air. 
And  leaver  hei  on  the  ground. 


Half  seen  by  flta,  by  fits  half  heard. 

Pale  apeiArea  flit  along. 
Wheel   round  the    maid  in  dismal 


And  howl  the  funeral  song; 


"E'en  when  the  heart's  with  angnisk 
cleft, 

Severe  the  doom  of  Heaven, 
Her  Bonl  is  from  her  body  reft; 

Her  spitit  be  forgiven  1 


BOOTT'S  fOBTIOAL   WOBSS, 


0,  Trao  rides  bj  niRht  thro'   the 

voodland  bo  wild? 
It  is  the  fond  father  embrftdng  Me 

child; 
And  close  the  bo;  neBtlea  wiUtin  his 

loTsd  arm, 
To  hold  himself  fast,  and  to  beep 

himself  trarm, 

"  O  fnthsr,  see  yonder  I  see  yonder  1" 

"My  boy,  npon  what  doat  thou  ieax- 

fully  gaze  ?" — 
"O,  'tis  the  Erl-King  with  his  ciown 

and  his  sliioud." 
'*Ko,  my  son,  it  U  bat  a  dark  wieoth 

of  the  cloud." 


(TB 


^) 


*■  O  wilt  tfaoQ  go  with  ma,  tboa  Iotb- 

lioat  boy  ? 
My  daoghter  Bhall  tend  thee  with 

care  and  with  joy; 
She  Ehall  bear  thee  to  Ughtly  tluo' 

wet  iind  thro'  wild, 
And  [iieai  thee,  and  Um  tliec^  aad 

Bing  to  my  ehild." 

"O  father,  my  laHieT,  and  saw  yen 


delay, 


•'O  coma  and  go  with  me,  thon  loie-  .  < 

liest  child;  i 

By  miiny  n  gay  sport  sliall  thy  time    Or  elao.  sillr  child.  I  wiU  drag  tbee 

be  be(4uiletl;  .   j         away,"— 

My  mothor  keejis  for  thee  fall  many    ■•  0  father !  O  father !  now,  now  keep 

a  fair  toy,                                          |         your  h.ild, 
And  many  a  fine  flower  shall  she  i  xhe    Erl-King   has  seized    me bis 

pluck  for  my  boy."  I         grasp  is  so  cold  P— 

"O,  father,  my  father,  and  did  you  j  Sore  trembled  the  father;  he  Bpnrr'd 
not  hear  |         tbro'  the  wibl. 

The  Erl-King  whisper  so  low  in  my  Claspini{  close  to  his  bosom  his  shad- 
ear?'' —  I         dering  cliiUI; 

"Be  still,  my  heart's  darling — my  Ha  rt'iictioB  his  dwelling  in  donbt 
child,  be  at  i>asiM  |  nod  in  ilr..'ad. 

It  WD3  bnt  the  wild  blast  as  it  sung  i  But,  clitsp'd  to  his  bosom,  the  t"*»^t 
thro'  the  trees."  was  dtadl" 


MISCELLASEOVS  POEMS. 


MISCELLANEOUS  POEMS. 


lliviD  rrom  Itie  oriipmil  pucnw)  witb  aa  ■■- 


THE  VIOLET. 


ThfBt 


1  Id 


Enjtli.h  Miu»tn-lsj,  IMII.     _...,    

un  in  1T.I7,  un  oooulun  of  iho  posl'i  Jkup- 
pgiiituuin:  lu  love — See  L^t  af  SbbO,  Tol.l. 

Tee  violet  in  her  green-wood  boim, 
WhiTu  birohsa  bongha  with  hazels 

Mflf  licMidt  iteelf  the  fairest  flower 

In  glen,  or  copse,  or  forest  dingle. 
Though  fair  her  gems  of  ozore  hue. 

Beni:at1i  the  Jew-droji's  weight  re- 
clining; 
I've  Beun  on  eye  of  loTelJer  hne, 

More  Bwect  through  wafry  loBtre 
shining. 
The  Buiniuer  snn  that  dew  shall  dry. 

Ern  yet  the  tlaj  be  past  its  morrow ; 
Nor  longer  in  my  false  love's  eyo 

Iteiuaiu'il  the  tear  of  parting  sor- 


BAIITHRAM'S  DIBGE.* 
Thet  shot  him   dead  at   the  Nine- 
Stone  Kig, 
BeHide  the  t-Ieadless  Croea. 
And  they  left  him  lying  in  his  blood, 
UjHtn  the  moor  and  uioss. 

They  made  a  hier  of   the    broken 


And  waked  him  there  all  day. 


She  bathed  him  in  the  Lady-WeU 

Eia  wounds  so  deep  and  but. 
And  she  platted  a  garland  for  hia 

And  a  garland  for  his  hair. 

They  rowed  him  in  a  lily-sheet, 
And  bore  him  to  his  earth, 

[And  the  Gray  Friora  song  the  dead 
man's  mass, 
Aa  they  passed  the  Chapel  Oarth.] 

They  baried  him  at  [the  mirk]  mid- 
night, 

[When  the  dew  feU  cold  and  still, 
When  the  aspin  gray  forgot  to  play. 

And  the  mist  citing  to  the  hilL] 

They  dug  his  grave  bat  a  bare  foot 
By  Uie    edge  of   the    Nine-Stone 

And  they  covered  him  [o'er  with  the 

heath  er-flower], 
The  moss  and  the  [Iiady]  fern. 

A  Orsv  Friar  staid  npon  the  grave. 

And  Bang  till  the  morning  tide. 
And  a  friar  shall  uing  for  Itarthnim'a 

While  the  Headless  Cross  shall  bide. 


THE  LAMEST  OF  THE  BORDEB 

WIDOW.' 
Hi  love  he  built  mo  a  bonny  bower. 
And  clad  it  a'  ui'  lilyo  fiour, 
A  brewer  bower  yu  uo'pr  did  see, 
Than  my  true  love  he  built  for  me. 

There  como  a  man,  by  middle  day. 
He  bpied  bis  spurt  and  WL-nt  away; 
And   brought   the  King    that  tm7 


scorrg  poetical  woaxa. 


Hn  Blew  m;  kusht,  to  me  bm  d«u; 
He  slew  my  knight,  and  poin'd  iiM 

Vj  servuita  »U  for  life  did  flea, 
Andlefbm'  ' ' — ''^- 


I  sewed  bis  Bheot,  making  m j  man< 
I  watohsd  the  oorpge,  myeelf  alane; 
I  watched  his  hodyiii(;ht  and  daj; 
No  hving  creatine  oame  that  vaj. 
I  took  hia  body  on  mjr  back, 
And  whiles  I  gned,  and  whilea  I  sal 
I  digD'd  a  mve,  and  laid  him  in. 
And  happ'd  him  with  the  aod  sa 


Kaa  liTing  man  I'll  lovs  wain. 


A  LYKE-WAKE  DtEOE.* 

This  ae  niBhte,  this  aa  nighto. 

Every  night  anil  nlle; 
Fire  luiil  xlepta  and  cnndle  Uglily 

And  (.'hriuie  niceivo  thye  sanlo. 
When  thou  from   hence  away   are 

Every  night  and  alle; 
To    Whinny-mnir   thon    comeat   at 

And  Chriate  receive  thye  aanle. 
If  cTor  thon  gavcnt  hosen  and  shoon, 

Every  nii;lit  and  alle; 
Sit  tLoe  ditwn  and  pnt  them  on; 

And  Chrinte  receive  thye  sanle. 
If  boecn  and  ahoon  thou  ne'er  gaveet 

Ereiy  night  and  alle; 
The  whInuQB  shall  pricke  thee  to  the 
bare  bnne: 
And  ChriEta  receive  thye  sanle. 
From     Whinny-mnir     when     thon 
mayat  passe, 


Branr  bJ|^  BBd  alb; 
To  Brigg  o'  SiMd  thon ■!  ri 

Thm  dhiirta  iMaIra  thjv  mmIa. 


From  Brlgg  o*  Dimd  'rt«i  ttoa 
maystpaH^ 
Evaiy  night  aad  aDa; 
To  pingatMy  fln  Otas  aomart  at 

And  COuiria  iMclre  tl^e  aaola. 
If  erarthoa  Kk<r«at  aaat  or  dxial^ 

Eveiy  oi^t  and  aOa; 
The  fire    fitall    naror    inaka   Oee 

And  OhzUta  laeaiTa  tbja  aaale. 


Itm 


>r  diinka  Utmi  Barer 


This  ae  nighte,  this  aa  nl^te^ 

Every  night  and  alle; 
Fire  and  sleeta  and  cuidle  tights, 

And  Christs  xeoeive  thye  aaalak 


HELTELLTH. 

a  theijiilnaof  IE 

Eibnl  bj  ImilpfF  1i 
»ll;a.    Blire 

three  moiillii  ■_ , ._, 

id  Kiunled  t>r  a  InlihAd  KnMr-lriMh.  hk 
ttasl  atleiidiuK  durtDg  fininent  nitttarT 
ibliH  IhroUKlitlisirUdtufCDiiibBrUtulud 
BlmoreUuUp 

I  cumb'd  the  dark  brow  of  the  mighty 
Helvellyn, 
Lakes  and  moontaina  beneath  me 

gleam 'd  misty  and  wide; 
U  was  still,  save  by  fits,  whoa  the 

eagle  waa  yelling, 
And  Htorting  around  me  the  eohoaa 
replied. 
On  Iha  right,  Sbriden-adga  ronnd  the 
Bed-tam  waa  banding. 
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s  left  TBige  wai 


And  Catchedioam 

defending. 
One  huge  nameless  rook  in  the  fiont 

Tas  ascending. 
When  Imark'd  Qie  Had  spot  irheie 

the  wanderer  had  died. 

Dark  green  was  that  apot  'mid  tbo 
brdwa  m  (mil  tain- heather, 
Where  the  Filsrim  of  Nature  lay 

Btreteh'd  in  decay. 
Like  the  corpse  of  an  outcast  aban- 

don'd  to  weather, 
Till  the  taoiin tain  winda  wasted  the 

tenantleaa  clay. 
Not  vet  qTiite  deserted,  though  lone- 

For,  faithful  in  death,  his  mnta  fa- 
Toorite  attended. 

The  much-loved  remaina  of  her  mas- 
ter defended. 
And  chased  the  hill-foi  and  the 

How  long  didst  thou  think  thathia 

silence  waa  alamber  7 
When  the  wind  waved  his  garment, 

how  oft  didst  thou  alatt? 
Bow  many  long  days  and  long  weeks 

didst  thon  number. 
Ere   he   faded   before    thee,    the 

friend  of  thy  heart? 
And,  oh  I  was  it  meet,  that — no  re- 
quiem read  o'er  him — 
No  mother  to  weep,  and  no  Mend  to 

deplore  him. 
And    thon,    little  guardian,    alone 

stretch'd  before  him — 
tJnhononr'd  the  PUgrim  from  life 

shonld  depart? 

When   a  Prince  to  the  &te  of  the 
Peasant  has  yielded, 
The  tapestry  waves  dark  round  the 
dim-liRhted  ball; 

With  Bcatcbeona  of  silTer  the  ooffln 
is  shielded, 
And  pages  ntand  mate  fay  the  can- 
opied pall : 

Throngh  the  oonrts,   at  deep  mid- 
night, the  torches  are  Reaming; 

In  theprondly-arch'dohapelthel>an- 


Far  ftdown  the  long  aisle  sacred  ma- 
sio  is  streaming. 
Lamenting  a  Chief  of  the  people 
sbonld  fall. 
Bat  meeter  tat  thee^  gentle  lover  of 
nature, 
To   lay   down  thv  head  like  the 


idly-arch  d  oh 
•e  Dsamln^ 


When,  wilder'd,  he  drops  from  some 
cliff  hnge  in  stature, 
And  draws  his  lost  sob  by  the  side 
of  his  dam. 

And  more  stately  thy  oonch  by  this 
desert  lake  lying. 

Thy  obsequies  enng    by  the  gtvy 
ploverlBjing, 

With  one  futhfnl  friend  but  to  wit- 
ness thy  dying. 
In   the   arms   of   Halvallyn   and 
Catohedicam. 

THE  DUMG  BABD. 

Am. — Daffgdi  Oangtem. 
Ths  Wcldi  tradition  beui.  tlut  >  Bud,  on 

b<a    dmh-brd,  demandnt  bl*    harp,    and 

plajed  Ihs  air  to  wblch  thus  vbthi   an 

adapted ;  reqOMtiiie    Ibat  U  mlfbt  ba  per- 

tunned  at  Uli  funanL 
I. 

Dmis  Emljiix,  lament ;  for  the  mo- 
ment is  nigh, 

When  mnte  in  tiie  woodlands  thine 
echoes  shall  die  : 

No  more  by  aweet  Teivi  Cadwallon 
ahaU  rave. 

And  mix  his   wild  notes  with  the 
wild  dashing  wave. 

In  spring  and  in  antnmn  thy  Tories 

of  abade 
Uuhouonr'd  shall  flonrish,    unhon- 

oar'd  shall  fade; 
For  soon  shall  be  lifeless  the  eye  and 

the  tongue. 
That  view'd  them  with  rapture,  with 

rapture  that  song. 

Thy  eons,  Dinas  T'.mT.im,  may  march 

in  their  pride. 
And  chase   the   proud  Daion  fron: 

BceslalTn's  side; 
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Unt  where  is  the  harp  eliall  give  life 

to  their  noma ! 
And  where  is  the  bard  shall  giTs  h» 

roM  their  fame? 


And  oh,  Dinos  £mliiiiil  thy  ^"ugh- 

Who  heave  Uie  white  bosom,  uid 

WBV9  the  dirk  hairj 
What  ttmefnl  enthnsiaBt  shall  woi- 

ship  their  eje. 
When  half  of  thoirchMnw  with  Cad- 

walloQ  shall  die? 


Then  adien,  silver  Taiyi  I  I  qnit  thy 

To  join  tlie  din)  choir  of  the  hards 

who  have  been; 
With  Lenarch,  and  Meilor,  wid  Msr- 

lin  the  Old, 
Anil  sage  Talicsaiii.  high  hatping  to 

And  allien,  DinaaEinliQuI  still  green 

bo  thy  sliados, 
Unconqucr'il    tiiy     wnrriors,      and 

matchless  thy  niniiU  t 
And  (lioa,  whOM!  faint  warhlings  my 

wcjikapsa  pLia  toll. 
Farewell,   my  loved  Uurp.   my  lost 

trcasnro,  farowoU  I 

THE  lI.-ilD  OP  TORO. 

O,  LOT  HhoDD  tbo  HTin  oit  the  foir  lake 

of  Toro. 
And  woak  were  the  whispers  that 

wBVod  tbo  d.irlt  wood, 
All  B9  a  fitir  maiden,  bowilder'd  in 

Sorely  sigh'd  to  the  breezes,  and 
wcjit  to  the  flood. 
*'0  saintiit  from  the 
bliHs  lowly  bending . 

Swoot  Virgin  1  who  heorest  the  sup- 
pliant's cry, 
Kow  grant  my  petition,  in  angnisb 
ascending. 

My  Henry  restore,  or  let  £leanor 
di«l" 


AUdiitant 

of  Um  battle 
'mOt  the  bieeM  thn  ri^  wiik 
thBbmenathmUl. 
Till  the  ahon^'uia  the  grOBti,  ud 
the  confliot's  dnad  nttl^ 
And   the   oliM£*B   wild    olamonr, 
eame  loedins  the  g*!* 
BreathlsM  ah*  gaasd  o&  tha  wood- 
land so  draur; 
Slowly  approaohiag  a  wsnior  waa 

Life's  ebbing  tade  mark'd  hia  toot- 
steps  so  weary. 
Cleft  woB  hia  heLmat,  and  woe  waa 
his  mien. 

"O  save  thee,  bit  maid,  foe  oar  at* 
miea  are  flying  I 
0  save  thee,  foar  maid,  for  thy 
enardiaD  ia  low  I . 
Deailly  cold  on  ;ron  heath  thy  bisTo 
Henry  is  lying. 
And  fast  throng  the  woodland  ap- 
proaches the  foe." 
Scarce  could  he  falter  the  tidinga  of 

And  scarce  conld  she  hear  then, 
bonumb'd  with  despair : 
And  when  tba  snn  sank  on  the  sweet 
luke  of  Toro, 

For  ever  he  set  to  the  Kare  and 
the  Fair. 

AVANDEKING  WILLIE. 
.\ii  joy  was  bereft  me  the  day  that 

you  left  me. 
And  climb'd  the  toll  vessel  to  asil 
yon  wide  tiea; 
U  wenry  betide  it  I   I  wander'd  bo- 

Aud  bonii'd  it  for  parting  my  Wil- 

Far  o'er  the  wave  bast  thou  foUow'd 
thy  fortune. 
Oft  fongbt  the  HqnadrouB  of  Franoe 
and  of  Spain; 
Ae  kiss  of  weloome's  worth  twenty 

at  jarting, 
,     Now  I  hae  gotten  my  'VHllie  again. 
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WbcQ  the  akf  it  was  mirk,  and  the 
winds  they  vera  iroiling, 
I  Aat  on  the  beach  wi'  the  tear  in 

And  thonght  o'  the  bark  where  mj 
Willie  was  eailing, 
And  wisb'd  tbat  the  tempest  oould- 

Now  that  th3^  gaUant  ship  rides  at 

her  mooring, 
Nuw  that  my  wanderer'e  in  safety 
at  hame. 
Mnsic  to  luo  were  the  wildest  winds' 

That  e'er  o'eilnch-Eeith  drove  the 
dark  ocean  toon. 

When  the  lights  they  did  blace,  and 
the  eaaa  tbey  did  tattle, 
And  blithe  was  each  heart  for  the 
great  victory. 
In  Hecret  I  wept  for  the  dangers  of 
bntUe, 
And  thy  glory  itself  was    scarce 
comfort  to  me. 

BntDowsbalt  tbontell,  while  I  eager- 
ly  listen. 
Of  each  bold  adventure,  and  every 

And  truKt  me,  I'll  smile,  though  my 
ccn  tbey  may  glisten; 
For  sweet  after  danger's  the  tale  of 
the  war. 

And  oh,  how  wo  donbt  when  there's 

distance  'tween  lovers, 
U'hen  there's  naetbing  to  apeak  to 

the  heart  thro'  the  ee; 
IIow  often  the  kindest  snd  warmest 


Till,   at  times— oonld  I  help  it?— I 

Siueil  anit  I  ponder'd 
ive  conld  chaise  notes  like  the 
bird  on  the  tree — 
Now  I'll  ne'er  ask  if  thine  eyes  may 
has  wander'd, 
EnoDgh,  thy  leal  heart  has  been 
conattuit  to  me. 


Welcome  from  aweesing  o'er  sea  and 
throogh  channel, 
Bardships  and  danger  des|HBing 
for  fame, 
Famishing  story  for  glory's  bright 

Welcome,  m^ 
and  hame  I 
Enough,  niow  thy  story  in  annals  of 

Has  hnmbled  the  pride  of  France, 

HolUod.  and  Spain; 
Ho  more  ahalt  thou  grieve  me,  no 

more  ahalt  thou  leave  me, 
I  never  will  part  with  my  Willie 

again. 

HUNrma  song.* 

Waxkn,  lords  and  ladies  ^y, 

On  the  mountain  dawns  the  day, 

All  tbe  jolly  chase  is  here. 

With  hawk,  and  horse,  and  hunting' 

Hounds  ere  in  their  couples  yelling. 
Hawks  are  whistllt^,  horns  are  kneU. 

ing. 


Waken,  lords  and  ladies  gay, 
Tlie  mint  has  left  the  mountain  grey, 
SprinRlutu  in  the  dawn  btu  Ktcaming, 
Diamonds  on  the  brake  are  gleaming: 
And  furoBters  have  busy  been. 
To  truck  tbe  bnck  in  thicket  green; 
Now  we  come  t  j  chant  oar  lay, 
"  Waken,  lords  and  ladies  gay." 
Waken,  lords  and  ladies  gay, 
To  the  green-wood  haste  away; 
We  con  siiow  you  where  he  lies. 
Fleet  of  foot,  and  taU  of  size ; 
We  can  Khow  the  marks  he  made. 
When  'gainst  the  oak  his  sjitlei'a 

Ton  shall  see  him  brought  to  bay, 
"  Waken,  lords  and  ladies  gay." 
Louder,  louder  chant  the  lay. 

Waken,  lords  and  ladies  gay  I 

•  Pablkhed  In  Ibe OMiUna^tkipar  BtnMt 
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Tell  them  youth,  and  niiith,  >nd  gle^ 

Bnn  n  ooarse  as  well  aa  wu; 

Time,  Btera  hoDtaman  I    who   am 

baulk, 
Stmch  as  hoimd,  and  fleet  as  hawk: 
Think  of  this,  and  rise  with  daj, 
Oeutle  lords  and  ladiea  gajr. 

EPITAPH, 
Iktirmtd  for  a  mommunl  U  LitMtld 
CaOifdial,  at  tht  tio-iatplaoa  if  Ot fam- 
ily o/*  Hit*  EtuxinL 
Amid  tbcne  aialm,   where  onoa  his 

precepts  ahow'd 
The  Heavenward  itathwaj  which  in 

life  he  trod, 
Thia  simple  tablet  marks  a  Fathei'B 

And  Uiose  he  loved  in  life,  in  death 

For  him.  for  them,  a  Danghter  bade 

Memorial  of  domestio  charities, 
fitillvonldsttbon  know  wh^  o'er  the 

marble  aprcod. 
In  female  grace  the  willow  droops 

her  head; 
'Why  on  her  branchea  Kilent  and  nn- 

Tbe   minstrel    harp    ia  emblematic 

"What  poet's  voice  is  amather'd  here 

Till  i^ed  to  join  the  choroa  of  ti>e 

Iio  1  one  brief  line  on  answer  sad  avp- 

plies, 
Bonviur'd.  beloved,  and  monm'd,here 

tiEWAKD  lies ! 
Her  worth,  her  warmth  of  heart,  let 

friendship  aay,— 
Qo  seek  her  ganins  in  her  living  lay. 


^nth  bja  fljinff  ffWM  ttils  oIIbbA 

And  boaat«d  oorpa  dWmfe— 
O  he  feat'd  not  mfdragnnTH  with 
their  long  aworda,  hoUIj  ildin& 
Whack,  bl  da  nl,fta 
To  Oampo  U^or  aoiiMi,li«liBd  qnMly 

sat  aown. 
Just  a  fricaaMeto  pfol^  whDaUs  Ktl> 
diera  sack'd  the  town, 
When.'twaa  parte  1  moridaa  I  men 

Hear  the  En^ieh  bogle-MD  I 


And  behold  the  light  tooMma,  n 
their  long  awtwd^  Mulif  Tidi 
Whack,  tal  de  Tal,  fto. 


*Twis  a  UarMihal  of  Fmnce,  and  ho 
fain  wonld  bonom  gain. 

And  lie  long'd  to  take  Bpasting  glance 
at  Fortogal  from  Bpain; 


Bight  aboDt  went  hoiae  and  fbot, 

artillery  and  all. 
And,  as  the  devil  IsaTsa  a  hcroae,  tbmj 
tombled  throngh  tbg.wall; 
They  took  no  time  to  seek  tha  door, 
But,  best  foot  set  before— 
O  they  ran  from  otir  dtasoona,  with 
their  lone;  swords,  boldly  riding, 
Wliaok,  fal  de  ral,  Ac. 
Those  vaJinnt  men  of  fiance,  thej 

bad  scarcely  fled  a  mile, 
When  on  their  flank  there  aona'd  at 
once  the  Itritiah  rank  and  file; 
For  Long,  De  Qrey,  and  Otwmy, 

then 
Ne'er  minded  one  to  ten, 
Bnt  cnme  on  like  light  dragoons,  with 
their  loug  aworda,  boldly  riding 
Whack,  fal  de  ral,  Ao. 

Three  hnnilred  British  lada  they  inade 

three  thoniiand  reel. 
Their  hearta  were  made  of  F.naUsh 
oak, their  aworda  of  Sheffield  mel. 
Their    horses  were   in  Tochiltire 

And  Berraford  them  tad; 
So  bnzza  for  brave  dragooita,  with 
their  long  swords,  boldly  riding 
Whack,  f  ul  de  ral,  ko. 

Then  here's  a  health  to  Wdllngton, 
to  Itereaford,  to  Long, 

And  a  single  word  of  Bonaparta  be- 
fore I  close  my  song: 
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The  eagles  Ibot  to  Dght  lie  brings 

Sbonld  serve  lus  men  with  wings, 

Wlien  they  meet  the  bold  draooons, 

with  their  long  swords,  boldly 

nding, 

Vhack,  fol  do  raU  Ac. 


"  O  TELi.  me.  Harper,  wherefore  flow 
Thy  wayward  notes  of  wail  and  woa. 
For  down  the  desert  of  Qlencoe, 

Where  none  may  list  their  melody? 
Say,  haip'st  thou  to  the  mists  that  fly, 
Or  to  the  dun-deer  glancing  by. 
Or  to  the  eagle,  that  from  high 

Screams     choras     to     thy    min- 
sttelsy?"— 
"N'o,not  totheBe,forth^haTe  rest, — 
The  mist-wreath  haa  the  motmtain- 


Tbe  mist- wreath  ! 

Tbo  stag  Ms  lair,  the  erne  her  nest, 

Abode  of  lone  security. 
Bat  those  for  whom  I  pour  the  lay. 
Not  wild-wood  deep,  nor  monntain 

grey. 
Not  this  deep  dell,  Uiat  shmnds  from 
day, 
Conld    screen     from     treach'rons 

"Their  flag  was  forl'd,  and  mute  their 

The  very  household  dogs  were  dnmb, 
Unwont  to  b^  at  ^ests  that  come 

In  anise  of  hospitality. 
His  blithest  notes  the  pii)er  plied. 
Her  gayeet  snood  the  maiden  tied. 
The  d«me  her  distaff  flung  aside, 

To  tend  her  kindly  hooaewifery. 
"The  hand  that  mingled  in  the  meal. 
At  midnight  drew  the  felon  steel. 
And  gave   the  host's  kind  breast  to 
feel 

Meed  for  bis  hospitality  I 
The  friendly  heartli  wluch  warm'd 

that  hand, 
At  midnight  arm'd  it  with  tlie  brand. 
That  bade  destrnotion's  flames  ex- 

Their  red  and  learfnl  blaionry. 


'a  shriek  was  heard  in 


Beepite  from  mtUess  bntchery '. 
The  winter  wind  that  whistled  ahriU, 
The  snows  that  night  that   cloked 

the  hill, 
Thongh  wild  and  pitiless,  had  still 

Far  more  thanSonthem  clemency. 

"Long  have  my  harp's  best  notes 

been  gone. 
Few  are  its  strings,  nnd  faint  their 

They  can  bnl  sound  in  desert  lone 

Their  grey-baird  master's  misery. 
Were  each  grey  hair  a  minstrel  string. 
Each  chord  shonld  imprecations  fling. 
Till  startled  Scotland   load    shonU 
ring. 
'Bevenge   for  blood  and  treach- 
ery P 

FOE  A"  THAT  AN'  A'  THAT. 

1  NSW  BONO  TO  AH  OLD  TDNX. 

Tbouoe  tight  be  aft  put  down  by 

strength. 
As  mony  a  day  we  saw  that. 
The  troe  and  leilfu'  cause  at  length 
Shall  bear  the  grie  for  a'  that. 

For  a'  that  an'  a'  that. 

Gnus,  gnillatines,  and  a'  that. 
The  Fleur-de-lis,  that  lost  her  right. 

Is  qaeen  again  for  a'  that. 

Well  twine  her  in  a  friendly  knot 

With  England's  Rose,  and  a'  that; 
The  Shamrock  shall  nut  bo  forgot. 

For  Wellington  made  braw  that. 
The  Thistle,  though  her  leaf  be  rode. 

Yet  faith  we'll  no  misca'  that. 
She  shelter'd  in  her  solitnde 

The  Fleoj-de-lis,  for  a'  thai. 

The  AnstrianVine,  tbePmssianKne 
(For  Blnchrr  B  sake,  hurra  that.) 

The  Spanish  Olife,  too,  shall  join. 
And  bloom  in  peace  for  a'  toat. 

Stout  BDssiB'sHemp,sosnrelytirin«d 
Around  our wrokthire'll  draw  tho^ 
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And  he  that  would  tha  cord  tmbiiid, 

Shall  have  it  for  Mb  era-Tat  1 
Or,  if  to  chohe  sae  puir  a  Bot, 

Tour  pitj  BOorn  to  thraw  that. 
The  Devil'a  elbow  be  baa  lot. 

Where  be  may  sit  and  claw  that. 
In  epito  of  slisht,  in  spite  of  might, 

In  epito  of  brags,  an'  a'  that, 
The  lads  that  battled  for  the  right, 

UaTe  won  th  e  day,  an'  a'  that  I 

There's  ae  bit  spot  I  bad  fo^ot, 

America  thej  ca'  that  t 
A  coworil  plot  her  rats  had  got 

Their  fntber's  flag  to  goaw  that: 
Now  see  it  fl^  top-gallant  higb. 

Atktntio  windH  Bball  blnw  that, 
And  Yankee  loon,  beware  yonr  croon, 

Tbere'sknmesinhand  to  claw  that  1 
For  on  the  land,  or  on  (be  bps. 

Where'er  the  breezes  blnw  that. 
The  British  liag  shnll  bear  the  gric, 

And  win  the  day  for  a'  that ! 

DAVIE  GELLATLErS  SONGS. 
■■  Ue  (Di.n  llaiio  r.clluilcr)  fuiie  wilh 

Fai^e  lore,  and  host  thou  play'd  me 
this 

In  summer  among  the  Sowers? 
I  will  repay  tbee  buck  again 

In  winter  among  Ibc  ah  ewers. 
Unless  again,  again,  my  love. 

Unless  you  turn  ngiiin; 
As  you  with  other  maidens  rove, 

1 11  smile  on  other  men. 
The  Knight's  to  the  monntain 

Hifibngleto  wind; 
The  Lady's  to  {jreenwood 

Her  garljiiid  to  binii. 
Tiie  bower  of  liurd  Ellen 

Has  iQOKB  on  the  floor. 
That  the  et«p  of  Lord  ^Villiam 

Be  silent  and  sure. 

■■  Tlie  Blainpliii  of  buries  was  now  heard 
\a  Iho  roan,  mid  DovLo  GcUi>1lr-y'>   voice 
fliDcIn^  t»  ihe  tiro  Intgv  doer  grejliuandi-'^ 
Hm  away,  hie  away. 
Over  bank  and  over  brae. 


Where  the  fonntaina  glisten  sh(,cm' 

est. 
Where  the  lady-fern  otowb  strongest. 
Where  the  morning  dew  lies  longest. 
Where  the  black-cock  sweetest  si  pa  it. 
Where  the  fairy  latest  trips  it  : 
Hie  to  hannta  right  seldom  seen. 
Lovely,  lonesome,  oool.  and  green. 
Over  bank  and  over  brae, 
Hie  away,  hie  away. 
TouNo  men  will  lore  thee  more  fair 
and  more  fast ; 
Heard  m  so  merry  Ihe  titlU  bird  aing  f 
Old  men  s  love  the  longest  will  last, 
Aitd  tin  throslk-eoek'a  hrad  is  under 
his  iffiiu). 
'.  The  young  man's  wraUi  is  like  light 
I         straw  on  Are  ; 


And  tte  tbrosllr-cock's  head  is  under 
his  v:ing. 
The  young  man  will  brawl   at  the 
evening  board; 
II,-.tr,l  y  .vf)  turn-y  the  lUlle  birdsim  .' 
But  the  ohl  man  will  draw  at  the 
dawning  the  sword. 
Anil  the  tlirosll»<ock's  head  is  under 


ST.  SWTTHIS'S  CHAIR. 
Os  Hullow-Maes  Eve,  ere  you  bonne 

ye  to  rest. 
Ever    beware    that   yoor  conch   be 


bless 


»,  and  sain  it  with 


Sign  it  with  c 

Sing  the  Are,  and  say  the  Creed. 

For  on  Hallow-Mass  Eve  the  Night- 

Hag  will  ride, 
And  all  her  nine-fold  sweepino  on 

bv  her  side, 
Whether  the  wind  sing  lowly  or  lond. 
Sailing      throagb      moonshine      or 

ewath'd  in  the  cloud. 


MlhJELLAyEOm  POEMS. 
The  dew  of  the  night  has  d&mp'd  !  A  ettauKcr  oommanded — it  ennk 


bnt  Tesolved 
and  the 


Her  cheek  if. 

and  high 
Was    the  word  of  her 

glance  o£  her  eye. 
She   mntter'd  the  spell  of  Swithin 

bold, 
When  bis  naked  foot  tnced  the  mid- 
night wold, 
WbeD  be  Btopp'd  the  Hagasaherode 

the  night, 
And    hade   her   descend,    and    hei 

promise  pUght. 
He   that  dare  sit  on  St.  Swithin's 

Chair, 
When    the   Night-Hag    wings   the 

troubled  air, 
QnesCions  three,    irhen    he  speaks 

the  spell. 
He  ton;  ask.  and  she  must  tell. 
The  Baron  has  been  with  King  Bob- 

crt  his  licge, 
These  three  long  years  in  battle  and 

NewM  are  there  none  of  his  weal  or 

Lis  woe. 
And  fiiln  Uie  Lodj  hia  fate  -nonld 

She  shadders  and  slops  as  the  charm 

she  BpealiB  ; — 
la  it  the  mood;  owl  that  shrieka  ? 

1  that  Hound,  betwiit  laughter 


The  VI 

th 

The  t 


of  the  Demon  who  haants 
1  of  the  wind  sunk  silent 


And  tbe  roaring  torrent  hod  ceaaed 

to  flow; 
The  calm  was  more  dreadful   than 


the  land. 
It  has  frozen   each   heart,   &nd  be- 

numb'd  every  hand! 
The  dirk  and  the  target  lie  sordid 

with  dnst. 
The  bloodless  claymore  ia  bat  red- 

den'd  with  rust; 
On    the  hill  or  tbe  glen  if  a  gon 

should  appear. 
It  is  only  to  war  with  the  heath-cock 


The  deeds  of  our  sire 

shoold  rehearse, 
Let  a  blnsh  or  a  blow  be  the  meed  of 

Be  mute-every  string,  and  be  hosh'd 

every  tone, 
That  shatt  bid  us  remeraber  the  fame 

that  is  flown. 

But  the  dark  hours  of  night  and  of 
slumber  are  past. 

The  mom  on  our  mountains  is  dawn- 
ing at  lost ; 

Olenoladnle's  peaks  are  illumed  with 
the  rays. 

And  the  streams  of  Olenfinnan  leap 
bright  in  the  blaze. 

O  high-minded  Uoray !— the  exiled— 

the  dear !  — 
In  the  blush  of  the  dawning    the 

STASDiaD  nprear ! 
Wide,  wide  on  the  winds   of  the 

north  let  it  fly. 
Like  the  sun's  latest  flash  when  tbe 

tempest  ia  nigb  I 

sons  of  the  strong,   when  that 
dawning  shall  bre&, 
Need  the  harp  of  the  aged  remind 


wSe? 
That  dawn  never  beam'd  ( 


FLORA  MACrVOR'S  SOSO. 

Thiee  IK  mist  on  the  mountain,  and    0  sprung  from  the  Kings  who  ii 
night  on  the  vale,  i         lay  kept  etate, 

Bnt  more  dark  is  the  sleep  of  the  |  Proud  chiefs  of  Clan-Ranald,  Glen- 
sons  of  the  Gael.  gary,  and  Sleat  I 


acoTTB  poxncAz  wojoa. 


ComUns  like  three  Btnams  tima  me 

mountain  of  snnw. 
And  reeistleM  in  union  nuh  down 

True  son  of  Bir  Etbu,   tmdutnted 

^ochiel, 
Flkoe  thy  Uam  on  tfaj  Bhonldei  knd 

bniniBh  uiv  steel  I 
Bough  Keppoon,  gire  breath  to  thy 

bogle's  bold  aweU, 
HQ  lax  Cot3rMrioh   reaoond  to  the 

kueUl 
Btem  son  of  Lord  Kenneth,  high 

chief  of  Kjpteil, 
Iiet  the  stag  in  th  j  etandard  bound 

wild  in  the  gale  1 
lC(Lj  the  t»ce   of  Clan-OiUiaA,  the 

feaileea  and  ^ee, 
Bamember  Qlenlivnt,  Harlftw,  and 

Dandee ! 

Let  the  clan  of  grej  Fingon,  whose 
oSupring  haa  given 

Snch  heroes  to  earth,  and  Bach  mar- 
tyn  to  heaven, 

Unite  with  tha  race  of  renown'd  Her- 
ri More, 

1^  launch  the  Ions  galle;,  and 
Btretvb  to  the  oar  T 

How  Hac-Shimei  will  joj  when  their 

chief  shall  diapla; 
The  yew-crested  bonnet  o'er  tressea 

of  grey t 
How  the  race  of  wrong'd  Alpine  md 

mordered  Glencoo 
Shall  shout  for  revenge  when  thej 

poor  on  the  foe  I 

Te  Bona  of  brown  Dennid,  who  slew 
the  wild  boar, 

Benune  the  pare  &ith  of  the  great 
Callnm-Morel 

Hao-Niel  of  the  Jslanda,  and  Uoy  of 
Uie  Lohe, 

Fftr  honour,  for  freedom,  for  ven- 
geance awake  I 

Awake  on  yooi  biUa,  on  yoni  ialanda 

Snve  BODH  of  the  roonntais,  Ute 
fMti),aadtbelakel 


Tlaih«faii^S— bntmoifbrOi*  nTiian 

iithaoaU: 
Tis  the  plbiooh'a  ahrill  immmtw 

bnt  not  to  the  hall. 
Tia  tha  nunmona  ol  heroea  fin  ouk- 

qnart  or  death. 
When  the  hennen  are  biasing  en 

mountain  and  heath; 
Thej  call  to  the  didc,  the  dKjxaon, 

and  the  tuge, 
To  the  mart^  aiid  the  innstor,  the 

line  and  the  obarge. 
Be  the  brand  of  eaoh  ohieftain  like 

nn's  in  his  ire  1 
May  the  blood  throngh  hie  T«ans  flow 

like  durente  of  fire  I 
Boret  the  base  foreign  yoke  ■•  yoor 

eirea  did  of  yore  I 
Or  die  like  yoni  aixea,  aad  endnre  it 


Tha  oririnal  Ti . „ 

UfulGaeuo  tit.  orvUcb  tbs  ob«iu  li  adai 
to  ihe  dinUe  pull  upun  ttv  oui  of  a  n 
uil  vhlch  li  tbnelim  lUUioit  rrum 


as 

<D   lie 


ordiiuuyJorruiM.  orboal-aimgi.    'ner  w 
diiDpowJ  bT  Uis  i'amllf  Banl  npon  ibe  da- 

partan  of  lbs  Earl  of  SeKlanL.  vtaa  wu 
_L.,__i  ._  ._L_  „f„|^  In  gpain^  jft^r  „  „„, 

(  U  iDuirrectiun  io  bToor  of 
}j,  In  th«  jtmz  1T18. 
Fasiweix  t<>  Maokenneth,  great  Eari 

of  the  North, 
The  Lord  of  Loohcarron,  Glenahiel, 

and  Seaforth; 
To  the  Chieftain  this  morning  his 

litiincliin^  forth  on  the  billows  faia 

bark  like  a  swan. 
For  a  fnr  foreign  land  ha  has  hoisted 


O  swift  be  the  galley,  and  hardy  hei 
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In  danger  tmdaiuted,  nnTearied  b; 

toil. 
Though  the  whirlwind  iboold  rise, 

and  the  ocean  aboold  boil: 
On  the  brave  Teasela  gunnel  I  diank 

his  bonail,* 
And    farewell    to   Uackenzle,   1 

Chief  of  Kintul ! 
Awake  in  thf  chamber,  thoa  iweet 

south-land  gale  I 
Like  the  sighs  of  his  people,  breathe 

Bofl  on  bis  sail ; 
Be  prolong'd  as  regret,  that  hia  tbb- 

sals  must  know. 
Be  fair  as  their  faith,  and  ainceie  as 

their  woe: 
Be  so  soft,  and  bo  (air,  and  so  faith- 
ful, sweet  gale, 
Waftins   onwaid   Maokenide,  High 

Chief  of  Eintoil  1 
Be  bia  pilot  experienced,  and  tnutj, 

ana  wise. 
To  measure  the  seas  and  to  stadj  the 

Uej  he  hoidt  all  his  canraas  bom 

streamer  to  deck. 

But  O I  crowd  it  hi(^er  when  waft- 
ing him  back — 

Till  the  cliSa  of  Bkooroora,  and  Co- 
nan's  glad  Tale, 

Shall  welcome  Mackenzie,  High  Chief 
of  Kintail  1 


leut,  Uke  mail 


ImpQrfeot,  i 


HHig  as  ivDCTiuQ)^  ijig  HtHeDOQ  or  her  lavcT, 
to  HE  eiilo(rium  over  Iha  idUilarj  glorlet  of 
tho  Clii«niilii.  The  tnnilstur  hoi  cnileai- 
onreil  to  ImliaM  tin  abinpl  atf  le  of  Ihe  uri^ 

A  wxiBT  month  has  wander'd  o'er 
Since  last  we  parted  on  the  shore; 
Heaven  I  that  I  saw  thee.  Love,  once 

•BoniU,  or  BoDiliai.   tha   old   Soottlfh 
ptaroH  lorafuititpMIhiKWlUi  a  friend. 


Safe  on  that  shore  again  ! — 
Twas  TalJant  Lachlan  aave  the  word: 
Lachlan,  of  many  a  ^ley  lord; 
He  oall'd  bis  kindred  nanda  on  board. 

And  lanncb'd  them  on  the  main. 
dan-Gillian  is  to  ocean  gone, 
Clan-Oilliaa,  fierce  in  foray  known; 
Bejoicing  in  the  glory  w-~- 


Tbe  rout,  the  min,  the  dismay. 
When  from  the  twilight  glens  away 
Clan-GillJan  drives  the  spoil. 


Clan-Gillian's  onset  echoing  roiuid. 

Shall  shake  their  inmost  cell 
Woe  to  the  bark  whose  crew  shall 

gaze. 
Where  Lochlan's    silken    streamer 

The?t  "^ 
bl     . 
As  wisely  and  as  well  I 


THE  DANCE  OF  DEATH. 

NioHT  and  morning  were  at  meeting 

Over  Waterloo; 
Cocks  bad  sDDg  their  earhest  greet- 
ing; 

Faint  and  low  they  ci 
'or  no  paly  beam  yet  a 
In  the  heights  of  Mom 
Tempest^^ads  prolonged  the  sway 
Of  timeless  darkness  over  duy; 
Whirl  win  il,thander-clBp,  and  shower, 
Mark'd  it  a  predestiucil  hoar. 
Broad  and  frequent  thioagh  the  night 
Flash'd  tha  sheets  of  levin-hght; 
Muskets,  glancing  lightnings  baiok, 
Show'd  the  drear;  bivouaa 

^Vhere  the  soldier  lay, 
Chill  and  sti&,and  drencb'd  with  rain. 
Wishing  dawn  of  mom  again, 

Though  death  should  coma  wltb 


acOTT'B  porncAL  works. 


TISb  at  mieb  a  tide  and  hoar, 
\nmd,  witch,  and  A«nd  have  power. 
And  abHtlf  fonuB  through  mut  and 

Gleam  on  the  ((ift«d  ken; 
And  then  the  affiighted  prophet's  ear 
Drinks  whiepen  Btrauge  of  fate  and 

feu 
Tzee^ag  death  and  ruin  near 

Among  the  Bous  of  men; — 
Apart  from  Albyn'e  war-array, 
IVas  then  grey  Allan  slaeplesB  lay; 
Qr^  AlLia,  who,  for  many  a  day. 

Hod  foUow'd  stout  and  atern. 
Where,  throngh  battle'e  ront  uid  reel. 
Storm  of  shot  and  hedge  of  iteel, 
Led  the  grandsoiii  of  Lochiel, 

Valiant  l^'asaiereni. 
nuoQgh  atuel  und  shot  he  leads  no 

Low  liiiil  'mid  friends'  and  foemen'a 


gower, 

And  Mor\-en  long  shall  tell, 
An<l  proutl  Bcnuevls  heikr  with  aw«. 
How,  apun  bloody  Qmitre-Bran, 
Brave  IJniueton  heard  the  wild  hoira 

Of  coDiiaeat  oa  he  fell. 


Tjone  on  tho  onlskirts  of  the  host. 

The  weiiry  Hentiui-I  hold  post. 

And   heard,   tlirou^'h  durkneBS  for 

aloof. 
The  Irciioeut  clang  of  courder'a  hoot 
'Wheru  licU  the  cloak'd  patrol  their 

ind  Bimrr'd  'Rainst  storm  the  swerv- 

But  Ihuri'  are  sounds  in  Allan's  ear. 
Patrol  uor  sentinel  may  bear, 
And  siahts  before  his  eye  aghast 
Invixibie  to  them  have  posB'd, 

Wliun  down  the  destined  plain, 
Twixt   Brituin    and   the   bimds   of 


Forfloddoi 


For  ffoddon'B  fUal  plain; 


indiBlinat  and  phantom  band. 
They  wheel'd  their  rlng-doaoe  liaiid 

With  gestores  wild  and  dread; 
The  Seer,  who  watob'd  them  rido  the 

Saw  tluoi^  their  fidnt  and  alwdawy 

The  lightning's  flaah  more  i«d; 
And  etill  their  ghastly  roundelay 
Was  of  the  cnming  battte-fray. 
And  of  the  deetmed  dead. 


Wheel  the  wild  danoe 
While  lightningB  gtanoe. 

And  thnndera  rattle  locd. 
And  r^'ll  the  brave 
To  bloody  grave. 

To  Bleep  without  s  edtnnid. 
Our  airy  feet, 
Bo  light  and  fleet, 

Thty  do  not  bend  the  rye 
That  sinks  its  head  when  whiri- 

And  swells  again    in    eddyii^ 

As  e:ich  wild  gnst  blows  by; 
But  still  the  com. 
At  ilawD  of  mom. 

Our  fntul  steps  that  bore. 
At  eve  lies  waste. 


Wheel  the  wild  danoe 
While  lightnings  glanoBt 

And  thunders  rattle  load. 
And  call  the  brtre 
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To  bloody  grave, 

To  Bleep  vithont  a  shfond. 
Wheel  the  wild  dance  ! 
Brave  sons  of  France, 

Foryoa  our  ring  makes  loom', 
Make  space  full  vide 
For  martial  pride. 

For  banner,  apsBT.  and  plume. 
Approach,  draw  near. 
Frond  Cniraaaier  1 

Boom  for  the  men  of  steel  1 
Thiongli  crest  and  plate 
The  broadsword'H  weight 

Both  head  and  heart  ahaU  feel. 

Wheel  the  wild  dance  I 
While  IJRbtningB  glance^ 

And  thnnd^ra  rattle  land. 
And  call  the  biere 
To  bloody  grave, 

To  sleep  nithoQt  *  ahrond. 
Bona  of  the  Spear  t 
Ion  feel  ub  near 

In  man;  a  ghaatl;  dream ; 
With  fancy's  eye 
Our  forms  yon  spy, 

And  bear  onr  &tal  scream. 
With  clearer  sight 
Ere  falls  the  night. 

Just  when  to  wesi  or  woe 
Toar   disembodied   aonls    take 

flight 
On  trembling  wing—each  star- 
tled Bprit« 
Our  choir  of  death  shall  know. 

vn. 
Wheel  the  wild  dance 
While  lightnings  glance, 

And  tbnnders  rattle  lond. 
And  «ali  the  brave 
To  bloody  grave. 

To  sleep  without  a  sbrond. 
Bust,   ye   olonda,    in  tempcit 

ehowers, 
Kedder  run  shall  noon  be  ours— 

See  the  east  grows  wan' 


Shall     the    welldn'fl    tbnndera 


At  mom,  rare;  Allan's  mates  with  awe 
Heard  of  the  viaion'd  sights  he  saw, 

The  legend  heard  him  say; 
Bnt  the  Beer's  gifted  eye  was  dim, 
Deafen'd  hia  ear,  and  stark  his  limb, 

Ere  cloBed  that  bloody  day — 
He   sleeps  tar   from  his    Highland 

heath,— 
Bnt  often  of  the  Dance  of  Death 

His  comrades  tell  the  tale, 
On    picqnet-post.    when    ebbs    the 

n^ht. 
And  waning  wstob-flres   glow   leas 

And  cuwn  is  glimmering  pale. 

THE  TBOtJBADOUB. 


Olowtno  with  love,  on  fire  for  &ne, 
A  Tronbadoor  that  hated  sorrow. 

Beneath  his  Lady's  window  cejne. 
And  thna  he  sang  his  last  good- 


Gaily  for  love  and  fame  to  fight 

Befita  the  gallant  Tronbadoor." 
And  while  be  marcb'd  with  belm  on 

And  harp   in   hand,  the  descant 

roog, 
As,  faithinl  to  his  favonrite  maid. 

The  minBtrel-bnrdcn  still  he  snng: 
"  My  arm  it  is  my  country's  right. 
My  heart  is  in  my  lady  s  bower; 
BesoWed  for  love  hDiI  fame  to  fight, 

gallant  Troobadoor." 
Even  when  the  battle-roar  was  deep. 
With  dauntless  heart  he  hew'd  his 


SCOTT'S  POmCAZ  WOMSS. 


And  ■tillwaaliMrd  his  warrior Uj: 
"  Ifo  Hfe  it  is  mj  ooontn'i  ri|^^ 

1^  heut  is  in  m;  Udj  b  bower; 
For  lore  to  di«,  for  fame  to  fight, 

Beoomes  the  Talimnt  T^onbadoar.' 
Alas  1  npon  the  bloody  Add 

Ho    fell     beneath     the    foeman^ 
glaiTBt 
Bnt  still  reoliuina  on  bis  shield, 

ExpiriD^HimgUieexiiltiDgBUTe: — 
"  Hj  life  it  is  my  coantry's  right, 

Mir  haaW.  la  in  Tnir  1a,1i><a  >.«_»■ 


BeoomeetheTaUant  TronMOoai." 

FBOH  l-HE  FBENGH. 
It  chanced  that  Capid  on  a  seaaon. 

By  Fancy  ni^ed,  reeoWed  to  wed, 
Bnt  could  not  settle  whether  Reason 

Or  Folly  uhonld  portAbe  his  bed, 
"What  does  he  th^n  ?— Upon  my  life, 

'TwBs  bad  example  for  B  deity — 
He  takes  me  Beason  for  a  wife. 

And  Folly  for  his  honrs  of  gaiety. 
Thongh  thns  he  dealt  in  petty  trea- 

He  loved  them  both  in  equal  a 


SONG. 

On  Iht  lifting  ofllie  banner  of  the  ITouae 
q^  Succleudt,  at  a  grtat  foot^Mll 
matdi  on  Curitrkaugh. 

Fkok  th«  brown  crest  of  Newaik  its 
sammoDa  extending, 
Oni  signal  is  waving  in  amohe  and 

And  each  forester  blithe,   from  his 
mountain  descending, 
Bonnds  lisht  o'er  the  heather  to 
join  in  the  game. 

Thtnvp  fiiihOte  Banner,  IHfartatmTtda 


When  the  Boothesn  innder  apnad 
waate  and  disordor. 
At  the  glanoe  od*  * 
psaaedandwi^ 

For  Bioond  tham  > 

the  raids  of  the  Border, 
The  Flowers  of  the  Farea^   the 
bands  of  Buochikook. 
Then  ap  with  the  Bsnnar,  An. 
A  Stripling's  weak  hand  to  onr  rard 
has  borne  her. 
No  mail-glore  hi  "  ' 


Bnt  ere  a  bold  fosman  should  sosdie 
or  should  scom  lier, 
A  tbonsand  tme  hearts  wonld  be 
cold  on  the  ground. 
Then  np  with  the  Banner,  Ac 

We  forget  each  oontenrion  of  dTil 


And  hail,  like  oar  brethnn,  Homx, 

Donat.u  and  Cm : 
And  Elliot  and  Fmmx  in  pastime 

shall  mingle. 
As  welcome  in  pesos  as  their  fttheos 

Then  up  with  the  Banner,  to. 


And  if,  by  mischance,  yon  should 
happen  to  fall. 
There  are  worse  tlungs  in  life  than  a 
tumble  on  heather, 
And  life  is  itself  bnt  a  game  at 
foot-ball. 
Then  np  with  the  Banner,  fto. 

And  when  it  is  over,  well  drink  a 
blithe  measure 
To  each  Laird  and  eaoh  Lady  Uiat 
witness 'd  onr  fnn. 
And  to  every  blithe  heart  that  took 
part  in  onr  pleamre. 
To  the  lads  that  have  lost  and  ths 
lads  that  have  won. 
Then  np  with  ths  Banner,  A«, 
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U»7  tb«  Forest  still  flmmslk,  both 
BoTongll  KDil  landward, 
From  the  hall  of  the  Peer  to  the 
Herd's  in^e-nook; 
And  huzza  1    m;  brave  hearts,   for 
Brod-ZDCH  and  his  standard, 
For  the  King  and  the  Country,  the 
Clan  and  the  Duke  ] 


In  tpori  im'iI  attend  her,  in  batUt  dt- 
Vfnd  ftw. 
With  htarl  and  tnl^  hand,  likt  our 
/ai>i£rs  b^or*. 

LULLABY  OF  AS  INFANT 

Ai^—Oadul  ga  lo. 

1. 

O,  Ktma  thee,  m;  babie,  thy  sire  was 

a  knight. 
Thy  mother  a  ladj,  both  lovely  and 

bright; 
The  woods  and  the  glens,  from  the 

(owera  which  we  see. 
They  all  are  beloi^mg,  dear  babie, 
to  thee. 
O  ho  TO,  i  ri  ri,  oadnl  gn  lo, 
Ohoro,  i  ri  ri,  &6. 
n. 
0,  fear  not  the  bngle,  though  loadly 

it  blows, 
It  oalls  bnt  the  warders  that  guard 

tbv  repose; 
Their  oows  would  be  bended,  their 

blades  would  be  red. 
Ere  the  step  of  a  foeman  draws  near 
tothylMd. 
0  ho  ro,  i  ri  ri,  Ac. 

O,  hush  Utea,  my  babie,  the  time  soon 

will  corner 
Vhen  thy  sleep  sball  be  broken  by 

trampet  and  dram; 
Then  bosh  thee,  my  darling,  take 

rest  while  yon  nuy, 


For  strife  comes  wifh  manhood,  and 
waking  with  day. 
O  ho  ro,  i  ri  ri,  to. 

SONGS  OP  MEG 


"TWIST  YE,  TWDJE  YE." 
TwiBT  je,  twine  ye  !  even  so, 
lliugle  Bhadee  of  joy  and  woe, 
Hope,  and  fear,  and  peace,  and  strife. 
In  the  thread  of  hnman  life. 


While  the  mystic  twist  is  epinning, 
And  the  infant's  life  beginning. 
Dimly  seen  through  twilight  bend- 
ing. 
Lo,  whBt  varied  shapes  attending ! 

PasHioDS  wild,  and  follies  vain. 
Pleasures  soon  exchanged  for  p^n; 
Doubt,  and  jealonay,  and  fear, 
In  the  magic  dance  appear. 


THE  DYINO  GIPSY'S  DIEGE. 


From  thee  do(F  thy  mortal  weed, 
Mary  Mother  be  thy  speed, 
Saints  to  help  tbee  at  thy  need; — 

Hark  I  the  knell  is  ringing 
Fear  not  snow-drift  driving  faet. 
Sleet,  or  hail,  or  levin  blast; 
Soon  the  shroad  eCball  lap  thee  fast. 
And  the  sleep  be  on  thee  oast 

That  Bhall  ne'er  know  wak- 
ing. 

Haete  thee,  haste  thee,  to  be  gone. 
Earth  flits  fast,  and  time  draws  on,— 
Gasp  thy  gasp,  and  groan  ibj  r--' 

Day  is  newt  the  ^r«"^ 


BGOTTS  POSnCAL  WOSO. 


THB  KBTUBH  TO  rLSTER. 

ChNBagMO, — bnthowchkBged  dnoe' 

m  J  wMid'ringB  began — 
J  li>T«  he«id  the  d«ep  voioe  of  the 

And  the  pines  of   Qsnbiassit   t»- 

Bonnd  tot]i«  roKT 
Tlut  weuies  the  eohoea  of  bir  Tnl- 

AIm  I  mj  poor    bo«oai,    and   w\y 

BhooldHt  thou  boniT 
fnth  the  ■cuiM  of  my  yonth  can  its 

raptnzea  retain  7 
Oau  I  liTe  the  dear  life  of  delusion 

niatiow'd  when theae  eohoea  flrat 
Eoix'd  with  my  strain  ? 

It  WH  then  that  around  me,  though 
poor  and  nnknown, 

ffigh  spells  of  mysterioiiH  enchant- 
ment were  throim; 

The  streams  were  of  BUver,  of  di»- 
mond  the  dew, 

The  Und  va«  an  Eden,  for  fimcj  was 


I  had  heard  of 

bodI  wob  on 
At  the  rash  oE  their  ve: 

sweep  of  thoir  lyre: 
To  me  'twae  not  legend,  nor  tale  to 

the  ear. 


r  bards,  and  my 
,  and  the 


Ultoma's  old  heroes  awoke    at  th 

oall. 
And  renew'd  the  wild  pomp  of  thi 

chase  and  the  hall; 
And  the  standard  of  Fion    flash'i 

fierce  from  on  high, 
Ijle  -  ' — '  -'  "^-  - 


Itsc 


buret  of  the  snn  when  the 

r«t  is  nigh, 
that  the  harp  of  green  Eiin 
once  more 
Conldrenew  all  the  glories  she  boasted 

Yetwhy  at  remembrance,  fond  heart, 
shoaldBt  thoa  bum  ? 

They  were  days  of  deloaion,  and  can- 
not return. 


And  listed  mj  lay,  i 
from  mineeyeT 
I  ah^  too,  aTiiUm,  jnat  g'-'mfa'g 

Then  dispmed  In  tike 

melted  to  dowT 
OhI  would   it  had  bi 

would  that  hcc  eja 


tbiongh  the  a^. 
And  her  voloe  Biat  waa  n 

melody's  thiill. 
Had  been  bnt  a  a^faya,  Iha  ai^'d 

andwaaatmi 

Oh  I  wonld  ithadbewiao^ — not  then' 

this  poor  heart 
Had  leam'd  the  Bad  lesKm,  to  lore 

and  to  part; 
To  bear,  onassiBted,   its  burthen   of 

Wbije  I  toil'd  for  the  weaUh  I  had  no 

Not  then  hod  I  said,  when  life's  som- 

mei  was  done^ 
And  Ihe  hours  of  her  antnnm  wore 

taat  speeding  on, 
''Take  the  fame  and  the  riohes  ye 

broa((ht  in  yoartrain. 
And  restore  me  the  drettm  of  my 

springtide  again." 

JOCK  OF  HAZHLDEAK. 
ka^—A  Bonier   UAtttf/. 


M-aji 


_i  oT  tkii  ballad  b  ai 

ben  vera  «iltt«a  tat  Idt.  Cam 


•'  Why  weep  ye  by  the  tide,  ladie? 

Why  weep  ye  by  the  tide? 
I'll  wed  yo  to  my  ^ouneest  aon. 

And  ye  sail  be  lus  bride; 
And  ye  sail  be  hia  bride,  ladi«^ 

See  comely  to  be  aeen  " — 
But  aye  she  loot  the  tews  down  £■' 

For  Jock  of  Haaeldean. 
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Yotmo  FvaA  ia  chief  of  ErriDgton. 

And  lord  ofliingley-dale; 
Hin  step  is  first  in  peacefnl  ha'. 

His  Hirord  id  battle  keen  " — 
But  oje  eha  loot  the  tears  down  fii' 

For  Jock  of  Hazetdean. 


"A  chain  of  ftold  70  Ball  not  lack. 

Nor  braid  to  bind  yo«t  hair; 
Nor  mettled  hound,   nor   managed 

Nor  I'lilfrey  fresh  imd  fait; 
.Vnd  you,  the  foremost  o"  them  a', 

Shiill  ride  our  forest  qneen" — 
But  aye  she  loot  the  tears  down  fa' 

For  Jock  of  Uaziildean. 

The  kirk  was  deok'd  at  momii^-tide. 

'fhe  tnpeis  glimmer'd  fair; 
The  priest  onJ  bridegroom  wait  the 
bride. 

And  dame  and  knight  ore  there. 
They   sought   her   bitith  by   bower 

The  liiilie  wiw  not  seen  I 
Sbi:'H  o'tr  the  Border,  and  awa' 
\V1'  Jock  of  Hazeldean. 

PIBROCH  OP  DOXALD  DHD.' 

Air—"  FMairtfDonvit  Dh«iM." 

Tlib  ig  ■  vecT  andcnl  i^lmwli  belnnidng  (o 
riiin  .llsciloniild.  and  iiuiipo«nHuifrerB)  Ih" 
I'limUliini  uf  Uunuld  Hafiiich.  n  b.>.  In  1431. 
1  iiuii-Uol  AiHD  Ihe  lak-a  witb  ac»iuiUIcnihlo 
l-tcv.  liiviuled  Ijwluiller.  uhI  nt  Iiiv-tIiwIj}' 
ilili'mrd  lUHl  inil  III  tight  Om  Earit  of  Uiir 


melud.T.I 


nhtrhthepiiieratliiUaii 


I'tubnbniGlid  Uhantdl  UhuiilU,  plobulrMchd 

IHiuDull ; 
I'kitulrciipliil  DLiomiU  DhuUJi.  piobsireaclul 

1I  Dbonuil  Dhnldh,  jilobolmicliil 


nuU: 

..M  brBtcdi  air  fiiiclie  Invrrtnohl. 

.  .!<-■  Muc-nulilUHIi  »o(  Ihnuikl  the  Blavk. 
imiiipe-aiimmnnauritoiiiildttiij  Itlaok, 


rii>l>ii>iu 


Ptbboch  of  Donnil  Dho, 

Pibroch  of  Donnil, 
Wake  til  J  wild  Toice  anew. 

Summon  Clan-ComuL 
Come  owny,  cnine  away, 

Hark  to  the  eummoiu  I 
Come  in  your  war  array, 

Oentles  and  commons. 
Come  from  deep  glen,  and 

From  mountain  so  rocky. 
The  war-pipe  and  pennon 

Are  nt  Inverlocky. 
Come  every  hill-plaid,  and 

True  heart  that  wears  one. 
Come  every  steel  bladn.  and 

Strong  hand  that  bears  one. 
Leave  nntended  the  herd. 

The  fl'ick  without  shelter; 
Lenre  the  corpse  uninten'd. 

The  bride  at  the  altnr; 
Leave  tliu  ileor,  leave  the  steer. 

Leave  nets  and  borgca: 
Come  with  your  fiHbtinggear, 

Broatlswords  and  targes. 
Come  as  the  winds  come,  when 


Com. 


IS  the  w 


ndoi, 


E'aat  they  come,  fast  they  come; 

Hee  Low  thi;y  gathtr  ! 
■Wide  waves  the  englo  plnmc, 

Blended  with  heather. 
Cast  yonr  plaids,  draw  y oar  bladM, 

Forward  each  man  sot ! 
Pibroch  of  Don uilD'-in, 

Knell  for  the  onseti 


In  the  ori;iiinl  Gnclu',  tl>"  Ltidr  makfl* 
nniiwtaiioai  tluit  aliewUI  luiC  erxriili  the 
ili-d  Eiiri'a  ion,  until  tha  air;!!!  iVuiu].!  baild 
III  ibo  cllir,  auil  tiioeiiicletn  tUo  l»hii— uuiil 
una  muuntaiu  alKiuld  chiiiin  [iIbcd  wllh  an- 
uiliDr.  uii.l  w)  runh.    It  b^ul  ruir  tu  add. 

t  "IwUlncvargowlthhlm." 
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la  DO  Mithorit;  for  >DppadBff  Ibat 


oThs 

Hub  what  Highluiil  Nora  sud^ 
"  The  Earlie'B  bod  I  wiU  not  wed. 
Should  all  the  race  of  nature  die, 
And  none  be  left  but  he  and  I. 
For  all  the  gold,  for  all  the  gear. 
And  all  the  lands  both  far  and  near, 
That  ever  valonr  lost  or  won, 
Iwonldnotwedthe  Earlie'a  son."*- 

"A  maiden's  voira,  "old  Callnm  npohe, 
"Am  lightly  made  and  lightlT  broke; 
The  heather  on  the  monntain'sheight 


That  lustre  deep  from  glen  and  brae; 
yet  Nora,  ere  its  bloom  be  gone, 
May  blithely  wed  theEarlie's  son."— 

"The  BvaD,"shc  said,   "the  lake's 

clear  brenat 
May  barter  for  the  cngle's  neet; 
The  Awe's  fierce  stream  may  back- 

Ben-Cmaichan  fall,  and  cmeh   Eil- 

Onr  killed  dana.  when  blood  iahigh. 
Before  their  foes  may  turn  and  fly; 
But  1,  vexe  all  the»ie  marvels  done. 
Would  never  wed  theEorlie's  son." 

Still  in  the  water-lily's  ehode 
Her  wonted  nest  tba  wildewan  made; 
Ben-Crnait^han  stands  as  fautas  ever, 
Still   downward    foams    the    Awe's 

flen-a  river; 
To  sliun  the  clash  of  foemau's  steel, 
{io  Highland  brogue  has  turned  the 

But  Noto'b  heart  is  lost  and  won, 
— She's  wedded  to  the  Earlie'ii  Hon  I 

MACGEEGOK'S  GATHERING. 

AlB— TJiam'a  (Ingaiach.' 


Tn  E 


n  tnOHint  or  tbi*  Clu. 
ttis  pnasif  pUoD  of  Uudr 


on  the  lake,   and  tbe 
misl'B  on  the  brae. 
And  the  Clan  has  a  name  that  ia 
uanteleu  by  day; 
Then  gathut,  gather,  gatbar  Griga- 

lachl 
Gather,  gather,  gather,  ftc 

Our  Bigtkal  for  Aght,  that  from  mon- 

archa  ws  drew. 
Must  be  heard  btit  by  night  in  our 
vengeful  baloo  1 
Then    haloo,    Origalach  t     baloo, 

Grigalach  I 
Haloo,  haloo,  haloo,  Origal*ah,  tc. 

Glen  Orohy'B  proud  monntainB,  Coal- 

chuim  and  her  towers, 
Glenatrae  and  Glenlyon  no  longer  are 

We're  landless,  landless,  landless. 

Grigalach  [ 
Landless,  landless,  laudleas,  Ac 
But  doom'd  and  devoted  by  vassal 
and  lord. 

or  hoB  still  both  hit  heart 
his  sword  ! 
Then  courage,  coun^e,   courage, 

Grigalach  T 
Courage,  courage,  courage,  Ac 
If  they  rob  us  of  uame,  and  pnrsue 

us  with  beagles. 
Give  their  roofo  to  the  flame,  and 
their  flenh  to  the  eagles  t 
Then  vengeanc 
geance,  Griga 

While  there's  leaves  in  the  forest, 

and  foam  on  the  river, 
MacGregor,  despite  them,  shall  flour- 
ish for  ever  I 
Come  then,  Grigalach,  come  then, 

Grigalnch, 
Come  then,  come  then,  come  tb<^n^ 
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*57 


O'er  the  peak  of  Ben-Lomond  the  g 

lev  shall  steer, 
And  trie  rocks  of  Craig-Boyston  like 

icicl«8  melt, 
Ere  OUT  vrougs  be  forgot,  or  ooi 

geauce  oufelt  I 
Then  gatbei,  gather,  gathei,  < 

Gather,  gather,  gather,  to. 

TTSIE. 
''  Whi  ait'Bt  thou  hv  that  rnio'd 
Thon    aged    carle    ao   stem  and 
grey? 
Dost  thoa  its  former  pride  recall. 
Or  ponder  how  it  pasa'd  away !' 
''Know'sl  thou  not  me  I"  the  Deep 
Voice  cried  ; 
"So  long  enjoy'd,  bo  oft  misQSed- 
Attemate,  in  Uiy  fickle  pride. 

Desired,  neglected,  and  accased  t 

"Before   my   breath,    like    blazing 

flai, 

Man  and  bis  marrels  pass  away  I 

And    changing    empires    wane  and 

wax. 

Are  fonnded,  flonrish,  and  decay. 

"Bedeem  mine  boors— the  apace  is 
brief- 
While  in  my  glass  the  sand-grains 

And  measnreloBS  thy  joy  or  grief, 
When  Tim  and  thon  abalt  part  for 


EI^PETH-S  BALLAD. 
Thz  herring  loves  the  merry  moon- 
light. 
The  mackerel  loves  the  wind, 
But  the  oyster  loves   the   dredging 
sang. 
Foi  tbey  come  of  a  gentle  bind- 
Now  hand  yonr  tongue,  baith  wife 
and  cnrle. 
And  listen  great  and  sma'. 
And  I  will  aing  of  GleuoUan's  Earl 
That  fought  on  the  red  Harlaw. 


The  cronaeb's  cried  on  Bennacbie, 
And  doon  the  Don  and  a', 

And     hieland     and    lawland    may 
moumfa'  be 
For  the  sair  field  of  Harlaw. 

Tbey  saddled  a  hundred  milk-whits 

They  haa  bridled  a  bnndrad  hlaok. 
With    a   chofrou    of  steel  on   each 
horse's  bead, 
And  a  good  knight  upon  bis  back. 
They  hadna  ridden  a  mile,  a  mile, 

A  mUe  bat  barely  ten. 
When  Donnld  came  brauking  down 
the  brae 
Wi'  twenty  tbonsand  men. 

Their  tartona  tbey  were  waving  wide. 
Their  glaives  were  glancing  clear, 

The  pibrochs  mng  frae  aide  to  side, 
Wonld  deafen  yo  to  bear. 

The  great  Earl  in  his  stirmpa  atood. 
That  Highland  host  to  see: 

"  Now  here  a  knight  that's  stont  and 

May  prove  a  jeopardie: 
"  What  would'at  thou  do,  my  aqoire 

That  tides  bexide  my  reyne,— 

Were  ye  Glenallan's  Earl  the  day. 

And  I  were  Eoland  Cheyne? 


I  were  sin   and 


To    tnm   the  i 

ahome, 

To  fight  were  wond'roas  peril. — 
What  would    ye    do   now,    Bolaud 

Cheyno, 
Were  ye  Olenallan's  Earl  T— 

Were  I  Olenallan's  Earl  thia  tide. 
And  ya  were  Roland  Cheyne, 
The  spur  should  be  in  my  hone'a 

An<l  the  bridle  upon  bis  mane. 
"  If  they  haetwenty  tbonsondbladei; 

And  we  twice  ten  times  ten, 
Yet  tbey  baa  but  their  lartau  plaida, 

And  we  are  oail-ulad  men. 
"  My  horse  shall  lide  through  ranki 
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Ab  tiiioQRh  the  moorland  fem, — 
Then  ne'er  let   the    gentla   Nonnui 
binds 
Oiow  canld  for  Highland  kerne.* 


Hetnm'dhimTigM  and  ronnd  again. 
Said  Scorn  na  at  lay  mitber ; 

Light  loves  I  may  get  mem?  a  ans, 
Bnt  minnle  ne'er  BUithcr. 

MAJOR  BELLENDEfTS  SONG. 
AMD  what  though  winter  will  pinch 

Throoffb  locim  of  grej  and  a  cloak 

that's  old, 

Yet  keep  np  thy  heart,  bold  cavalier, 

For  a  cup  of  iwck  ahall  fence  the 

cold. 

For  time  will  runt  the  bri^hteft  blade. 

And  yeaiA  will  break  tlii'  strongest 

Wm  never  wight  no  starkly  made, 
Idit  time   and   yeara  would  over- 

VEKSEtJ  POUND  IK  BOTHWELL'S 
POCKET-BOOK. 

Thy  Imo,  dear  pledge,  is  pure  and 

bri^'ht. 
As  in  tlint  wcU-rompmbofd  n^jbt, 
Whenfiret  thyuiyBticbmidwiis  wove, 
And  firft  uij  Agiiea  wiiisper'd  love. 
Since  then   how  often  host  thou 


pr. 


<\\ 


The  tnrrid  zone  of  thiH  wild  hreimt. 
WhoKe  wrntU  und  hutc  hnvo  Bwom  to 

dwell 
With  tht  firHt  sin  which  pccipleil  hel!. 
A  breiLKt  whose  blood's  a  Ironblcd 

£nch  thnib   the  earthquake 'h   wild 


0,  if  BUih  clime  tbon  canst  endure,  : 
Tft  keep  thyhnouBsloia'd  and  pure,  j 
AVhiit    conquest    o'er    eiieb    erring 

thought  I 

Of   that    fierce    realm     had    Agnes 

wrought  1 


I  had  not  wandar'd  wUd  and  vido. 
With  rach  an  aagal  for  mT-  gnide; 
Nor  fae*ran  nor  euth  oonld  tb«a 

reprove  mo, 
If  she  nad  lived,  and  liTad  to  lore  me^ 
Not  then  thiBworid'a  wild  J07B  had 

To  me  one  Mv«ga  hnntiiw  Boene, 
Uy  sole  delight  ttaa  h««dloug  raoe. 
And  frantic  hurry  of  the  chase ; 
To  atari,  puisne,  and  bring  to  bay, 
Bnah  in,   drag  down,  and  rend  my 
prev. 

Mine    ireful   mood    had    swaetnen 

And  sooth'd  each  wound  whioh  ptida 

inOnmed  1 
Tea,  Ood  and  man  might  novr  ap- 

If  thou  badst  lived,  and  lived  to  love 


THE  SEABCH  AFTEB  HAPPt 


D,    TSB  QDEST  OT  BULTAim  aOUIUinC. 

Oh  for  a  glance  o(  that  gay  Uose's 

eyo. 
Thut  iLghten'donBandello'B  Ungh- 

ing  tale, 
An<l  Iwiukled  with  a  lostre  shrewd 

^Micn   6iam    Battista   bade    her 

vision  hail  !- 
Yf t  feur  not,   ladiea,  the  nalit  de- 

titil 
Given  by  the  natives  of  that  land 


Italian  license  loves  to  leap  the  pale, 
We  Britons  have  the  fear  of  shaine 
before  us. 
And.  if  not  wise  in  mirth,  at  least 


lu  the  far   coatem  clime,   no  great 
Lived   Sullnnn  Sollmaan,  a  mi^tj 


MISCELLASEOUS  POEMS. 


WhoBS  ^7^8.  a*  oft  AS  they  perfoi 

tbeir  roaod. 
Beheld    all   others    fii'd   npon   the 

ground ; 
WLone  enm  rocewed   the   same  nn- 

varied  jihnte, 
'•Saltonn  !  thy  vassBl  heant,  and  he 

All  have  their  toates— this  may  the 

fancy  Rtrike 
or  nach  ^rave  fotka   m  pomp  and 

(trondptir  like; 
FoTuip,  I  love  the  honest  heart  and 

Of  Slonaruh  who  can  amble  round 

his  farm. 
Or,  whan  the  toil  of  state  no  more 

annoys, 
In  chimney  comer    seek    domestic 

joys— 
I  love  a  prince   will  bid  the  bottle 

Eieliancinf;  with  his  Babjecta  glance 


lanRinR- 


sen  111 


Sacti   Monarchs  best   ooi  Iree-bom 


This    Rolimann,     Screndib    had    i 

BWIl)'— 

And  whcrc's  Serendib?   may  xon 

critic  say.— 
Good  Lic'i,  mine  honest  friend,  oo: 

suit  tbo  chart, 
Rcaro  not  my  Poi^nsDH  before  I  start  1  i 
If  Eennei:  ban  it  not,  you'll   find,  I 

nmyhnp. 
The  irIc  l:iid  down  in  Captain  Siu- 

bod'a  ninii, — 
Famed  mnriner '.  whono  mercileKS  nor- 

Drovc  every  friend  and  kiDnman  out 

otjinlioiiop. 
Till,  fnin  t>>  iind  a  guest  who  Iboqght 

them  shorter. 
Be  deign'd  to  tell  them 

porter— 


The  laat  edition  see.  by  Long,  k  Co., 
Bees,  Hunt,  and  Orme,  oar  f^ais 
in  the  Bow. 

Serendib  found,  deem  not  my  tale  a 
fiction— 

This  Sultaun,  whether  locking  con- 
tradiction— 

(A.  sort  of  Htimulant  which  hath  its 

To  raise  the  spiritH  and  reform  the 
—Sovereign  specific  (or  all  sorts  of 

In  my  wife's  practice,  and  perhaps 
in  yonrs.) 

The  Snltaun  lacking  this  same  whole- 
some bitter, 

Or  oordial  smooth  for  prince's  palate 
fitter— 

Or  if  aotna  Mollah  had  hag-rid  his 
drc^nma 

With  Pegliil,  Qinnistan,    and  such 

Belonging    to    the    UoUah's    soblie 

I  wot  not— but  the   Snltaun   never 

Scarce  ato  or  drunk,  and  took  a  mel- 
ancholy 
That  hcom  d  all  remedy  —profane  or 

In  bis  long  list  of  melancholies,  mod, 
Ur  iiiazod,    or  dumb,   hath  Barton 
none  so  bad.* 


Physicians  soon  arrived,  sngo,  ware, 
and  tric<l. 
Ah  e'er  Bcrawl'd  jargon  in  a  dark- 
ened ro,-iui; 

With  heedful  glance  the  Sultaun's 
toDRuo  they  cyeil, 

Peep'd  in  bis  bath,  and  Qod  knows 


"  His  linjpHty  ia  very  far  from  well." 
,  Then  o:icb  to  work  with  his  speoiflo 

L.."-'"^ 
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"Tha  Mlna  of  tlw  ShUhii  in  VOt 

BhMth 
Too  long  hu  ilept,  mn  own'd  tlia 

vo^  of  death ; 
Let  tlia  TBmbonigi  bid  hie  signal 
nttle. 

'    -'     --^  and  taiae  tbe 


The  Hakim  Ibrahim  iiutonferbioiiRlit 
ffis  unguent  Hahazziiu  si  Zeidnk* 

kaut. 
While  Boompot,  s,  practitioner  more 

wily, 
Belied  on  his  Unnaeldf  si  allBly. 
More  and  yet  more  in  deep  arraj  ap- 

And  gome  the  front  aassU,  and  some 

the  rear  ; 
Their  remedies  to  reinforce  and  vary, 
Came  surgeon  eke,  and  eke  spothe-  awaj, 

cory  ;  When  tne  hold  Lootie  i 

Till  the  tired  Monaroh,   though  of  '         courser  round, 

words  grown  chary,  |  And  tha  aim'd  elephant  shall  ahake 

Yet  dnipt,  to  recompense  their  fruit- ,         the  eround. 

leas  labour,  |  Each  noble  panta  to  own  the  ^cnona 

Some  hint  about  a  bowatring  or  a  I         Bummons — 

sabre.  And  for  the  chargea— Iio  I  your  taiVtt- 

There  lack'd.  I  promise  you,  no  long- 1         •  ■  " 

--'  speeches  " 


'  The  Biota  who  attended   in    their 

(Serendib  language  caUs  a  brmer 
Biot) 
Look'd   ruefully   in    one   another's 

From  this  oration  aoguring  mnch 
disquiet, 
,  Double  asBensment,  forage,  and  free 
And  sought  to  shift   it   off  f rom  i         quarters; 
their  own  ahonldera.)  j  And  fearing  these  as  China-men  the 

Tartars   ami    conriers  in   all  speed  j         Tartars, 

were  sent,  i  Or  as  the  whiskar'd  Termin  fear  the 

To  call  ft  aort  of  Eastern  Parliament   ■         monaers. 
Of  feudatory  chieftains  and  free- .  Eaeh  fumbled  in  the  pookei  of  hia 


Then  was  the  council  call'd — by  their 

advice, 
(They  deem'd  the  matter  ticklish  all, 


day. 
My  gaUi: 


t  this  very 
t  Malcolm  calls  them  cou- 
1   show  in   this 
le  forms  be> 


Tm   not  prepared 

alight  son^; 
That  to  Serendib  the 

long,— 
E'en  let  the  leam'd  go  search,  and 

tett  me  if  I'm  wrong. 


The  Omraha,   each    with    hand    on 

Bcymitar, 
Qavo,   like   Serapronios,   still   their 


And  neit   came  forth  the  rerenmd 
Convocation, 
Balil  heads,  white  beards,  and  many 
a  turban  green, 
Imaum  and  MolUi  there  of  ereiy 
atutiou, 
Santon,  Fakir,  and  Calendar  ireie 


Their  votes  n 

vised  ft  Mosque 
With  fitting   revenues  shonld  be 

With  seemly  gMdens  and  with  g^ 
Eiosqni^ 


MISCKLLASBOUa  POEMS. 
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To  recreate  a  band  of  prieals  b«- 

OtbeFB   opined    that    tlirongh    the 

realm  a  a  dole 
Be  iDiule    to    liolj   men,    wtkOBe 

prayen  might  profit 
Tlie  Snltaau'B  weal  in  body  and  in 

aonl. 
But   their  long-headed  chief,  the 

Sheik  Ul-Sofit. 
Uoce    closely  touch'd  the    point: — 

"  Thy  studious  mood, " 
Qaoth  be,  "U  Prince  I   hath  thick- 

ea'd  nil  thy  blood, 
And  dalld  thy  bnun  with    laboni 

beyond  maa«nre; 
Wherefore  relax  a  apace  and  take  thy 

pleasure, 
And  toy  with  beaaty,  or  tell  o'er  thy 

From  all  the  carea  of  state,  my  Liege, 

enlarge  thee. 
And  leave  the  burden  to  thy  fkilhfnl 

clergy." 

Theee   coudmIb  sage  availed  not  a 

whit, 

And  BO  the  patient  (aa  is  not  un- 
common 
Where  grave  physiciftna  lose   their 
time  and  wit) 

Ilesolved  to  take  advice  of  an  old 

Eia  mother  she,  a  dame  who  once 

was  beanteooa, 
And  still  was  called  so  by  each  snb- 

jecL  duCeons. 
Now,  whether  Fatima  waa  witch 

Or   only  made  believe,   I  cam 


Ray- 
But  she  profeea'd  b 


«tha 


An^ 

She  deem'd  it  fitting  time  to  ose  her 


^Thiu  did  old  Fatima  beipeak  her  aon, ) 


It  works  upon  the  fibrea  and  the 
pores. 
And  thus,  ineensibly,  our  health  re- 

And  it  must  help  ob  here.— Thou 

must  endure 
The  ill,  my  eon,  or  travel  for  the  cure. 
Search  land  and  aea,  and  get,  where'er 

;yoacan. 
The  inmoat  vettore  of  a  happy  man, 

lean   hia  amsr,  my  eon;  wUdii, 

And  freah  from  off  hia  back,  ahall 

chase  your  harm. 
Bid  every  onrrent  of  your  veina  t«- 

joioe. 
And  your  dull  heart  leap  light  aa 

in  epherd-boy 's. " 

I  waa  the  counsel  from  his  mother 

I  know  not  if  she  had  some  nnder- 

gamo, 
As  doctors  have,  who  bid  their  pft- 

tiente  roam 
And  live  abroad,  when  aure  to  die  at 

Or  if  ahe  thought,  that,  somehow  or 

another, 
Qneen-Begent  aounded  better  than 

Qneen-Uother ; 
But,  says  the  Chronicle  (who  will  go 

look  it,} 
That  such  was  hex  advise — the  Snl- 

taon  took  it. 

All  are  on  board,  the  Snltann  and  hia 

In  gilded  galley  prompt  to  plough 

the  mam. 
The  old  Bais*  was  the  flnt  who 

questioned,  "Whither?" 
They  paused — "Arabia,"  thought  the 

pensive  Prince, 
"  Was  call'd  The  Happy  many  agea 

For  Hokha,  Bais."— And  they  came 
safely  thither. 
But  not  in  Araby,  with  all  her  balm. 
Not  where  Jodea  weepa  beneath  her 
palm. 


aCOTTS  POETICAL  WOXSH. 


Mot 


in  rioli  iknut.  not  in  ITntnan  i  A  trunontMu,  ■  haetie, — tha  bock, 
iTeat«.  iFo&Kdiol  ■tOl  hM  aU  the  lack; 

Could  there  the  step  of  happiness  be   By  land  or  oeeui  never  atlikM  hia 

traced.  ;         flag- 

One  Copt  alone  profess'd  to  have  seen    And  then— apelfectwalldngmoiieT- 
her  Emile,  I         bag." 
When  Bruce  his  goblet  fill'd  at  infont   Off  aet  our  Prinoe  to  reek  John  BnU'a 


NUe: 
She  blesa'd  the  dauntless  traveller  as 

he  qualTd, 
Bat    TaniahM   from  him    with  the 

ended  draught. 

"  Enongh  ol  turbans, "  said  the  weary 


But  flrat  took  Fntnoe— it  lay  apon 
the  road. 

Ifonsienr  Baboon,  after  mndi  l«t« 

commotion. 
Was  agitated  like  a  aetUIng  ocean. 
Quite  out  of  sorts,  and  oonld  not  t«ll 


■'  These ^"olimans  of  oim  arc  not  the  '  ^,  'i"*  »?'"'l  ^?:  .  ,     ,  ,  _,^ 

(y^„.  Only  the  glory  of  hiahonsa  had  fftOd 

Try  we  ihe  Ginours,  these  men  of   „    .,"'''  ,  . .         , ,, 

coat  and  cap,  I  Besides,  some  tnmotua  on  hu  noddle 

Incline  to  think  some  of  them  must '         ''!^'°8\.         ,  ,^,,. 

be  hapnv*  i  ""'e  indication  of  a  reoent  hiding. 

Atlenst,  tUvhave  na  fairnoausena'   Our  PrlDCO.  thongli  Bultauns  of  auoh 

any  can'  i         thingn  ore  heedless. 

They  drink  Kood  wine  and  keep  no    Thought    it  a  thing  indelicate   and 

Itamnzitn.  „  ""^  .    ^      ... 

Then  northward,  ho ! "-  Thu   v,.hh--1       To  sHk,  if  at  that  moment  he  wa« 

And  f,.ir  It^Jm  lie«  upon  Ut  Ico.  -      ■  An-l  SInn«ienr,  seeing  that  he   was 

lint  fair  Italia.  Hhe  who  oncnuufurlM    ,      """"<'  "/("''.  n 

Heroiigle  bannors  o'er  n  coniiuMM    ^oud  y.nco  muster d  np,  for   "lav 

w„rid.  Tl  ./"" 

Iion({  fr»ni  hir  throne  of  dciminution        *'"-' 

Iflj.  by"liiT4iumdamTftsBQls,  wonlv    The  Hullaiin  Mi'swcr'a  him  with  a 

hnmbleif:  \         rroKs-.iucstion.   - 

The  Poi.«   himself  Ipok'd    ponsivc,  :      "I'ray.  "^-'"JOV  *"•  ""'  '"Snt  »' 

pale  and  Irtin  "•"■'  ■'"''"  ^^^' 

Andwas  nnt  Lair'the  man  Loonc       That    dwells   Bomewhere    Vyond 

hailbeen.  ^,    your  hcrrinR-pool  ? 

"While  thene  th-  priest  and  thi.av    The  .ju.ry  s«m  d  of  difficult  digea- 

t ho  noble  tltiiccH,  ._    turn,  ,      ,, 

Our  poor  old  b,K.t,"  thvv  «aid,  "is    The   purty   shri^g d,   and   gnnnd. 

torn  to  nieces  ■  ■         nud  took  hiM  snoff, 

Itetops  Ibc  Ti'n-efnl  dawBi.tAuH-    And  found  his  whole  good-breeding 

iria  feel.  «"'"■«  en™et. 

Anil  llio  (ireat  Devil  ts  rending  toe  ^^ 

and  heel.  •- 

If   happiness  yon  seek,  to  tell  you    Twitching  his  Tisaga  into  aa  many 

truly,  ;         pni^kem 

We  think  she  dwells  with  one  Oio-   As  dmuiielii  wont  to  put  into  their 

vanni  BuUi;  tucters. 


MieCELLAlTEOUS  FOSMS. 


(Ere   lib«nd  Fuhion  damn'd  both 

lac«  and  lami. 
And  bade  the  veil  of  modesty  b« 

Beplied  ^e  Prenolmi&n,  after  a  brief 

"  Jeaa  Bool  1 — I  tsb  not  knoT  him- 

Yea,  I  Tas- 
I  vas  remember  dat.  von  jearortvu, 
1  place  oftll'd  Tater- 


Bnt  dea  he  had  wit  him  ona  damn 

80n-guo, 
Bogae  I  no  Ulie— dej  call  him  Tel- 

MoDsienr'a  politeDesBoonld  not  hide 


Bavitig  of  sterile  farms  and  tmaold 

EJH  oagar-loaTes  and  bales  about  he 

And  on  his  counter  be*t  the  dsTil's 

His  varswere  ended,  and  tbe  victor; 

But  then,  'tiras  reokoning-day  with 

lioueHt  John ; 
And  authors  vonch,  'twas  atill  this 


pay; 

Audthea  he  always  thinks,  his  tem- 
per'i  HQch, 

The  work  too  little  and  the  pay  too 

Yet,  grumbler  as  he  is,  so  kind  and 

That  when  his  mortal  foe  waa  on  the 

floor. 
And  pMt  the  power  to  harm  his  quiet 


Bnoh  was  the  wight  whom  SoUmaiin 


le  to  see  the  happi- 
est man, — 
So,  signior,  all  avonch, — -in  Frangis- 

" Happy?  my  tenants  breaking  on 

my  hand; 
Unstock'd  my  pastnies,  and  nntill'd 

my  land; 
Bn^randnun  adrag,  and  mice  and 

moths 
The    sole    aonsnmeTS    of   my  good 

broadcloths- 
Happy  7— Why,  cniaed  war  and  rack- 
Have  left  OS  scarcely  raiment  to  our 

"In  that  case,   signior,  I  may  taka 

my  leave; 
I    cama   to   ask    a   favour  —  bat    I 

"Favour?"  said  John,  and  eyed  tba 

tjultann  hard, 
"  It's  my  belief  yon  come  to  break 

the  yard! — 
But,  ats;)r,  yon  look  like  some  poor 

foreign  sinner,— 
Take  that  to  bay  yourself  a  shirt  and 

dinner." — 
With  that  he  cbock'd  a  guinea  at  his 

Bnt,  with  due  dignity,  the  Sollann 

"  Permit  me,  air,  your  bounty  tod«- 

A  lAirl  indeed  I   seek,  but  none  of 

thine. 
Signior,  I  kiss  your   hMide,  so  fare 

yon  well." — 
Kiss  and  be  d — d,"  qooth  John. 

"  and  goto  hell  I" 

Next  door  to  John  there  dwelt  his 

sister  Peg, 
Once  a  wild  laaB  as  over  shook  a  leg 
When  the  blithe  bagpipe  blew — but, 

soberer  now. 


SCOTT'S  POSnCAL    WORKS. 


She  daixaiy  eptm  her  flAX  find  milk'd 

her  cow. 
And  whereas  erst  she  wm  a  tl 

slatlerD, 
Nor  now  of  wealth  or  oleanliiM 

pattern, 
Tet  once   a-month  her   house   was 

partly  swept. 
And  once  a-week  a  plenteous  board 

And  wherean,   eke,   the  vixen  osed 

And  teeth,  of  yore,  onslender  pro- 


Tbe  sole  remembrance  of  her  wariike 

joys 
Wbb  in  old  BongB  she  Rang  to  please 

her  boys. 
John  BalJ,  whom,  in  their  years  of 

early  strife, 
She  wont  to  lead   a  cat-and-doggisfa 

Now  fonnd  the  woman,  as  he  said,  a 
neiglibooi. 

Who  look'd  to  the  main  chance,  de- 
clined no  labonr. 

Iioved  a  loDf^  grace,    and   spoke  a 


bargain. 

The  Snltann  ent«r'd,  and   he  made 

his  leg. 
And  with  decomm   cnrtsy'd  sister 

Peg; 
(She  loved  a  book,  and  knew  a  thing 


And  if  tbe  nUmugM  wenanvBtM 

cheaper : —  -r  -, 

Were  thare  lue  mating*  of  ooilfnD- 

go  Park- 
Tell  be   the   seiiUaiiian  *»■— *  vwli 

thesarkt 
If  ye  wad  buy  a  web  o'  anld  wifc'i 

■pinnin', 
rU  WBirant  ;«   it's   »   weal-wwj^ 


Then  np  got  Peg,    and   roand  tb* 
house  gan  acnttle 
In  search  of  goods  h«r  c 


laptinoe- 


«  with  whom  she 


And  guess 'd  at 

hAd  to  do. ) 
She  bade  him   "Sit  into  the  fire." 

and  took 
Her  dram,   her  cake,   her  kebback 

from  the  nook; 
Ask'd  him    "about  the   news  from 

Eastern  parts; 
And     of   her    absent    baima.    pair 

High  Ian  il  hearts  \ 
If  peace  brought  down  the  price  of 

tea  and  pepper. 


Until  the  Snltann  si 

ly  throttle. 
And  holla'd^-'-Ua'ara,  that  is  act 

what  I  ail 
Pny,  are  yon  faappy,  ma'am,  in  Hiii 

snug  glen?"— 
"Happy?''  said    Fog;    -What  bt 

d  ye  want  to  ken  ? 
Besidea.  jnst  think   upon   this  bj- 

ganeyear, 
Orain  wodna  pay  the  yaking  of  the 

plengh." — 
"■What  say  you  to  the  present T"— 

"  Meal's  sae  dear. 
To  mak'  their  hroae  my  bairns  haTe 

soarce  anengh." — . 
'■  The  devil  take  the  shirt,"  said  Sol- 

'  I  think  m;  quest  will  end  as  it  be- 
gan.— 
Farewell,  ma'ain  ;  nay,  no  aemnoay 
I  beg  '■ 
Ye'll  no  be  for  the  linmi  thenr 


Now,  for  the  land  of  Terdant  Erin, 
"^  -I  Snltann'B  lojai  ^     '   ■ 
<    Emerald   Isle, 
Paddy  dwells, 
'  The   consin  of  John  Bnll,  as  atoiy 

For  a    lung   space  had   Johs,   irith 

words  of  thunder. 
Hard  looks,  mid  harder  knocks,  kept 

Paddy  under. 
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Till   the   poor  lad,  like  boy  that's 

flogg'a  nndnly. 
Had  gotten  Bomevhat  restiTe  and 

nnroly. 
Hard  irae  bis  lot  and  lodging,  7011II 

k  wigwam  that  would  hardly  serve  a 

His  landlord,   uid  of  middLe-men 

two  brace, 
Had  screw'd  his  rent  up  to  the  atarr- 

ing-place  ; 
Bis  gannenl  vu  a  top-ooat,  and  an 

Bis  meal  was  a  potato,  and  a  oold 

But  still  for  fun  or  bolio,  and  all 


The  Snltann  aaw  him  on  a  holiday. 
Which  U  with  Paddy  stiU  a  jolly 

When  mass  ia  ended,  and  his  load  of 

Confeee'J,  and  Mother  Church  hath 

from  her  binaa 
Dealt  forth  a  bonna  of  iiDpiit«d  merit. 
Then  us  Pat's  time  for  fanoy,  whim, 

and  spirit  \  . 
To  jest,   to  sing,   to  caper  bii  and 

And  dance  as  light  as  leaf  apon  the 

"By  Mahamot,"  said  Snltann  Soli - 

"That  ragged  fellow  is  oar  Teiy 

ItiiBb  in  and  seize  him — do  not  do 

him  hurt, 
Bat,  will  he  nill  he,  let  me  Iuitg  his 

ahirt."— 


Shilela  their  plan  was  wellnigh  after 

banlliing, 
(Much  leas  provocation  will  set  it  a- 

waUoDg.) 
But  the  odds  that  foii'd  Herooles 

foil'd  Paddy  Whack; 


IT  atripp  d  b 
Up-babboo!    Faddv   ] 

shirt  to  his  back  1 !  1 
And  the   King,  disappointed,  with 

Borrow  and  shame, 
Went  back  to  Uerendib  as  sad  as  he 


In  Ettriok's  Tale,  ia  sinking  sweet; 
The  westland  wind  ia  hush  and  still. 

The  lake  lies  sleeping  at  my  feet. 
Yet  not  the  landscape  to  mine  eye 

Bears  those  bright  hues  that  once 

Thongh  evening,   with   her   rioheot 
dye, 
Flames  o'er  the  hills  of  Ettriok's 

With  listleaa  look  along  the  plain, 
I  aea  Tweed's  silver  current  glide. 

And  coldly  mark  the  holy  fane 
Of  Uelioae  rise  in  ruln'd  pride. 

The  quiet  lake,  the  balmy  an, 
The  hill,  the  atream,  the  tower,  the 

Are  they  still  such  aa  ones  they  were  ? 

Or  ia  the  dreary  change  in  me  ? 
Alas,  the  warp'd  and  broken  board. 

How  oan  it  Dear  the  painter's  dve  [ 
The  harp  of   stiain'd  and   tuneless 

How  to  the  minstrel's  skill  reply  t 
To  it^*''''B  eyea  each  landscape  low- 
ers. 
To  feverish  pulse  each  gale  blows 
chill; 
And  Anby's  ot  Eden's  bowers 
Were  bMien  as  this  moorland  hill. 

THE   MONEfi  OF   BANOOB'B 

UABCH. 

Am — "  Ymiitiiih  Hionge." 


Ethiltiiid  or  OLrsiu,  Siogol  Nonlniiii 
tnrlud,  bsTiDK  bnteged  Cbcaur  In  SIS,  Hid 
Bhocuui.,  ikBilUjiti  I'llBiM,  adTSnoliii  I > 
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TcligloBa  of  tlia  nclgtibooriDg 


UoDMlcrTofllaiipir  marched  in 


whlcli  th»a  TFIH9  arn  adapted  li  cillcd  the 
MontiB'  tTuTTlij  mid  La  BniijKftvd  (o  liare  beaa 
plsfnl  It  tbFic  iUomoDHl  prcxMHlon. 
Wbbs  tLe  heatlien  tmmpet'H  clang 
Roand  bnleagaer'd  Chester  rang. 
Veiled  nun  oud  fri  ir  grey 
March'd  (mm  liangor'u  fairAbbaye; 
Higb  tbeir  holy  luUhcm  Boonds, 
CeHtria'u  vale  the  hynic  rebounds. 
Flouting  down  the  silvitii  Dee, 

OmUtrrrttDomine! 
On  the  long  proceHsioD  goes, 
Glory  ronud  tbeir  crosses  clows, 
And  tbe  Virgin -mother  mild 
In  tbuir  pencefnl  hnnner  siuilcd; 
Who  conld  think  Hiicli  saintly  I  and 
Ddom'd  to  fuel  unhnllnwM  Lnnd  i 
tSuub  wfut  the  Divine  decroe, 

<J  iHist  ivi-f,  Duiiitit! 
Itondn  that  masses  only  nnng. 
lEanila  (hat  eeu^erx  only  swung, 
Met  tho  nunhcrn  bow  r.ml  bill. 
Hoard  the  walNcrj- uilil  nu.l  shriU: 
Woe  to  lirockmiu'l's  l.'ebli'  hnnd, 
^r<ie  lo  OIfnd'sbloo.ly  brand, 
AVoc  to  SaiLon  cmeltv, 

0  "iisfiriv,  l>„mmf  I 
Weltering  ninid  warriDrs  slain, 
Spurn'd  by  ttfuAu  wilh  liIi)Oil_v ninno, 
tilangbr^r'd  down  by  ht^ithen  blmle, 
liao(;or's  [lea^'i'lul  nx'nlut  nri'  laid; 
Wiinl  of  jMirtiug  ri'st  iinsiinkp, 
Jlrbs  uQKung,  anilbri^ul  uubroke; 
Fur  tlieir  isoula  for  cL;iriiy, 

llanuor !  o'tr  llie  murilor  wail  1 
Long  thv  ruLus  ti-M  the  tale, 
Shatter'^  tiiwera  iind  broken  aroli 
I^ing  rccaUd  the  wofnl  iiiarolii* 
On  thy  slirini'  no  tapiTs  bum, 
Sever  shall  tUy  prieais  nturu: 
The  pilgrim  Highs,  Hid  Mup-forlbee, 

■IiiWUIlaiucif)lalni>l>iii;Btlniptliend^;i 
iif  llanriiT  Mill  BllnKil  llw  ciurli;  trf  thf 

^'onhomtdijiiiA, 


luoEBnaiotrs  lament. 

AiB— "CAa  mi  Mf  itdUt." 

Uaokrimmoo,  Imcdnarj  piper  tothe  I'M 
at  MaDind.  I*  wid  M  tiaTfl  outdpoMd  lliii 
L.-'mcnt  wbm  tbe  Clao  vaa  abool  id  dr^ut 
DMoa  a  dirtant  and  daogvnHia  expoliuiHi- 
Thc  Mimtr^  vu  ImDreiMd  wiih  a  belirf. 
ni  ich  ihi  cmt  Tnlllsd,  tliat  ha  WM  lu  ba 
aL'.la  Id  Iheappnaiehlncfnid;  and Lmcs Ibd 
Dacllc  vord*.  "  OAa  bU  wi  trOU,  aid  tMiUu 
ilaOmi.  elia  (ill  JTaetriMauB,"  "  1  aball 
norer  rclurn ;  illhoiiKhllaeleDdTCtDra*.  nt 
1-acLi  iminod  ahall  Denr  nlar.i-'-  The 
:<ie"s  is  liiit  too  Tell  knurn,  fiun  It*  beinc 
tbB  3tnin  u  1th  which  Iho  smiioaoB  frum  the 
W«i  llipLlHiidtandliaeauiuJJj  taka  leave 

Maci.iod'b  wizard  flag  from  tba  grej- 

castle  salUee, 
The  lowets  are  Mated,  uunoor'd  *re 

the  galleys; 
Gleam    war-sie     and    btOMdaword, 

clang  target  and  qniver. 
As  MackrinimoD  sings,  "Farewell  to 

Danvegan  tor  ever  1 
Farewell    to    each     cliff,   on    whioli 

breakers  arc  foaming; 
Farewell  eai:h  dark  glen,  in  whidi 

re.i-dter  are  roaming; 
Farewell,  lonelj  Sltje,  to  lake,  rnonn- 

Moclcod  may  return,  bnt  Uackrim- 

"  Farcwi'U  the  bright  rlouda  that  on 

(juill':n  are  aleejiing; 
Farewell  the  bright  eyi-s  in  the  Don 

ihiit  arc  nveuini;; 
To  each  minstrel  delusion,  ^lewell! 

— and  for  ever— 
Uackrimuion  departs,  to  return  to 

The   lt'i,.^lf:'j  wild  toIcb  aings  the 

dcatb-ilirge  before  mo, 
The  |<all  of  the  de.^  for  a  mantlo 

Dnt  luy  heart  shall  not  flag,  uid  my 

Derves  sbnll  not  shiver. 
Though  di'Voted  I  go—  to  retnm  again 


Be  heard  when  tbc  Gael  on  their  exile 
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«7 


Dear  Iimd  t  to  Uie  ahorea,   whence 

nn willing  wa  seTer, 
Eetnrn-^retnm  — iBtnm  shaU 

Cba  tiU,  cbn  tiU,  cba  tiU  Bin  tniUe  I 
Cba  till,  chn  tiU,  cha  till  ein  tuiUa, 
Cha  till,  cha  till,  oha  till  sin  tuills, 
Oud  thilliB  Uocleod,  obk  till  Hook- 


DONALD  CATRD'S  COME  AGAIN. 
tint — "Jfatcolm  Oitnfs  eonu  (UToIn.' 

Donald  Cubu's  coim  OQainl 

Domilit  CairiTa  «m«  again  I 
Tiit  Ihe  titint  in  bmgh  and  gioi, 
Donalil  OainTs  come  again  t 


Dooold  Caird  ci 


I  lilt  ai 


Blithely  dance  the  Highland  fling, 
Drink  till  the  gndeman  be  blind, 
Fleech  till  the  gndewife  be  kind; 
Hoop  a  legliu.  olsnt  ■  pan. 
Or  cTack  a  pow  wi'onT  man; 
Tell  the  news  in  bmgh  and  glen, 
Donald  Cikiid'u  coma  again. 
DtiHnld  Caird'*  come  again! 
Loiuild  Cainfa  cumc  a-jainl 
Tell  Uie  neira  in  bn'yl,  and  glen, 
Donuid  CainTa  come  again. 
Donald  Caird  can  wire  a  mankin, 
Eena  the  wilea  o'  dnn-deet  ataoldn'. 
Leisters  kipper,  loBkos  a  shift 
To  shoot  a  moir-fowl  in  the  drifl; 
Water-bailifb,  rangers,  keepeni, 
He  can  wank  when  they  are  sleep- 


Donald  Caird'a  eotnt  again  I 
Donald  Uiird's  coma  again  I 
Oar  llu  bagpipa  hum  amain, 
Doiiald  Oiuraa  come  o^in. 


Ilka  ane  that  aellB  Rude  liqnor 
Kens  how  Donald  benda  a  bicker; 
When  he's  ton  he's  atontand  aaney, 
Keeps  tb«  caaUe  o'  the  okwoj; 


Hialand  chief  and  Lawland  laitd 
Mann  gie  room  to  Donald  Oaird  I 
Donald  Vairda  come  again  I 
llOBaid  Caird's  coma  again  I 
3UJ  Oia  neica  in  brugh  cuul  glan, 
Donaid  Oair^a  eoma  again. 
Steek  the  amrie,  lock  the  kirt, 
Else  some  sear  may  wsel  be  mist; 
Donald  Caird  flnda  oira  things 
Where  Allan  Greoorfand  the  tings; 


■Ware  the  wnddie,  Donald  C 
Doaald  Oaird'a  eoma  ogofo  t 
Donald  Oainfa  omik  o^oin  / 
Dlnna  lei  th»  Bhirra  ken 
Donald  Cairda  came  agi^n. 

On  Donald  Caird  the  doom  Mm 

Craiu[  to  tether,  L^stoaira; 
Bat  Donald  Caird, wi'  miokle  stndj, 
Canght  the  gift  to  cheat  the  wnddie; 
Rings  of  aim,  and  bolts  of  steal. 
Fell  like  ice  frao  hand  and  heal  I 
Watch  theaheap  in  fauld  and  glen, 
Donald  Caird'fl  come  again  I 
Donald  Oaird'a  come  againl 
Donald  third's  fomt  againl 
Dinna  Id  tht  Jaftic*  km 
Donald  Otinf  a  eoma  again. 

MADGE  WILDFIBEB  SONOa. 
Wbkn  the  gledd'fl  in  the  blue  dood. 

The  iBTtook  lies  still; 
When   the  hound's  in  tha  green- 

The  hind  keeps  the  hill. 
O  sleep  ye  Bonnd,  Sb  Jamea,  she 

When  ye  sold  rise  and  ride  ? 
There's  twenty  men,  wi'  bow  and 
bhwk 
Are  seekii^  whsre  ye  hide. 
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I  glance  lilce  the  wildfire  through 

coontry  and  tovni 
Pm  seen  on  the  caoBeTaj — Pm  seen 

on  the  dorni; 
The  lightning  that  flaahea  so  bright 

and  80  free, 
la  scarcely  so  ':Jithe  or  so  bonny  as 

What  did  je  wi'  the  bridal  ring — bri- 
dal ring — bridal  ring? 

What  did  je  wi'  yoor  wedding  ring, 
ye  little  catty  q  nean,  0 1 

I  gied  it  till  a  sodger,  a  Hodger,  a 
Bodger, 

I  gied  it  till  a  aodgor,  on  anld  tme 


Good  ( 


,   good 


□,   good  fair 

even  to  thee; 
IpritbE?,  dear  moon,  now  Khowto  me 
The    form   and    the    features,    the 

speech  and  dei^reo, 
Of  the  man  that  true  lover  of  mine 

shaU  be. 

It  is  the  bonny  batcher  lad. 
That  wears  the  sleeves  of  bine, 

He  sells  the  Hesh  on  Saturday. 
On  Friday  that  he  slew. 

There's  a  bloodhound  ranging  Tin- 
wuld  ■\Vood, 
There's  Iiamewi  glnnoing  sheen; 
There's  a  maiden  Bits  on  Tinwald 

And  Blie  sii^  loud  between. 


In  the  tionnie  cells  of  Bedlam, 

Ere  I  was  ane  and  twenty, 
I  had  hempen  bracelet*  atrong, 


And  merry  wliipt,  dins-dcnut 
And  pnTonaiid  faatuig  ^mAj. 


_.  .  far  ayont the  aea. 
And  it  is  hot  my  blithaom*  ^laiat 
That's  speaking  sow  to  Uma. 

Fm  If  adge  of  the  oooiitrj,  Pm  H«dga 

of  the  town, 
AndPmModgBof  theladlam  blith- 

eattoown— 
The  Lady  of  Beevei  in  diamonds  may 

But  has  not  a  heart  half  so  lightaame 

as  mine. 
I  am  Queen  of  the  Wake,  and  Tm 

Lady  of  Hay. 
And  I  lead  the  blithe  ring  nmad  the 

May-pole  to-daj; 
The  wild-flre  that  flaahes  bo  fair  and 

Was  never  so  bright,  or  so  boamo 


Our  work  ia  over — orer  now. 
The  goodman  wipes  his  weary    row, 
The  loBt  long  wain  wends  slow  away. 
And  we  are  free  to  sport  and  play. 
The  night  comea  on  when  seta  the 

And  labour  ends  when  day  ia  done. 
When  Autumn's  gone  and  Wintar'a 

We  hold  our  joTial  harveel-home. 

When  the  fight  of  grace  ia  fought, — 
When  the  marrit^  Teat  iawroogbt, — 
When  Foitb  has  diaaed  cold  Doubt 

And  Hope  but  sickenB  at  delay, — 
Wlien  Charity,  imprisoned  her^ 
Lon);a  fur  &  more  expanded  sphere ; 
Doff  thy  robe  of  sin  and  clay; 
Christian,  riEe,  and  oome  away. 

Canld  ia  my  bed.  Lord  Archibald, 
And  Bad  my  sleep  of  sorrow: 

Bat  thine  sail  be  aa  sad  and  canld. 
My  lanse  tme-loie  1  t 
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Frond  Maisie  is  in  the  wood, 

W&lkiDK  HO  earl;; 
Sveet  Bobin  eita  on  th»  bajBh, 

Singing  so  rarely. 

"  Tell  me,  titan  bomiT  bird, 
When  shall  I  marry  me  ?" 

"  When  eix  braw  gentlemen 
Eirkvard  shall  carry  ye." 


That  delTes  the  grave  dnly. 

"  The  glow-worm  o'er  n»Te  and  Htone 

Shall  light  thee  ateady. 
The  owl  Crom  the  steeple  sing, 

'Welcome,  prond  lady.'" 

LUCY  ASHTON'S  SONG. 
Look  not  thon  fin  beauty's  charm- 


Speak  not  when  the  people  lietenst  — 
Stop  thine  ear  against  the  singer, — 
Prom  the  red  gold  keep  thy  finger,— 
Vacant  heart,  and  hand,  and  eye. 
Easy  lixe  and  qniet  die. 


The  monk  most  arise  when  the  ma- 
tins ring, 
The  abbot  may  sleep  to  their  chime; 
Bnt  the  TeomanmnHietatt  when,  the 
bugles  sing, 
Tie  tune,  my  hearta,  tis  lime. 

There's  bucks  and  raes  on  Billhope 

There's  a  herd  on  Bbortwood  Shaw ; 


But  a  lily-white  doe  in  the  garden 
goes. 
She's  fairly  worth  them  a'. 

ANNOT  LTLE'8  BONOa 

Bmiia  of  omen  dark  and  fonl, 
Nigbt-cro«,  raven,  bat,  and  owl. 
Leave  the  eiok  man  to  his  dream — 
All  nif;ht  long  be  heard  yon  scream- 
Haste  to  cave  and  ruin'd  tower. 
Ivy  tod,  01  dingled-bower. 
There  to  wink  and  mope,  for,  hark  t 
In  the  mid  air  sings  the  lark. 

Hie  to  moorish  gills  and  rocks. 
Prowling  wolf  and  wilj  foi, — 
Hie  ye  fast,  nor  torn  yoor  view. 

Though  the  lamb  bleats  to  the  ewe. 
Conch  vonr  trainB,  and  speed  your 

Safety  ports  with  parting  night ; 
And  on  diElwit  echo  borne, 
Comes  the  hunter's  eurly  horn. 

The    moon'B  wan  orescent  acaroely 

gleams, 
Ghoat-like    she    bdea    in    morning 

Hie    hence,   eaoh  peevish  imp  and 

fay 
That  scare  the  pilgrim  on  his  way. — 
Quench,  kelpy  I  qnench,  in  fog  and 

Thy  torch,  that   cheats    benighted 


Paso  from  the  slnmbcrer's  sonl  away : 
Like  nigbt-mists  from  the  brow  of 

Foul  hag,  whose  blasted  visage  grim 
Smothers  the  polsc^  i """ 
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fftte, 
Whomc 


n  dareat  not  face  the  godlike  H< 

THE  OEPHAN  UAID. 
NoTXHBXs's  hftil-clond  diifts  away. 

NoTembei's  Bun-beam  wan 
Looka  coldly  on  the  castle  Rrey, 

When  forth  oomM  Lad;  Anna. 
The  orphan  by  the  oak  vbb  set. 

Her  arma,  her  feet,  were  bare  ; 
The  bail-dropa  had  not  melted  yet. 

Amid  her  raven  haiz. 
"And,  dante,"BbeBud,  "by  all  the 
ties 

That  child  and  mother  know. 
Aid  one  who  never  knew  theae  joyH.  — 

Believe  an  orphan's  woe." 
The  lady  said,  "  An  orphan's  slate 
_  Is  hara  and  sod  to  bmr  ; 

the    widov'd    mother's 


a  both  lord  and  heir. 
"Twelve  times  the  ToUiag  year  has 

Since,  while  from  vengeance  wild 
Of  fierce  Strathallan's  chief  I  fled, 

Forth 's      eddies      whelm'd      my 
ohUd."— 
"Twelve  times  the  year  its  coarse 
has  borne," 

The  wandering  maid  replied  ; 
"  Since  Gshera  on  St.  Bridget's  mom 

Dievr  netn  on  Campsie  Mde. 
"St.  Brideet  sent  do  scaly  spoil; 

An  infant,  well-nigh  deed. 
They  saved,  and  rcar'd  in  want  and 
toil. 

To  beg  from  yon  her  bread." 
Thatopbnn  maid  the  lady  kiHs'd,— 

"  Uy  hnsband'e  looks  yon  bear  ; 
Saint   Bridget    and    her    mom    he 
bless'd  r 

Yon  are  his  widow's  heir." 
They've  robed  that  maid,  so  poor  and 


TEE  CBTTBADEB'S  BETUBN. 

Hias  deeds    achieved    of   knightly 

From  Palestine  the  champion  came  ; 
The  cross  upon  his  shonlders  borne. 
Battle  and  blast   had   dimm'd   and 

Bach  dint  upon  his  batter'd  shield 
Was  token  of  a  funghten  field  ; 
And  thus,  beneath  his  lady's  bower. 
He  sung,  as  fell  the  twilight  hour : 

"Jor  to  the  fair  1— thy  knight  be- 

Betnm'd  from  yonder  land  of  gold  ; 
No  wealth  he  brings,  no  weal&  can 

Save  his  good  arms  and  battle-steed ; 
Uia  spnrs  to  dash  sgiunst  n  foe, 
liis  lance  and  sword  to  lay  bim  low; 
Snch  aU  the  trophies  of  his  toil. 
Such — and  the  hope  of  Tekla's  smile ! 


Her  favour  fired  to  feats  of  might  I 
Unnoted  shall  she  not  remain 
Where  meet  the  bright  and  noble 

Uinstrcl  shall  sing,  and  herald  tell — 
■  Mark  yonder  moid  of  bcanty  well, 
Tis  she  ibr  whose  bright  eyes  was 

The  listed  field  of  Ascalon  I 


Note  well  her  smile 
blade 
!  Which  fiftj- 


-it  edged  the 


widows  made, 
When,   vain   his  strength    and  Ma- 

honnd's  siiell, 
Iconiuui'a  tnrban'd  Soldan  felL 
See'tt  thou  lier  locks,  whose  snnny 

Blow 
Half  shows,  half  shades,  her  neck  of 


Twines    not   of   them 
thread, 
I  Bat  for  ita  sake  a  Fayuim  bled.' 


golden 
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"Jot  to  the  &ir  1 — my   n&me   mi- 

kaown, 
Each  deed,  and  all  its  pntise,   tliiiie 

Then,  oh  I  uabor  this  oliiiTliBli  gate, 
The  uigbt-dew  falls,  the  hoDC  is  late. 
lunretl  to  Hyria'a  glowing  breath, 
I  feelthe  north  breeze  ohill  bs  death; 
Let  gratefnl  love  queU  maiileu  shame, 
'     ''  '  '  '     ijj^gg  niio  brings  thee 


id  grant  h 


THE  BAEEFOOTE!D  FBIAB. 

L 

111  give  thee,  good  fellow,  a  twelve- 
mouth  or  twain. 

To  Beaxch  Europe  throngh  from  Bj- 
zaotinm  to  Spain; 

Bnt  ne'er  shall  you  find,  should  you 
Bearch  till  you  tire, 

3o  happy  a  man  aa  the  Barefooted 

YoDi  knight  for  hie  lady  pricba  forth 

And  is  bronght  home  at  even-aong 
prick'd  through  with  a  apear; 

I  coufesa  him  in  haste— fur  liiij  lady 
dcairea 

Ifo  comfort  on  earth  saTe  the  Bare- 
footed Friar's. 

Your     monarch; -Pshaw!   many    a 

prince  has  been  known 
To  Liirter  his  robes  for  our  cowl  and 

Gut  which  of  ns  e'er  felt  the  idle  de- 

To  exchange  for  a  crown   the  grey 


The    Friar    has    walk'd    ont,     and 

whero'er  ho  has  gone, 
The  land  nud  its  futness  is  mark'd  tor 

lie  cim  room  where  he  lists,  he  can 
stop  H'hero  hu  tires. 

For  every  man's  honse  is  the  Bare- 
footed Friar's. 


He's  eipeoted  at  noon,  and  no  wight, 
tiU  he  oomsB, 

Uay  profane  the  ersat  chair,  or  the 
porridge  of  plums; 

For  the  best  of  the  cheer,  and  the  seat 
by  the  flre. 

Is  the  undeuied  right  of  the  Bare- 
footed Friar. 

TL 

He's  expected  at  night,  and  the  pas- 
ty's made  hot, 

They  brooch  the  brown  ale,  and  they 
fill  the  black  pot; 

And  the  good-wife  would  wish   the 

r id-man  in  the  mire, 
lack'd  a  soft  pillow,  the  Bare- 
footed Friar. 

Long  flourish  the  sandal,  the  oord, 

and  the  cope. 
The  dread  of  the  devil  and  tmst  of 

the  Pope  I 


by  the  briar 
le  granted  alone  to  the  Barefooted 

Friar. 

8ASON  WAB-SONO. 

Wbbt  the  br^ht  steel. 

Sons  of  the  White  Dragon  1 

Kindle  the  torch, 

Daughter  of  Uengist  I 

The  bteel  glimmers  not  for  the  earr- 
ing of  the  banqnet. 

It  is  hard,  broad,  and  sharply  pointed: 

The  tort^  goeth  not  to  l4ie  bridal 
chaniber. 

It  stoams  and  glitters  bine  with  sul- 
phur. 

Whet  the  steel,  the  raven  oroaksl 


Kindle  th  e  torch,  daogbter  of  Hcngist  1 

The  black  clonds  are  low  over  the 

thane's  castle: 
The  eai^le  screams — he  rides  on  their 
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Thj  banquet  ii  netMred  t 

Hie  nuidenB  of  Vklhalla  look  forth. 

The  T«c«  of  BengiBt  will  Bend  them 


UanT  B  baogbtr  step  bendB  to  yovr 
ISkdj  b  helmed  head. 


Dftrk  sitH  tbe  evening  npon  the  thane's 

The  black  clonds  gather  round; 
Soon  flhall  they  ba  red  as  the  blood 

of  the  Taliant  I 
The  destrover  of  forests  shall  shake 

bis  red  crest  against  them ; 
He,  the  bright  conBumer  of  palaces. 
Broad  wnveij  he  his  blazing  banner, 
Bed,  wide,  and  diiBky . 
Over  the  Htrife  of  the  valiant; 
His  jo;  ix  in  the  :laBbi>i'- swords  and 

broken  bucklers; 
He  loves  to  lick  the  hissing  blood  as 

it  bojrets  warm  from  the  wound  1 


All  m  art  perish ! 

The  Bwotd  cleavelh  the  helmet; 

The  strong  armour  is  pierced  by  the 

Fire    devooretb    the    dwelling     of 

princes, 
Engines  break  down  the  fences  of 

the  battle. 
AU  mast  perish ! 
The  race  of  Uengiet  is  gone — 
The  name  of  Horsa  is  no  more  I 
Bhrink  not  then  from   ;onr  doom, 

sons  of  the  sword  ! 
Iiet  yonr  blades   drink  blood   like 

Feaat  ja  in  the  banqaetof  slaughter, 
By  the  light  of  the  blazing  halls  ! 
Strong  be  yonr  swords  while  your 

blood  is  warm. 
And  spare  neither  for  pity  nor  tear. 


For  Tengeaaee  hath  but  an  hoar: 
Strong  hate  itaeU  shall  expire  I 
I  also  most  perish. 

Satt.—"  II  will  rcadUj  doodt  to  Iba  mat 
quarj.  thit  th«aB  nrwet  are  fntcndad 
tats  Um  satlqiM  im«tiT  of  the  "    ' 

mlutrnkarUwaldSoudlMTiu.        

■s  tin  LuuvAta  bo  happilj  t«niu  Uumi, 

"  SMth  V>  iQtUct,  Bad  Mobbora  to  oBdars^ 
Who  nniled  in  dauh." 
The  poMrr  of  ths  An|4o-8ui»i,  tiRia  their 
olril&tloauidwmTenlon.iruaradiatniit 
and  Hfter  rbmrKtsr;  bat.  In  tM  oiroam- 
nanc«  of  Ulrioa,  cho  may  b«  not  niuiatnriillr 
nppuoed  to  Rtam  to  tbs  wild  itraliia  whieb 
asiDiUcd  bar  ' 


BEBECCA'S  HTUN. 
Warn  Israel,  of  the  Lord  beloved. 

Out  from  the  land  of  bondage  came, 
Her  fstbem'  God  before  her  moved, 

An    awful   guide    in   smoke   and 

By  day,  along  the  aslonisb'd  lands 
The  clouded  pillar  glided  slow; 

By  night,  Arabia's  crimson't)  sands 
Betum'd  the  fiery  column's  glow. 

There  rose  the  choral  h  vmn  of  praise. 
And  trump  and  timbrel  answer'd 

And  Zion'e   daughters  ponr'd  their 
lavs, 
With  priest's  and  warrior's  voic« 
between. 
No  portents  now  our  foes  amace. 
Forsaken  laiael  wanders  lone: 
Our   fathers  would  not  know  Thi 


But   present   still,  thongh  now  nn- 

When  brightly  shines  the  prosper- 
OTUday, 
Be  thoughts  of  Thei  a  cloudy  screen 

To  temper  the  deceitful  ray. 
And  oh,  when  stoops  on  Jndah's  path 
In  shatte  and  storm  the  frequent 
night. 
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Be   Thoo,    long-mffermg,    slow   to 
■wrath, 
&  burning  and  &Bhudag  light  t 


No  censer  ronud  our  altar  beams, 
And  mute  aie  timbrel,  harp,  and 

Bnt  Thou  bast  said.  The  blood  of 
goat. 

The  flesh  of  roms  I  will  not  prize; 
A  contrite  he«rt,  a  hmnble  thonght, 

Are  mine  accepted  saoifloe. 


Anna-Mabu,  love,  up  la  the  sun, 
Ann&^Marie,  love,  mom  is  begnn, 
Mists   are    diepeteing,    love,   birds 

singing  free, 
Up  in   the   morning,    love,    Anna- 

Anna-Marie,  love,  up  in  the  mom. 
The  hnnter  is  winding  blithe  soonda 

on  his  horn. 
The  echo  rings  men?  bom  rook  and 

from  tree. 
Tie  time  to  aronse  thee,  love,  Anna- 


O  Tybalt,  loTe,  Tybalt,  awake  menot 

yet, 
Aroand  my  soft  pillow  while  softer 

dreams  flit; 
For  what  are  the  joys  that  in  waking 

Compared  with  these  Tisions,  0  Tj- 

bait  I  my  love  ? 
Let  the  birdti  to  the  rise  of  the  mist 

carol  shrill, 
Lettlif  hunter  blow  ont  his  loud  horn 

on  the  hill. 
Softer  soonds,   softer  pleasures,  in 

slumber  I  prove. 
Bat  think  not  I  dreom'd  of  thee,  Vj- 

balt,  myloTe, 


I^EBi  ooms  three  merry  men  from 
south,  west,  snd  north. 
Ever  more  aing  the  roundelay; 
To    win    the    Widow   of  Wycombe 
forth. 
And  where  was  the  widow  might 
say  them  nay  ? 

The    first  was  a  knight,   and  from 
Tynedale  he  came, 
Ever  more  sing  the  roundelay; 
And  his  fathers,  Ood  save  us,  were 
men  of  great  fame, 
And  where  was  the  widow  might 
Bay  him  nay  7 

Of  his  father  the  laird,  of  his  ancle 

the  squire. 
He    boasted    in    rhyme     and    in 

ronndelay; 
She  bade  him  go  bask  by  his  sea-cool 

tie. 


The  next  that  came  forth,  swore  by 
blood  and  bv  nails. 
Merrily  sing  tne  roundelay; 
nr's  a   gentlemen,   Ood  wot,  and 
hnr's  Uneage  was  of  Wales, 
And  where  was  the  widow  might  say 
him  nay? 

Bir  David  ap  Morgan  ap  GrifSth  ap 

Ap     Tndor  ap  Bhioe,   qnotb  his 

roundelay; 
be  said  that  one  widow  for  so  many 

wss  too  few, 
And  she  bode  the  Welshman  wend 

Bnt  then  next  came  a  yeoman,  a  yeo- 
of  Kent, 


And  when  ww  •  iridow  oonld  mj 
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ua  lh«  kni^t  and  the  aqoire  were 
both  1^  in  the  mire, 
There  for  to  aag  their  roimdelay; 
For  a  yeoman  of  Kent,  with  his  jeul; 

There  ne'er  waa  a  widow  conld  say 
him  nay- 

FONEBAL  HTMN. 
Duarnnto  dost. 
To  this  all  muBt; 

The  tenant  has  resig&'d 
The  faded  form 
To  waste  and  worm — 

Cormption  claiiDB  her  hind. 
Thioagb  paths  tmbtown 
Thy  soul  hath  flown, 

T_>  ceek  the  teaJms  o(  woe. 
Where  "-;ry  |.    n 
6ha.l  7>'i''f;e  tli^  Btuia 

Of  action^  done  below. 

In  that  Bftd  pla<:', 
By  Mirj-'.:  ■trace, 

Brief  uiay  tl  y  dwelling  be; 
Till  pi  lyersa:','.  alms. 
And  hoi' '  p»nlmi). 

Shall  eet  the  c.ptiv::  free. 


For  a  blue  swollen  ootpM  ia  a  daia^ 

And  111  hare  my  abuavith  tha  pike 
and  the  eel" 


Herrily  swiii 

bright, 
There's  a  golden  gleam  on  the  diatant 

There's  a  ailTer  ahower  on  the  alders 

dank. 
And  the  drooping  willows  that  ware 

ontbebank. 
I  aee  the  Abbey,  both   tnnet  and 

It  is  all  astir  for  the  TCSpcr  honr; 
The  Monks  for  the  chapel  are  leaving 

each  cell, 
BDt  Where's  Father  Philip  shonld  toll 

the  bell? 

Merrily  swim  we,  the  moon  shines 

bright, 
Downward  we  drift  through  shadow 

and  light; 
fndi^r  yon  rock  the  eddies  sleep. 
Calm  nnil  silent.  <1ark  and  deep. 
The  Kelpy  has  riuen  from  the  hthom- 

le,a  pool. 
He  has  lighted  hia  candle  of  death 

and  of  dool: 
Look,  Father,  look,  and  yonll  laugh 

How  he  gapes  and  glares  with  his 


eyes 


Mebrilt  swim  we,  the  moon  shinea   Good  luck  to  jonr  fishing,   whom 

briKht,  I         ""^^^  ?■<■  to-Eight  ? 

Both  current  and  ripple  ore  dancing    A  man  of  ineanor  a  man  of  mifihtV 

in  li-Lt.  I»  '^  l.iyriipn  or  pnest  that  must  float 

We  huvo  rmiRe^l   tha  night-raven.  I '         '"  J"""''  c"ve, 

heard  liiiii  crouk,  Or  lover  who  crosKeBtoTisit  his  loTe? 

As  we  plnBhcd  along  benculh  the  oak    Hark !  heard  yo  the  Kelpy  reply  on 
That  flings  lis  bioiul  branches  so  far  ^e  passM,  - 

audisowiilp  "Gods  blessing  on  the  warder,  he 

Their  fh^ulows  ul-e  dancing  in  midst  I         I'^c^'d  the  bridge  fast ! 

of  the  tide.  I  All  t''"t  come  to  my  <»'e  are  annk. 

"Who  wiikens  my  nestlinga?"  the;  P'^'^t  or  layman,  lover  or  monk." 

"MybeakshalleremominhiBblood   Landed  — landed!   the   black    book 
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Elae  had  yon  bmd  Berwick  with 

Still  je,  and  Mve  ye,  md  blithe  mot 

ye  be, 
Foe  seldom  they  Und  that  go  swim- 

ming  with  me. 


OOOD  eveuiDR,  ^  Prieet,  and  bo  late 

BB  yon  ride. 
With  yonr  mole  eo  fail,  and  your 

mantle  bo  wide; 
But  ride  yon  throng  valley,  or  ride 


r  hill. 


There  is  one  that  hu   wanant  to 
wait  on  yon  atill. 
Back,  back, 
The  Tolnme  black  \ 
I  haTO  a  warrant  to  carry  it  back. 

What,  ho  1  Snb-Prior,  and  c&me  yon 

bat  here 
To  coninre  a  book  from  a  dead  wo- 

nun's  bier  ? 
Sain  yon,  and  eave  yon,  be  wary  and 

Bide  back  with  the  book,  or  yon'll 
pay  for  yonr  prize. 
Back,  back, 

There's  death  in  the  track  I 
In  the  name  of  my  master,  I  bid  thee 
bear  back. 
"  In  the  name  of  mt  Master,"  aaid 
the  astonished  Monk,  "that  nanie 
before  which  all  things  created 
tremble,  I  conjnre  theo  to  say  what 
thon  art  that  banntest  me  thns?" 

The  same  voice  replied,— 
That  which  is  neither  ill  nor  well. 
That  which  belongs  not  to  heaven 

nor  to  heU. 
A  wreath  of  ttie  mist,  a  bnbble  of 

the  stream, 
'Twixt  a  waking  thonght  and  a  sleep- 
ing dream  ; 

A  form  that  men  spy 

With  the  half-abnt  eye 

In  the  beams  of  the  setting  sun,  am  I. 

Tainly,  Sir  Prior,  wouldst  thon  bar 

me  my  right  1 


Like  the  atar  when  it  ahoota,  I  can 

dart  throngh  the  night ; 
I  can  dance  on  the  torrent,  and  ride 

And  travel  the  world  with  the  bonny 

Again,  again. 

At  the  ciook  of  the  glen. 
Where  bickers  the  bnmie,  Hi  meet 

thee  again. 
Hen  ol  good  are  bold  as  aaekleea,* 
Men  of  mde  are  wUd  and  reckless, 

Lie  thon  Btill 

In  the  nook  of  the  hill. 
For  those  be  before  thee  that  wish 
thee  ill. 


Ionics  to  the  holly  brake- 
Thrice  to  the  well  ;— 

I  bid  thee  awake. 
White  Maid  of  Avenel  I 

Noon  gleams  on  the  Lake — 
Kooa  glows  on  the  Fell — 
Wake  thee,  O  wake. 
White  Maid  of  AveneL 


didst  thon  otdl  me! 
Wherefore  art  thon  here,  if  terrors 

can  appal  thee  1 
He  that  seeks  to  deal  with  ns  mnst 

know  nor  feei  nor  falling  ; 
To  coward  and  cbnrl  onr  speech  is 

dark,  our  gifts  are  unavailing. 
The  breeze  that  brongbtme  hiUier 

now     mnst     sweep     Egyptian 

STonnd, 
The  Qeecy  cloud  on  which  I  ride  for 

Araby  is  bound  : 
The  fleecy  clond  is  drifting  by,  the 

breeze  sigha  for  my  stay, 
Foi  I  must  H^  a  thonsand  miles  be- 
fore the  close  of  day. 


What  I  am  I  mnst  not  show— 
What  I  am  thon  conldst  not  know — 
Something  betwixt  heaven  and  bell — 
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SometbinQ  that    neiUier  stood  sot 

feU- 
Sometbing  that  thioiigli  tbj  irlt  or 

will 
Mb7  work  thee  good— m«y  woiktbee 

Neither  tmbatance  qnite,  nor  shadow, 
UanutiUK  lonely  moor  and  meadow. 
Dancing  by  the  haunted  Rpring, 
Riding  on  the  whirlwind's  wing  ; 
Aping  in  fantastic  fasliion 
Evety  change  of  hnmiu]  passion. 
While   o'er   onr  froEen  mindii  they 

Liko  shadows  from  the  mi  rror'd  glass. 
Wayward,  fickle,  is  our  mood, 
EoTeiing  betwiit  bad  and  good. 
Happier  than  hricf-diited  man, 
LiTin({  tpn  times  o'er  his  span; 
Fai  less  hoi)py.  for  w-  have 
Help  nor  hopu  licyond  the  grave  | 
Sinn  awftkcs  lo  joy  or  Borrow; 
OuiH  the  Kleep  lliat  knows  no  morrow. 
That  iH  all  tbst  I  can  Khow— 
This  ia  OU  thou  may  St  know. 

Ay  '.  onii  I  taught  thee  the  word  and  , 

the  Hpell, 
To  waken  me  here  by   the  Fairies'  I 

Well,  I 

But  thou  hast  loved   (he  heron  and 

Lawk,  I 

More  than  to  seek  mv  hnnnted  wnlk:  | 
And  thou  hiLst  loveil  the  Innce  and 

the  K»or.l. 
More  than  good  leit  iinil  holy  word ; 
And  Ibou  bast  loved  the  di^er  to  track. 
More  than  (he  lines  and  the  letterb 

bloi'k: 
And  thou  art  a  ranger  of  moss  and 

And  scomeat  the  nurture  of  gentle 
hloo'l. 


Thy  cmven  foar  my  truth  accnsed. 
Thine  idieLood  my  truiit  abused; 
He  that  draws  to  harbour  late. 
Most  blec|>  withont.  or  burst  the  gate. 
There  i»  a  star  for  thee  whioh  bnm'd. 


Within  that  awful  Tohmia  liaa 
The  myiteiy  of  mntoiM  I 
Hapweat  tbtj  of  huuan  tmea. 
To  whom  Ood  haa  gnntad  gr*oa 
To  lead,  to  feM,  to  nope,  to  pray. 
Toliftthelatoh,  and  force  the  w^; 
And  better  had  they  ne'er   botti 

Who  read  to  doubt,   or  read    to 


Many  a  fathom  d>A  and  -deep 

I  have  laid  the  book  to  deep; 
Ethereal  firea  around  it  glowing — 
Ethereal  music  ever  flowing — 

The  sacred  pledge  of  Heav'a 
All  things  revere. 
Each  in  hiH  sphere. 

Save  man  for  whom  'twaa  giv'n  - 
Lend  thy  hand,  and  thou  abalt  i , 
Things  ne'er  seen  by  mortal  eye' 

Fenrest  thou  to  go  with  me  7 

Still  it  is  free  to  thee 

A  peasant  to  dwell ; 

Thou  mayst  drive  the  dull  ateer. 

And  chase  the  king's  deer, 


•py 


Botn 


This  haunted  welL 

I  the   volume   thou   boldly 


Bash  tby  deed. 
Mortal  weed 
To  immortal  flames  applying; 
Rasher  trust 


Its    i 


I     Mortal  warp  and  mortal  woof 
<      Cannot  brook  this  ubonned  roof; 
I     All  that  mortal  art  hath  wrought 
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In  oar  cell  ratnriiB  to  nought. 
The  molten  g<dd  returns  to  olaj, 
Thepoliah'd  diamond  melts  awsy; 
All  is  altered,  nil  is  flown, 
IfoaghtBtandalWtbnttnith  alone. 
Not  for  that  thy  qneat  give  o'er: 
Conrage  1  prove  thy  ohanoa  once 


Hot  01 


isl 


. ■«  the  grace 

Theae  holy  chamoten  to  trace; 

Idle  forms  of  painted  air, 

Not  to  ns  is  given  to  ahare 
The  boon  beatoT'd  on  Adam'a  race 

With  patience  bide. 

Heaven  will  provide 
The  fitting  time,  the  fitting  goide 

SONGS 


lot, 
And  the  irood-maiden  eigha  to  the 

siohing  wind, 
And  the  mermaideu  weeps  in  her 

crystal  grot; 
For  this  ia  a  day  that  the  deed  was 

wrought, 
In  which  we  have  neither  port  nor 

For  the  children  of  clay  was  salvation 

But  not  lor  the  forms  of  sea  or  air  I 
And  ever  the  mortal  is  most  forlorn. 
Who  meeteth  our  race  on  the  Friday 


That  thy  heart  has  not  quail'd, 

Nor  thy  courage  fail'd, 

And  that  tboa  conldet  brook 

The  angry  look 

Of  Ilerof  AvenoL 

Did  one  limb  shiver. 

Or  an  eyelid  qniver, 

Tbon  wert  lout  for  ever. 


Thonsh  Tm  form'd  from  the  ether 

And  my  blood  is  of  the  nnlallen  dew, 
And  thon  art  bamed  of  mud  and 

dnst, 
Tis  thine  to  speak,  reply  I  mnot. 

A  mightier  wizard  &r  than  I 
Wields  o'er  the  universe  his  powet; 
Him  owns  the  eagle  in  the  al^. 
The  turtle  in  the  bower. 
Changeful  in  shape,  yet  mightieat 

BtiU, 
He  wields  the  heart  of  man  at  will. 
From  ill  to  good,  from  good  to  ill. 
In  oot  and  caatle-tover. 

Aak  thy  heart,  whose  secret  oell 
Ib  fUl'd  with  Mmv  Avenel  I 
Aak  thy  pride,  why  scornful  look 
In  Mary  a  view  it  will  not  brook  7 
Aak  it,  why  thou  aeek'st  to  rise 
Among  the  mighty  and  the  wiae, — 
Why  thou  apnm'Bt  thy  lowly  lot,— 
Why  thy  paatimea  are  forgot, — 
Why  thou  wouldnt  in  bloody  strife 
Mend  thy  luck  or  lose  thy  hfo  ? 
Ask  thy  heart,  and  it  eh  Jl  tell. 
Sighing  from  its  secret  cell, 
'Tia  for  Mary  Avenel. 

Do  not  ask  me; 

On  doubts  like  these  thou  canst  not 

tdskme. 
We  only  see  the  paasing  show 
Of  haman  paasions'  ebb  and  flow; 
And  view  the  pageants  idle  glance 
Aa  mortals  eye  the  northern  dance. 
When  thousand  streamers,  flashing 

bright. 
Career  it  o'er  the  brow  of  night, 
And  gazers   mark   their    changefU 


!  ties  myaterioOB  liuk'd,  onr  fat«d 

olds  strange   connection  with  the 

BonH  of  men. 
la  star  that  rose  upon  the  House  ot 
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Whsn  Nomun  Ulrio  flnt 
the  name. 

Shot  from  it«  sphere  a  drop  of  di*- 

mond  dew, 
And  this  bright  font  recelTSd  it — uid 

a  Spirit 
Base  from  the  fonntcun,  snd  her 

of  life 
Hath  co-eiistence  vlth  the  Hodbo  of 

ATenol 
And  with  the  star  that  rules  it 


Look  on  my  girdle— on  this  thre«d 

of  gold— 
lis  floe  as  web  of  lightest  (toBaamer, 
And,  bat  there  is  a  spell  oa't,  would 

not  bind, 
Light  as  thej  are.  the  folds   of  my 

But  when  'twos  donn'd,  it  was  a  idbh- 

Sach  us  might  bind  the  champion  of 

the  Jews, 
Even  when  his  lockit  were  longest — 

it  hnih  dwindled, 
Hath  'Diinish'd  in  its  STibetauce  and 

ils  strength. 
As  sunk  the  creatnesn  of  the  Honse 

of  At  en  el. 
When  this  foil  thread  givoa  wav,  I  to 

the  elements 
Itesign  the  principles  of  life  they 


Dim  hnmE  the  once  bright  star  of 

Dim  OS  the  beacon  when  the  mom  is 

nigh, 
And  the  o'er-weaned  wariler  leaves 

the  light-house; 
There  is  an  influence  sorrowful  and 

That   dogs    iU    downward    course, 

DisoBtrooB  passion. 
Fierce  hate  and  rivalry,  are  in  the 

That  lowers  npon  its  fortunes. 


Complain  not  of  ma,  ohild  of  obty. 
If  to  tliy  harm  I  yi«ld  Um  VS7. 
We,  who  inar  thy  apheiw  above. 
Enow  not  aoght  of  taata  or  lora; 
As  wiU  or  wisdom  rolea  tbj  mood. 
Hy  gifta  to  e*il  tam  or  good. 


the  white  lady  to   habt 

JlVESEL. 
Maisch,  whoae  aoRowawail  tlie  liv- 
ing Dead, 
Whose  eyes  shall  oommmie  with 
the  Dead  Alive, 
Ibiden,  attend  I    Beneath  my  toot 
has  hid 
Th«    Word,    the   I«w.    the  Patk 
which  thon  dost  strive 
To  find,  and  canst  nut  find.~-Coiild 
Spirits  shed 
Tears  for  their  lot,  it  were  my  lot 

Shoning  the  road  which  I  shall  never 

tread, 
Tho>igh  my  foot  points  it— Sleep, 

eternal  sleep, 
Dark,  long,  and  cold  fotgetfolnesB  my 

Bat  do  not  thon  at  hnman  ills  re- 
Secure  there  lies  full  gnardon  in  this 

Fur  all  the  woea  that  wait  frail 
Adam's  line — 


THE  WHITE  LADT  TO  EDWARD 

GLENDINNma. 

Thou  who  seek'st  m  v  foontain  lone. 

With  thought  and  hopes  thon  dar'st 

Whose   heart  within  leap'd   wildly 

glad, 
nlien  most  his  brow  seem'd  dark 

and  sa<l; 
Hie  thee  back,  thon  flnd'st  not  here 
Corpse  or  coffin,  grave  or  bier; 
The  Dead  Alive  is  Rone  and  fled— 
Oo  thoa,  and  join  uie  living  Desul  1 
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The  lavino  Dead,  whose  sober  brow 
Oft  shTODdB  such  thonghli  as  thoa 

haatDow, 
Whose    hearts  witbin   are  seldom 

Of  passions  b;  their  tows  abjured; 
Where,  under  sad  and  aolamn  show, 
Vain  hopes  are  nursed,  wild  wishea 

glow. 
Beek  the  convent's  Taalted  room. 
Prayer  and  vigil  be  th;  doom ; 
Doff  the  green,  and  don  the  grey, 
To  the  cloister  hence  away  I 

THE  WHITE  LADY'S  FAEEWELL. 
FiBB  THIS  WELL,,  thoTi  Hollj  gTeeu ! 
TboQ  shall  seldom  now  be  seen. 
Wilballtl^  glittering  garlands  bend- 
ing, 
As  to  greet  my  slow  descending, 
StartliiiK  the  bewilder' d  bind. 
Who  sees  thee  wave  without  a  wind. 


■t  long 


Farewell,  Fountain  1  now 

Shalt  thon  mnrmnr  to  ni; 

While  tby  crystal  bnbbles  glancing. 

Keep  the  time  in  mystio  dancing, 

Biae  and  swell,  are  burst  and  lost. 

Like  mortal  Bchemes   by    fortune 

The  knot  of  tAte  at  length  is  tied, 
The  Churl  is  Lord.  theMaidisBridei 
Vainly  did  my  magic  sleight 
Send  the  lover  Iroin  her  sight; 
Wither  hoah,  and  perish  well, 
Fall'n  is  lofty  Avenel  I 

BOEDEB  BALLAD. 

Habch,  march.  Ettriok  and  Teviot- 

Why  the  deil  dinna  ye  march  for- 
ward in  order? 
March,  march,  Eakdale  and  Liddes- 
dole. 
All  the  Bine  Bonnets  are  boond  for 
the  Border. 
Han;  a  banner  spread, 
Flntteia  above  yonr  head. 


9  lunons  i 


Hany  a  creat  that  ii 
story. 

Monnt  and  make  readythen. 
Sons  of  the  mountain  glen. 
Fight  for  the  Queen  and  our  old  Scot- 
tish glory. 

XL 
Come  from  the  hills  where  your  hirs- 
els  are  grazing. 
Come  from  the  glen  of  the  buck  and 
the  roe; 
Come  to  the  crng  where  the  beacon  is 
blazinfi. 
Come  with  the  buckler,  the  lance, 
and  the  how. 
Trnmpots  are  sounding. 
War-steeds  nro  bounding, 
Stand  to  your  arms,  and  march  in 
Rood  order, 
England  I'hall  many  n  day 
Tell  of  the  bloody  tmj. 
When  the  Blue  Bonnets  came  ovei 
the  Border. 


GOLDTHKED'3  SONG. 

Of  all  the  birds  on  bush  or  tree. 

Commend  mo  to  the  owl. 

Since  he  ui.ty  best  ensample  be 

To  those  the  cup  tbnt  trowl. 

For  when  the  sun  bath  left  the  west, 

He  chooses  the  tree  that  he  loves  the 

And  he  whoops  out  his  soitg,  and  he 
laoghs  at  his  jest. 

Then,  Ihough  hours  be  late,  and 
weather  foul, 

Well  drink  tu  the  health  of  the  bon- 
ny, bonny  owl. 

The  lark  is  but  a  bumpkin  fowl. 

He  sleeps  in  his  neht  till  mom; 
But  my  blessing  upon  thej'lly  owl. 
That  all  night  blows  his  horn. 
Then  up  with  your  cup  till  you  stag- 
ger in  spoech. 
And  match  mo  ^is  catch,  till  yon 

swngfii'T  and  screech, 
And  drink  till  you  wink,  my  merrj 
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IV>r,  though  bonis  be  late,  and  weath- 
er be  fonl. 

Well  drink  to  the  heaJth  of  the 
bonnf,  bonny  owL 

THE  SONQ  OF  TEE  IXHFEST. 

Bmx  eagle  of  the  far  north- we«t, 
Thon  tb«t  heuest  in  thygiMpthe 

thonderbolt, 
Thon  Those  inahing  pinionE  stir 

ocean  to  madness, 
Thon  the  deHtroyer  of  herds,  thon 

the  scatterer  of  navies, 
Amidst  the  scream  of  thy  rage. 
Amidst  the  nuhing  of  thy  onward 

wings, 
Thongh  thy  Bcr«un  be  loud  as  the 

3  of  a  perishiD)!  nation, 
the  msbing  of  thy  wiuga  be 
lite  the  roar  of  ten  thonsand 

Yet  hear,  in  thine  ire  anrl  thy  hsste, 
Hear  thon   the  voice  of  the  Beim- 

Tbon  hast  met  the  pine-ttees  of  Dron- 

theim. 
Their  dark  ereen  heads  lie  prosttate 

beat  da  their  uprooted  stems; 
Thoo  bast  met  the  rider  of  the  ocean. 
The  tall,  the  strong  bark  of  the  fear- 
less rover, 
And  she  ba>j  etrnck  to  thee  the  topsail 
That  she   had  not  vail'd  to  b  royal 

annnda. 
Thon  hast  met  tho  tower  that  beara 

its  crest  amonR  tho  clonds. 
The  battled  massive   tower  of   the 

Jnrl  of  former  days, 
And  tho  cope-stone  iif  the  tnrret 
la  lying  upon  its  hospitable  hearth; 
But  Ihon  too  slialt  stoop,  proud  com- 

peller  of  cloudu, 


am«k«tlM  wild 
■■-  -"aft, 

■  the  hood 


There  an  1 

hawk  p_^ 

Like  the  &loon  that  wea 

and  the  jesMs, 
And  who  knows  the  shrill  whistle  of 

the  fowler. 
Thou  who  canst  mock  at  the  scream 

of  the  drowning  mariner, 
And  the  crash  of  the  raniged  forest. 
And  the  groan  of  the  orenrbebned 

When  the  ehniah  bath  UUea  in  the 

moment  of  prayer; 
Ibere  are  aonnda  whidi  thon  also 

must  list. 


Enoi^h  of  woe  hast  thon  wronght 

on  the  ocean. 
The  widows  wring   their  hands  on 

the  beach; 
Enongh  of  woe  haet  thon  wrought 

on  the  land, 
The  hQEbandman  folds  his  arms  in 

despair; 
Ceasethon  the  waving  of  thy  pinions. 
Let  the  ocean  repose   in   her   dark 

strength; 
Cease  thoD  the  flashing  of  thine  eye. 
Let  the  thunderbolt  sleep  in  the  ar- 
moury of  Odin; 
Be  thou  still  at  my  bidding,  viewless 

mcer  of  the  notth-weatem  hea- 


There  are  verses  that  can  stop  the 

stag  in  the  forest. 
Ay,  when  the  dnrk-colonr'd  dog   is 

opening  on  his  truck; 


Eagle  of  thefar  north-western  waters. 
Thou  host  heard  the  voice  of  the 
Keini-kennnr, 

'  Thou  hast  closed  thy  wide  sails  at 

I         ber  bidding: 

j  And  folded  them  in  peace  by  thj 

My  blessing  be  on  thy  retiring  path: 
When  thou  stoopest  from  thy  place 

on  high. 
Soft  be  thy  slumbers  in  the  caverns 
I         of  the  unknown  ooaan. 


misckllakeous  poems. 


*a 


t  till  deetilif  shall  agiiili  awoken 
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.  «  NorthmftTen, 

Ore;  UUIawicke,  farewell ! 
To  tha  calms  of  thy  baTen, 

The  storms  oa  thy  fell- 
To  each  breeze  thai  can  varj 

The  mood  of  thy  main, 
And  Ic  thee,  bonny  Mary  I 

We  meet  not  again  I 
Farewell  the  wild  ferry, 

Which  flacoa  could  braie. 
When  the  peakH  of  the  Skerry 

Were  white  in  the  waie. 
There's  b  mud  may  look  over 

These  Willi  wavu  in  vain,— 
For  the  skiff  of  her  ioret — 

Be  cocaes  cot  again ! 
The  vows  thou  bust  broke, 

On  the  wild  ciureata  Sing  them ; 
On  the  qntckBand  and  rock 

Let  the  mermaidens  sing  Uiem. 
New  sweetness  they'll  give  ber 

Bewildering  strain; 
Bnt  there's  one  who  will  never 

Believe  them  ngain. 
O  were  there  an  iHland, 

'Hioagh  ever  so  wild. 
Where  woroaii  could  smile,  and 

No  mnn  be  beguiled — 
Too  t«tapttDg  a  annre 

To  poor  mortnla  wcro  given; 
And  tae  hope  wotild  fix  there. 

That  sbonld  anchor  in  heaven. 


Tbe  Biin  is  risiDg  dimly  ted. 
The  wind  in  wniring  low  and  dread; 
From  his  ciiff  the  eagle  sallies, 
Leaves  the  wolf  bin  darksome  valleyB 
In  the  midst  the  ravens  hovar, 


Peep  the  wild  doffs  from  th#  oo 
BcTpamintj,  0Ti»kiQg,  baying,  yelliog. 
Each  in  hia  wild  occents  tclliDg, 
-'  Soon  we  fesat  on  dead  and  dying, 
Fiiir-bair'd  Harold".i  flag  is  flying." 
Unny  a  crest  on  air  is  streaming. 
Many  o  helmet  dnrkly  gleaming, 
ilony  on  arm  the  axe  anrears, 
Dooili'd  to  hew  Iha  Wood  of  spoors.  I 
All  along  the  crowded  ranks 
Horaes  neigb  and  anooiir  clonka; 
Chiefs  are  shouting.  cloHons  ring- 
ing, 
Louder  still  the  Iiard  in  singing, 
"Gather  footmen,  gather  boraemen, 
To  the  field,  ye  voluiDt  Norsemen  1 
"  Holt  je  not  for  food  or  slnmher. 
View  not  vantngo,  count  not  nnm- 

her: 
Jolly  reapem,  forward  ntiU, 
Qrow  tho  crop  on  vole  or  hill. 
Thick  or  scatter'd,  Etitl  or  lithe. 
It  shall  down  before  the  scvthe. 
Forward  with  your  aicklea  bright. 


"  Fnlnl  Chooaers  of  the  Slaughter. 
O'er  yon  hovers  Odin's  daughter; 
Hear  the  choice  she  spreads  before 

ye.— 
Vioto^,  and  wealth,  and  glory; 
Or  old  Valhalla's  roaring  hall, 
Hc^r  ever-circling  mead  and  ale, 
Where  for  etemily  nnito 
The  joys  of  wassail  and  of  fight. 
Heai^ong  forward,   foot  and  horee- 

Cbarge  and  fight,  and  die  likeNorse- 


Fatbohb  deep  beneath  the  wavs. 
Stringing  beads  of  gllHleringpeai^ 

Sin^ng  the  nchievrmenta  brave 
Ot  many  on  old  Norwegian  oorl ; 

Dwelling  where  the  tempeM'srkvliis, 


ttS 
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Falls  a«  light  upon  onr  tax. 
As  the  Bif;li  of  lovar,  crsTing 

Pity  faaa  hia  ladj  Aeax, 
ChUdren  of  wild  Thnle,  we. 
From  the  deep  caves  of  the  sea, 
As  the  lark  aprines  from  the  lea. 
Hither  come,  to  Bnare  yonr  glee. 


foamitig, 
WatchiDg  the  infant tempeat'a  couree, 
Chasingtheaea-snakelD  hiaroam- 

From  winding  charge-notes  on  the 

shell. 

When  the  huge  whale  and  Bwoid- 

fiah  duel, 

Or  tolling  ahrondloRs  EeameD'a  knell. 

When  tUe  winds  and   wares  are 


■We  heard  you  in  out  twilicht  caves 

A  hundred  fatlioiii  dctp  oelow. 
For   notes   of   joy    can    pierce  tt 


Tboae  who  dwell  benentb  the  sea 

Love  the  sons  of  ITmle  well  ; 
ThuH,  to  aid  yoor  mirth,  bring  we 
Dancp,   and   bong,   and   Bounding 
slicU. 
Children  of  dark  Thnle,  knov 
Those  who  dwell  by  hartt  and 
Where  your  daring  Ehallopa  r 
Come  to  share  the  festal  shon 


The  billows  know  my  Rnoiclftj, — 
The  golf  BTowa  smooth,  the  BizaMii 
is  still; 
Bnt  human  hearts,  more  wild  tbaa 
thej, 
Know    but    the  rale  of  waTwsrd 
wiU. 
One  honr  ia  mine,  in  all  the  jear. 

To  tell  my  woes, — and  one  alone; 
When  gleams  this  magio  lamp,   'tis 

When   dies  the  mystia  light,  tis 
gone. 
Daughters  of  northeni  Hagnns,  bail  I 
The    lamp    is    lit,    the   fLune    ia 

To  you  I  come  to  tell  my  tale, 
Awake,  arise,  my  tale  to  bear  I 


CLADD  HALCRO  AND  NOBNA. 

MoTHF^  darksome.  Mother  dread. 

Dweller  of  the  Fitfal-head, 

Thon  oanRt  see  what  deeds  are  done 

L'nder  I  he  never-setting  son. 

Look  through  aleet,  and  look throngh 

Look     to     Greenland's    ettfea    and 

By  the  ice-berg  is  a  sail 
Chasing  of  the  swarthy  whale; 
:Mothor  doubtful,  Mother  dread. 
Tell  na,  has  the  good  ship  sped? 


NOESA'S  SONQ. 
For  leagues  along  the  watery  way, 
Throngh    gulf    and     stream    my 
oonnte  has  been  ; 


The  thought  of  the  aged  is  ever  on 
Rpar,— 

On  his  flsbinf!,  his  furrow,  hia  flock, 
and  bis  steer; 

Bnt  thrive  may  his  flshing.  Sock,  fur- 
row, and  herd, 

While  the  aged  for  anguiah  ahall  tear 
hiH  gray  beard. 

The  sliip,  well-laden  as  bark  need  be, 
i  Lies  deep  in  the  furrow  of  the  Ice- 
laud  sea; — 
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The  breeze  for  Zetland  blo«a  ftix 

■ad  soft, 
And  coily  the  gailand  is  fliitt«Ting 

aToft: 
Seven  good  flBhee  have  iponted  theii 

tost. 
And  their  jaw-bones  are  banging  to ' 

yard  and  mast; 
Two  are  for  Lerwick,  and  two  for 

Kirkwall.— 
Three  for  Boigh  Veetis,  the  choicest 

of  oU. 

CLMm  HU.CBO. 

llother  donbttnl.  Mother  dread  I 
DweUer  of  the  Fitful-head, 
Tboa  bnst  cunn  d  fnllmanj  a  rhyme, 
That  lives  upi^n  the  surge  of  time: 
TeU  roe,  shall  my  lavs  be  snng. 
Like  Hacons  tit  tne  gulden  toiijjno. 
Long  after  Holcro's  deHil  and  gone  ? 
Or,  sball  UiiUtland's  minstrel  own 
One  note  to  rival  glorioos  John  ? 

The  infant  lovtsthe  rattle's  noise ; 
Age,  doable  cliildbood,  hath  its  toys; 
Bat  different  fur  ttie  descant  rinpis, 
As  Etrikes  a  different  hand  tho  stnngB. 
The  eagle  moanta  the  polar  sk^ — 
The  imber-goose,  nnskill'd  to  fly. 
Most  be  content  to  glide  along. 
Where  seal  and  soa-dog  list  his  eoDg. 


Be  mine  the  Imber-goose  to  play. 
And  hannt  lone  cave  and  silent  Ds 
The  archer's  aim  so  sbidl  I  ehnn— 
So  shall  I  'scape  the  levoll'd  ^ou— 
Content  my  verses'  tuneleao  jingli , 
With    Thnle's    sonnding     tides   to 

While,to  the  ear  of  wonderina  wia 
Upon  the  diHtaat  headland's  heigl 
Sotten'd  by  mnrmnr  of  tho  sea, 
The  mde  sounds  seem  like  harmony  I 

Uother  donbtfnl,  Mother  dread, 
Dweller  of  the  Fitful-bead, 
A  gallant  bark  from  for  abroad. 
Saint  Magnns  hath  her  in  his  road, 
With  gnns  and  firelocks  not  a  few — 
i,  ^Iken  and  a  scarlet  crew. 


Deep  stored  with  preoions  merchan 

Of  gold,  and  goods  of  rare  device — 
What  interest  hath  onr  comrade  bold 
In  bark  and  crew,  in  goods  and  gold? 


Oold  is  niddj,  fair,  and  free. 
Blood  is  crimson,  and  dark  to  see; — 
~  look'd  ont  on  Saint  Magnns  Bay, 
And  I  saw  a  falcon  th^t  stmck  her 

prey,— 
A  gobbet  of  flesh  in  her  beak  she  bore. 
And  talons  andsii^eB  are  dripping 

with  gore; — 
Let  he  thi^  aides  after  them  look  on 

his  hand. 
And  if  there  is  blood  oo't,  he's  one  of 

tbeit  band. 


Mother  doabtfnl,  Jlotber  dread, 
Dweller  of  the  Ktful-head, 
Well  tbou  knowBt  it  ia  tby  task 
To  tcil  what  beaatj  will  not  oak;— 
Then  steep  thy  words  in  wine  and 

And  weavea  doom  of  gold  and  silk.— 
For  we  would  know,   shall  Brenda 

In  love,  and  happy  in  her  love? 

TJntouch'd    by    love,    the   maiden's 

breoHt 
Is  like  the  snow  on  Itona's  crest. 
High  seated  in  the  middle  sky. 
In  Drii^ht  and  barren  punty; 
lint  by  tlie  B:inheara  gently  kiss'd, 
Scarce  by  tho  gazing  eye  'tis  miss'd. 
Ere,  down  tiio  lonely  valley  stealing. 
Fresh  gross  and  growth  its  course 

tevealing, 
It  cheers  the  flock,  reriTse  the  flower, 
And  decks  some  happy  shepherd's 


Mother,  speak,  and  do  not  tany. 
Here's  a  maiden  tain  wonld  marrr. 
Shall  she  marry,  ay  or  not? 
If  she  marry,  wha^a  her  lot  ? 


SCOTT'S  POETICAL  WORKS. 


tJDtoneh'd   by  love,  th«   maideti'i 

la  like  tbs  tno-w  on  Boua'a  cnat ; 
So  pDTQ.  BO  bee  from  puthly  dyc^ 
It  Beema,  vhilst  leaaing  on  the  tkj. 
Fait  of  the  heaven  to  Which  'tis  uigb 
Itat  pasHioD,  like  the -wild  Uarch  nun. 
Hay  soil  the  irreath  with  many  a 

Ws  gaze — the  lovely  Tision'a  gone — 
A  torrent  fills  the  bed  of  etone, 
Tbathnnyingtodestnictioit'Bshock, 
Leaps  headloDg  from  the  lofty  zock. 

SONG  OF  TEE  ZETLAND  FISH- 
ERMAN. 
Faxewxu^  meny  maidene, 

aud  to  laugh, 
For  the  brave  lads  of   Westra  are 

boand  to  tbo  Haaf; 
And  n  e  iiinst  have  labour,  and  him- 


n  song, 


Erev 


Forr 


ger, 


dance  with  tbe  maidu  of  Dun- 
again. 
iw,  in  onr  trim  boate  of  Noro- 


:  lionfs  on  the 

tbe  porpoiHO  and  ros 
ThebroL-ze  it  Kbali  pipi 

nut  loo  higli, 
And  (.be  gull  buonrsor^jstreHHwht 

e'er  she  flits  by. 


bMk  to  the 


f  brave  bird. 


chile  1 


follow.  Uke  thee, 
By  bank,  shoal,  and  qnicksand,  tbe 

swarms  of  tbe  sea; 
And  when   twenty  score  fiahea   are 

straining  our  line. 
Sing  louder,   bravo   bird,   for  their 

Hpiiils  shall  be  thine. 
We'll  Eing  while  we  bait,  and  we'll 

sing  while  we  haul, 
For  tbe    deeps  of    tbe    Haaf   hare 

enough  for  us  oil: 
There  is  torsk  for  the  gentle,  and 

akiite  for  the  carle. 
And  there's  wealth  for  bold  Magnus,  I 

the  sou  of  the  sarL 


for  the  BmI, 
We  ohall  Boonec 

donee  and  the  laugh ; 
For  Ufe  without   mirth  ia  a  lamp 

without  oil; 
Then,   mirth  and   long  life  to  the 

bold  Uagnna  TroUT 

CLEVELANIVS  BONO& 
I. 

Lots  wakes  and  weepa 

While  Beauty  rieepsl 
0  for  Hnaio's  Honest  nomben. 

To  prompt  a  theme. 

For  BeBntj*B  dream. 
Soft  as  the  pillow  of  iua  slnmbera  I 

Throi^;h  grorea  of  palm 

Bigh  gales  of  balm, 
Fire-fliea  on  the  air  are  wheeling; 

While  through  the  gloom 

Comes  soft  perfWe, 
The  distant  beds  of  flowers  tbtc*!- 

ing. 

0  wake  and  live  ! 

No  dream  can  give 
A  shadow'd  bliss,  the  real  excelling; 

No  longer  sleep. 

From  lattice  peep, 
And  list  the  tale  that  Love  is  telling. 
FABBnEU,  I  farewell  I   the  voice  yon 
Has  left  its  last  aoft    tone  with 


lUn 


Tbe  accents   which  I  scarce  conld 

Beneath  your  frown's  controlling 

Most  give  the  word,  above  the  storm. 
To  cut   the  mast,   and  oleaz  the 


MISCELLANEOUS  POEMS. 


To  nil  I  love,  or  hope,  or  fear, — 
Honour,  or  oim.  a  long  adieu  I 

To  all  tbat  life  has  soft  and  dear. 
Farewell  \  aave  memory  of  yon  I 

CLAOD  HALGKO'3  TEE8E8. 

Akd  ;oa  ehaU  deal  the  funeral  dole  ; 

Ay,  deal  it.  mother  mine, 
To  weary  body,  and  In  heavy  bohI, 

Tha  white  bread  and  the  wine. 
And  yuQ  afaall   deal    my  horsea   of 

Ay,  denl  them,  mother  mine; 
And  yoil  nholl  deal  my  landa  so  wide, 
And  deal  my  castles  nine. 

Bat  deal  tiot  Tengeanoe  for  the  deed. 
And  deal  not  for  the  crime; 

The  body  to  its  plaue,  and  the  sonl 
to  Heaven's  grace, 
And  the  rest  in  Ood's  own  time. 

NORNA'S  INCANTATIONS. 

CaufPiON,  famed  for  warlike  toil, 
Art  thou  Hilent,  Eibolt  Troil? 
Sand,  and  dust,  and  pebbly  stones. 
Are  leaving  bore  thy  giant  bones. 
Who  dared  touch  the  wild  bear's  skin 
Ye  slDmber'duD,  while  life  was  in? — 
A  woman  now,  or  babe,  may  come 
And  cost  the  covering  from  thy  tomb. 
Tet   be   not   wrathful.    Chief,    nor 

blight. 
Mine    eyes  or  ears  with  sonud  oi 

Bight  ! 

I  come  not,  with  nnhallow'd  tread. 

To  wake  the  Blumbere  of  the  dead. 

Llr  lu;  thy  giant  reliqaeH  bare; 

Hut  whatlseektbon  well  canst  spare. 

lie  it  to  my  hand  allow'd 

To  eheoT  a  merk'e  weight  from  tby 

shroad  ; 
Tet  leave  thee  sheeted  lead  enough 
To  shield  thy  bones  twta  weather 


e,  the  cerements  now  I  sever — 
Waken  now,  or  sleep  for  ever  ! 
Thou  wilt  not  wake — the    deed   is 

The  prize  I  sought  is  fairly  won. 
Thanks.  Ribolt,  thanks,— for  this  the 
Shall   smooth   its    mffled   crest  (or 

And  while  siar  its  billows  foam, 
Snbaide  Co  peace  near  Bibolt'H  tomb. 
Thanlui,  Bibolt,  th^nTiit — for  this  tha 


She,  the  danie  of  donbt  and  dread, 
Noma  of  the  Fitfnl-head, 
Mighty  in  ber  own  despite, — 
Miserable  in  her  might; 
In  despair  end  fren^  great. 
In  her  greatness  desolate; 
Wiaest,  wickedest  who  lives, — 
Well  can  keep  the  word  she  girea. 


[m 


*-] 


Thon,  ao  needful,  yet  ro  dread. 
With  cloudy  crest,  and  winu  of  Ted ; 
Thon,  without  whose  geni^breath 
The  North  wonld  sleep  the  sleep  of 

death; 
Who  deign'st  to  warm  the  oottags 


With  my  rhyme  of  Runic,  I 
Thank  thee  for  thy  agency. 
Old  Beim-kennar,  to  thy  art 
Mother  Hertha  sends  her  part; 
She,  whose  gmcions  bounty  gives 
Xeedfnl  food  for  all  that  lives. 
From  the  deep  mine  of  the  North 
Came  the  mystic  metal  forth, 
Doom'd  amidst  disjoint^  stones. 


I 
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Long  to  oere  a  champion's  bones, 
Disinhomed  my  charms  to  aid — 
Mother  Earth,  my  thanks  are  paid. 

Girdle  of  onr  islands  dear, 
Element  of  Water,  hear ! 
Thon  whose  power  can  overwhelm 
Broken  mounds  and  rain*d  realm 

On  the  lowly  Belgian  strand; 
All  thy  fiercest  rage  can  never 
Of  our  soil  a  furlong  sever 

From  our  rook-defended  land; 
Play  then  gently  thou  thy  part, 
To  assist  old  Noma's  art. 


Elements,  each  other  greeting, 
Gifts  and  power  attend  your  meeting: 


Thou,  that  over  billows  dark, 
Safely  sond'st  the  fisher's  bark, — 
Giving  him  a  path  and  motion 
Through  the  wildeinesn  of  ocean; 
Thou,  that  when  the  billows  brave  ye, 
O'er  the    shelves    const    drive    the 

navy,— 
Didst  thou  chafe  as  one  neglected. 
While  thy  brother  was  respected  ? 
To  appease  thee,  see,  I  tear 
This  full  grasp  of  grizzled  hair; 
Oft  thy  breath  hath  through  it  sung. 
Softening  to  my  magic  tongue, — 
Now,  'tis  thine  to  bid  it  fly 
Through  the  wide  expanse  of  sky, 
'Mid  the  countless  swarms  to  sail 
Of  wild-fowl  wheeling  on  thy  gale; 
Take  thy  portion  and  rejoice, — 
Spirit,  thou  hast  heard  my  voice  ! 


She  who  sits  by  haunted  well. 
Is  subject  to  the  Nixies'  spell; 
She  who  walks  on  lonely  heach. 
To  the  Mermaid's  charmed  speech; 
She  who  walks  round  ring  of  green, 
Offends  the  peevish  Fairy  Queen; 
And  she  who  takes  rest  in  the  Dwar- 

fie's  cave, 
A  weary  weird  of  woe  shall  have. 

By  ring,  by  spring,  by  cave,  by  shore, 
Aunna  Troil  nas  braved  all  this  and 


more; 


And  yet  hath  the  root  of  her  ao 

and  ill, 
A  sonroe  thatV  more  deep  and  i 

mystioal  stilL — 
Then  art  within  a  demon's  hold. 
More  wise  than  Heims,  more  sti 

than  Trold. 
No  siren  sings  so  sweet  as  he,— 
No  fay  springs  lighter  on  the  lea 
No  elfin  power  hath  half  the  art 


move,   to  wring 


To  soothe,   to 

heart, — 

Life-blood  fh>m  the  cheek  to  dxa 
Drench  the  eye  and  dry  the  Tein. 
Maiden,  ere  we  fieu-ther  go, 
I>oet  thon  note  me,  ay  or  no? 


I  mark  thee,  m^  mother,  both  wc 

look,  and  8i<^ ; 
Speak  on  with  thy  riddle — ^fco  xeat 

be  mine. 

NOBKA. 

Mark  me !  for  the  word  I  speak 
Shall  bring  the  oolonr  to  the  cheel 
This  leaden  heart,  so  light  of  cost 
The  symbol  of  a  treasure  lost, 
lliou  shalt  wear  in  hope  and  in  pea 
That  the  cause  of  yonr  idekness  a 

sorrow  may  cease. 
When  crimson  foot  meets  crims 

hand 
In  the  Martyr's  Aisle,  and  in  Orkn 

land. — 


Be  patient,  be  patient ;  for  Patien 

hath  power 
To  ward  us  in  danger,  like  mantle 

shower; 
A  fairv  ^ift  you  best  may  hold 
In  a  chain  of  fairy  gold; — 
The  chain  and  the  gift  are  each 

true  token. 
That  not  without  warrant  old  Non 

has  spoken; 
But  thy  nearest  and   dearest  mu 

never  behold  them, 
Till  time  shall  accomplish  the  tmtl 

I  have  told  them. 


MISCELLAifSOUS  POSMS. 


To  all  I  love,  or  hope,  or  feme,  — 
Honour,  or  own,  a  loi^  adieu  ! 

To  all  that  life  haa  soft  and  dear, 
Paievell !  aave  memory  of  jon  I 

CLAUD  HAIiCBO'S  TEBSES. 
And  7on  shall  deal  the  fnnetal  dote ; 

Ay.  deal  it.  mother  mine. 
To  wearr  body,  and  to  heavy  aonl. 

The  wuite  bread  and  the  vine. 
And  yon  shall  deal   my  boncfl   of 

Av,  deal  them,  mother  mine; 
And  yOD  Bhall  deal  my  lands  so  wide. 
And  deal  my  eastlea  nine. 

But  deal  not  vengeaooe  for  the  deed. 
And  deal  not  for  the  crime; 

nie  body  to  its  place,  and  Uie  Bonl 
to  Heaven's  grace. 
And  the  rest  in  Ood's  own  time. 

NOENA-S  INCANTATIONS. 
Cbakptoh,  famed  for  varlike  toil. 
Art  thoa  silent.  Hi  bolt  Troll? 
Sand,  end  daet,  and  pebblv  stonea. 
Are  leaving  bare  thy  giant  bones. 
Who  daredtoach  the  wild  bear's  skin 
Ye  alnmber'd  on,  while  life  was  in  ? — 
A  woman  now,  or  babe,  may  oome 
And  cast  the  covering  from  thy  tomb. 
Yet   be   not   wrathful.    Chief,    nor 

blight, 
Uine    eyes  or  ears  with  sonnd   or 

Bight! 
I  come  not,  with  imhallow'd  tiead, 
To  wake  the  slumbers  of  the  dead. 
Or  lay  tby  giant  reliqusH  bore; 
But  what  I  seek  thoa  well  canst  spare. 
Be  it  to  my  band  allow'd 
To  shear  a  merk's  weight  from  thy 

shrond ; 
Tet  leave  thee  sheeted  lead  enongb 
To  shield  thy  bones  from  weaUier 


See,  the  cerements  now  I  sever— 
Waken  now,  or  sleep  for  ever  I 
Thon  wilt  not  wake— the    deed   is 

The  prize  I  sooght  is  fairly  von. 
Thanks,  Bibolt,  thMikw, — for  this  the 

Shall  smooth   its    mfBed   crest  for 

thee— 
And  while  tfsi  its  billows  foam. 
Subside  to  peace  near  Bibolt's  tomb. 
Tbanka,  Bibolt,  thanks— for  this  the 

might 
Of  wild  winds  laginc  at  their  height. 
When  to  thy  plaoe  of  ilnmber  nigb, 
Shall  soften  to  a  lullaby 

She,  tbe  dame  of  donbt  and  dread, 
Noma  of  the  i^tfnl-bead, 
Highty  in  her  own  despite, — 
Miserable  in  her  might; 
In  despair  and  frency  great. 
In  her  greatneas  deeolide; 
Wisest,  wickedest  who  Uvea,— 
Well  can  keep  the  vord  she  gives. 


[Bst  ncTz&vaw  vrra  mmu.] 
Thou,  so  needful,  yet  so  dread, 
With  cloady  crest,  and  wing  of  red ; 
Thon,  withont  vhose  genial  breath 
The  North  would  sleep  the  aleep  of 

Who  deien'st  to  warm  tbe  cottage 

Yet  burUt  prood  palaces  to  earth, — 
Brightest,  keenest  of  the  Powers, 
Wbicb  form  and  mle  this  world  of 

With  mv  rhyme  of  Rnnlc,  I 
Thank  tihee  for  thy  agency. 
Old  Beim-kennar,  to  thy  art 
Mother  Heitha  sends  her  part; 
She,  whoB«  gracions  bonntj  gives 
Needfnl  food  for  all  that  lives. 
From  the  deep  mine  of  the  Nortli 
Came  the  mystio  metal  forth, 
I>CK>m'd  amidst  di^ointed  slons^ 


SCUTTB  FOSnCAL  WOBXS. 


Dort  tbon  not  Me  7011  little  skiff 
Contend  with  ooeMi  g«llantly? 

Now  besting  'gainst  toe  breeze  And 
soi^e. 
And  Bteep'd  ber  leeward  deck  in 

"Wbj  does  Bhe  war  oneqnal  orge  ? — 
On.  Isla's  maid,  she  seeks  her  home. 

Oh,  lala'n  maid,  jon  sea-bird  mark, 
Herwhitevingglaamatbronghnust 
and  spray, 

Lgainst   uie    atorm-clond,   lowering 

Astoil      _ 
Where  donda  1 

Why  to  the  shelter  should  she  come 
Of  cliff,  exposed  to  wind  and  wave? — 

Oh,  maid  of  Isla,  'tis  her  home  1 
As  breeze  and  tide  to  yonder  sbiR 

Thou'rt  adverse  to  the  suit  I  bring, 
And  cold  as  iu  yon  wintry  cliff. 

Where  seft-birds  close  their  wearied 
wing. 
Tet  cold  SH  roclt.  unkind  ns  wave, 

Ktill.  Islas  niiiid,  to  tbe*'  I  come; 
For  in  tliy  love,  or  in  his  Liave, 

Mnitt  Allan  Vonricb  lindbis  home. 


The  ncwfl  box  flown  frao  month  to  . 

mouth. 
The  North  Tor  ance  has  bang'd  the  1 

t«mth;  ! 

Tbo  dcil  n  ScotRrann'a  die  o'  dronth,   \ 
Carle,  now  the  King's  come  I 


Anld  Beekie,  in  her  nktlaf  ff^> 
Thooght  nerer  to  have  seen  the  day; 
He's  been  a  wcatj  tims  aw^— 

But,  CM-le,    now  the  King's 

She's  skiriing  taa  tha  OasUfr-hUl; 
TheCariine'SToloeiannwnaMBhiill, 
Tell  hctf  her  at  the  Chnon-mill— 
Carle,  now  the  King's  come  t 

"Up,  hairns r she criea,  "baithgrit 

and  sma'. 
And  hash  je  for  the  we^ion-ahav  I 
Standby  me,  andwellbaiigthema' — 
(Jarle,  now  the  King's  oome  I 

"Come   from    Newbattle's    andent 

Bpires, 
Banld   Lothian,   with   your  knights 

and  squires. 
And  match  the  mettle  of  yonr  sires — 
Carle,  now  the  King's  come  I 

"Yon're  welcome  bame,  my  Uontagn! 
Bring  in  tout  hand  the  yoong  Bno- 

clench ; 
I'm  miBsing  some  that  I  may  me — 
Carle,  now  the  King's  come  ! 

"Come,   Haddington,    the  Und  and 

guy. 
You've  graced  my  censeway  mony  a 

11  weep   the   canse   if  yon  shonld 

Carle,  now  the  King's  come ! 


'  Come, 


r  Ihike.t  snd   cair^r 


Carle,  now  the  King's  1 

Carle,  now  tlie  King's  < 

Tbou):hultduncc.audI 
Carle,  now  the  King' 
Auld  England  beld  bim  Inng  and  fast; 
And  Irelund  bod  a  joyfu'  c;it,t; 

■  An  l:niii.ii.in  lit  an  ul.l  .Tiwoliiu-  illili, 
writ [VII  oil  llicarnval  of  lifKn^  IW  in  Sccii- 
Unt),  Au^uHl.  lV--ii.  uad  iiriDtCfl  9a  a  bnuul- 


Frae  yonder  craig  his  ancient  croon; 
It's  bad  a  lang  sleep  and  a  sonn' — 

But,    Carle,    now  the  King's 

"  Come,   Athole,   from  the  hill  and 
Bring  down  your  clansmen  like  a 


MISCELLANEOUS  POSMS. 


Come,   Uorton,   sbov  the  Donglaa' 

blood.— 
Caile,  noir  Iha  King's  oov 
"Come,  Tweedd&le,  trae  u  sword  to 

sheath, 
Come,  Hopetonn,  fear'd  on  fields  of 

death; 
Come,  CleiK*  and  give  your  bogle 

breath; 
Carle,  now  the  King's  aom«  1 
"Coma,  WemyBS,  who  modest  merit 

Come,     Bosebery,     from     Dalmen; 

shades; 
Breadalbaue.     bring     jonr    b«lted 

Uarle,  now  the  King's  oome  I 
"Come,  itetely  Niddiie,  anld  and 
Gilt  with   the  aword    that  Minden 
We    have    o'er   few   anoh  Uirds   as 

Carle,  now  the  King's  oome  I 

"  Kin^  Arthni'B  grown   a  common 

He's  hMrd  in  Ufa  and  far  Cantire, — 
'  Fie,  lads,  behold  my  crest  of  fire  I' 
Carle,  now  the  King's  come ! 

"Saint  Abb  loats  ont,  'I  see  bim 

pasa. 
Between  Tantallon  and  the  Bass  I' 
Carlton,  get  ont  yonr  keeking-glass- 
Carle,  now  the  King's  come  1" 
The  Cailine  stopp'd ;  and,  sure  I  am, 
For  very  glee  had  ta'en  a  dwam, 
But  Oman!  help'd  her  to  a  dram.— 
Cogie,  now  the  King's  oome  1" 


Cc^e,  now  the  King's  come  1 
C4^ie,  now  the  King's  come  1 
Bse  be  foa  and  ye's  be  toom.t 
Cogie,  now  the  King's  oome  ! 

•  Tb«  Bwon  of  Pennjfcnik,  bound  bj  hli 
(ha  clalu  EiHalnil^h  at  llio  namUnie,  ud 
I  Tlie'uiullotdarUisWatarioa'HotaL 


A  Hawick  gill  of  monnhun  dew, 
Heised  op  Anld  BeeUe's  heart,  I 

It  minded  her  of  Waterloo — 

Carie,  now  the  King's  oome  I 
Again  I  beard  her  summons  swell. 
For,  Bio  a  dirdnm  and  a  jell. 
It     drown'd    Baint    (Mlw'a 
bell- 
Carle,  now  the  King's  oome ! 


I   jowing 


There  B  wanr  than  yon  been  made  B 
knights- 
Carle,  now  the  King's  oome  t 
"  Hy  reverend  Cler^,  look  ye  say 
The  best  of  thanksgivings  ye  ha'ei 
And  warstle  for  a  snnny  day — 

Carle,  now  the  mng's  come  1 
*'  My  Doctors,  look  that  yon  agree. 
Cure  a'  the  town  withont  a  fee  ; 
My  Lawyers,  dinna  pike  a  plea- 
Carle,  now  tbe  King's  oome  I 

"Come  forth  esoh  sturdy  Bni|[hcc'a 

bairn. 
That    dinta  on  wood  or  clanks  on 

That  fires  the   o'en,   or  winds  the 

Carle,  now  Uie  King's  oome  I 

Come  forward   with   the    Blanket 

Blae,|| 
bnr  sires  were  loyal  men  and  tme. 
As  Scotland's  foemen  oft  might  me— 
Carle,  now  the  King's  come  I 

Soota    downa   lonp,   and  rin  and 

We're  steady  folks  and  aometbing 


hesring  hli  nealtb  )iro|»d.  i 
nqurt  elifin  ID  Onrsa  IT.  lo  tb 
PuiiaioeDt-ilouie.  u  "  Sir  'WUUun  AHinU 
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We'll  keep  the  canseway  firm  and 
brave — 
Carle,  now  the  King's  come! 

"Sir  Thomas,*  thunder  from  your 

rock. 
Till  Pentland  dinnles  wi'  the  shock, 
And  lace  wi'  fire  my  snood  o'  smoke- 
Carle,  now  the  King's  come! 

"  Melville,  bring  out  your  bands  of 

blue, 
A'  Louden  lads,  baith  stout  and  true, 
With  Elcho,  Hope,  and  Cockbum, 

too — 
Carle,  now  the  King's  come! 

**  And  you,  who  on  yon  bluidy  braes 
Compeird  the  vanquished  Despot's 

praise. 
Bank    out — rank   out — my    gallant 

Greysf — 
Carle,  now  the  Kinc's  come! 

••Cock   o'    the  North,   my   Huntly 

bra'. 
Where  are  you  with  the  Forty-twa? . 
Ah  !  wae's  my  heart  that  ye're  awa' — 
Carle,  now  the  King's  come! 

•'  But  yonder  come  my  canty  Celts, 
With  durk  and  pistols  at  their  belts, 
Thank  God,  we've  still  some  plaids 
and  kilts — 
Carle,  now  the  King's  come  ! 

••Lord,  how  the  pibrochs  groan  and 

yell! 
Macdonneirs  ta'en  the  field  himsell, 
Macleod    comes  branking   o'er    the 

fell- 
Carle,  now  the  King's  come! 

••Bend  up  your  bow  each  Archer 

spark. 
For  you're  to  guard  him  light  and 

aark; 
Faith,  lads,  for  ance  ye've  hit  the 

mark — 
Carle,  now  the  King's  come! 

'*  Young  Errol,  take  the  sword  of 
state, 

*  Sir  Thomas  Bradford,  then  commandor 
of  the  forces  in  Scotland. 
\  The  ScoU  Greys. 


The  sceptre,  Panie-Morarchate; 
Knight  Maresohal,  see  ye  dear  th 
gate  — 
Carle,  now  the  King's  ocmie! 

'•Kind  cummer,  Ijeith,  ye've  bee 

misset. 
But  dinna  be  npon  the  fret— 
Te'se  hae  the  handsel  of  him  yet^ 
Oarle,  now  the  Kind's  oome! 


••Mydanghtersy  oome  with  een  m 

blue, 
Your  garlands  weave,  your  blooBom 

ptrew; 
He  ne'er  saw  fairer  powers  than  you- 
Carle,  now  the  King's  oame! 

••What  shall  we  do  for  the  propine- 
We  used  to  offer  something  fine. 
But  ne'er  a  groat's  in  ponch  of  mine- 
Carle,  now  the  King's  cornel 

**  Deil  care — for  that  I'se  never  start, 
We'll  welcome  him  with  Highland 

heart; 
Whate'd^  we  have  he's  ^et  a  part- 
Carle,  now  the  King's  cornel 

••I'll    show  him  mason-work   this 

day— 
Nane  of  your  bricks  of  Babel  clay. 
But  towers  shall  stand  till  Time's 

away — 
Carle,  now  the  King's  oome! 

••I'll  show  him  wit,  ITl  show  him 

lair. 
And  gallant  lads  and  lasses  fair. 
And  what  wad  kind  heart  wish  for 

mair  ?— 
Carle,  now  the  King's  oome! 

•'Step  out.  Sir  John,}  of  projects 

rife. 
Come  win  the  thanks  of  an  axdd  wife. 
And  bring  him  health  and  length  of 

Ufe- 
Carle,  now  the  King's  oome!" 


;  Sir  John  Sinclair.  Bart.,   father  of  the 
celebrated  writer  Catherine  Sinclair. 
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SONG— COUNTY  GUT. 
Ab  1  Coontv  On  J,  the  hour  ii  n^h, 

The  sun  baa  left  the  lea. 
The    ocunge   flower    parfomea    the 

The  breeze  U  on  the  sea. 
The  lark,  bis  lay  who  thrilVd  all  day, 

Sits  Lusb'd  bis  partner  nigb; 
Breeze,  biml,  and  fluwer,  confess  the 

But  where  is  County  Gny  ?— 

The  TiUage  moid  steals  thioagh  the 

Her  hbepherd'B  suit  to  bear; 
To  beaaty  shy,  by  lattice  high, 

glDga  high-born  Cavalier. 
The  Btor  of  Love,  all  stars  above, 

Now  reigns  o'er  earth  and  aky; 
And   high    and  low  the  inflnence 

Bat  where  is  Coonty  Ony  t 


SONG— SOLDIER,  WA£K 
I. 

SoLDlEB,  wake — the  day  is  peeping, 
Honour  ne'er  was  won  in  sleeping, 
Never  when  the  saabeaniB  still 
Lay  nnreflected  on  the  hill; 
'TIS  when  they  are  glinte<l  back 
From  axe  and  armour,  spear   and 

jock. 
That  they  promise  (ntnre  story 
Manv  a  page  of  deathless  glory. 
Shields  that  are  the  foeman's  tenor, 
Ever  are  the  morning's  mirror. 


Arm  and  up — the  mominB  beam 
Hath  call'd  the  mstia  to  hia  team. 
Hath  catl'd  the  falc'ner  to  the  lake, 
Hath  csird    the    hontsmau  to  Uie 

The  early  stndent  ponders  o'er 
His  dusty  toinas  of  ancient  lore. 
Koldier,  wake— thv  harveHt.  fame; 
Thy  study,  conquest ;  war,  thy  game. 


Poorhire  repays  the  mstia's  pain; 
More  paltry   still   the    sportsman's 

gain; 
Yainext  of  all  the  stadeut's  theme 
Ends  in  some  metaphysic  dream: 
Yet  each  Is  up,  and  each  hastoil'd 
Since  first  the    peep   of   dawn  has 

ami  led; 
And  each  is  eagersr  in  his  um 
Than  be  who  barteia  life  for  fame. 
Up,  up,  and  arm  thee,  son  of  terror  I 
Be  Uiy  bright  shield  the  moming'i 


SOMG— THE  TEUTH  OP  WOMAN. 
I. 

Wou^n'afuth,  and  woman's  trust — 
Write  the  characters  in  dust; 
Stomp  them  on  the  running  stream. 
Print  tliem  on  the  moon's  pale  beam. 
And  each  evanescent  letter 
Shall  be  clearer,  firmer,  better. 
And  more  permanent.  I  ween. 
Than  the  thing  those  lettera  mean. 

I  have  atrain'd  the  spider's  thread 
'Qsinat  the  promise  of  a  maid; 
I  have  weigh'd  a  grain  of  sand 
'Gainet  her  plight  of  heart  and  hand; 
I  told  my  true  love  of  the  token. 
How  her  faith  proved  light,  and  her 

word  was  broken: 
Again  ber  word  and  truth  ahe  plight. 
And  I  believed  them  again  ere  night. 

AHEIMAN. 
Disk  Ahriman,  whom  Irak  atill 
Holda  orisin  of  woe  and  ill  I 

When,  bending  at  thy  shiine. 
We   view  the   world  with   tronbled 

eye, 
Where  see  we  'neath  the  extended 

An  empire  matching  thine  I 
If  the  Beoigner  Power  can  yield 
A  fountain  in  the  desert  Sdd, 

Where  weary  pilgrims  drink; 
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rbine  ue  the  vsTea  thai  iaati  the 


Or  if  He  bid  the  soil  dispense 
BalsBiDB  to  cheer  the  sinking  sense, 

Hoir  feir  can  thejj  deliTer 
lYom  lingering  pains,  or  pang  in- 

Bed  Fever,  spotted  Pestilence, 
The  arrows  of  thj  qniver ! 

Chief  in  Uau'a  boaom  aits  thy  awaj. 

And  frequent,   while  in  words  we 
pray 
Before  another  throne, 

Whate'er  of  specdoos  form  be  there. 

The  secret  meaning  of  the  prayer 
Is,  Ahriman,  tliiiia  own. 

Say,  baat  tbon  feeling,  sena«,  and 

Thnnder'  thy 


ThiikA  an 

And— who    dan    an 
Dark  Spirit  I  ended 


ce,    thy  garments 

Ab  Eastern  Magi  say; 
WitheentientBODlof  hate  and  wrath. 
And  wiuga  to  sweep  thy  dea<]ly  path. 

And  fangs  to  tear  thy  prer  ? 

OrartthoQ  mi»ed  in  Nature's  source. 
An  ever  operating  force, 

Ciinverting  gcHid  to  ill; 
An  evil  principle  innate 
Contending  with  our  better  fate. 

And  oh  I  victorious  BtiU? 


Howe'er  it  be,  dispute  is  vain. 

On  all  without  tbon  hold'st  thy  reign. 

Nor  less  on  all  within; 
Each  mortal  passion '»  fierce  career. 
Love,  hate,  ambition,  joy,  and  fear. 

Thou  goadeNt  into  sin. 
WheneVr  a  sunny  gl«am  appears, 
To  brighten  up  one  vale  of  tears, 

Tbon  art  not  distant  tar; 
"Mid  such  brief  solace  of  our  lives, 
Thou    whett'fit   oar   very   banqnet- 


ThuB.  from  the  moment  ot  our  birth. 
Long  as  we  linger  on  the  earth, 
Thou  ml'Bt  the  fate  of  mon; 


pangs  of  Ufa's  test 
t—iM    thy 


TwAs  near  the  fair  eitj  of  Bensrant, 
When  the  son  was  aetting  on  boogh 

and  bent. 
And  bnights  were  preparing  in  bower 

and  tent, 
On  the  eve  of  the  Baptist'!  tonma- 

Wheu  in  Lincoln  Qreen  a  sfaripling 

gent. 
Well  seeming  a  page  by  a  princess 

Wander'd  the  camp,  and,  still  as  be 

Enquired  for  the  Englishman,  Thom- 
as a  Kent. 

Far  hath  he  fared,  and  tsrtber  most 

Till  be  finds  his  parilion  nor  stately 


With  bis  sinewy  arm  a  to  the  sbonld- 

The  good  knight  with  hammer  and 

hie  did  repair 
The  mail  that  to-morrow  most  see 


"  Thus  apeaks  my  lady,"  the  page 

said  he, 
And  the  knight  bent  lowly  both  he«d 

and  knee, 
"  She  is  Benevent's  Princess  so  high 

in  degree. 
And  thou  art  as  lowly  aa  knight  may 

well  be— 
He  that  would  climb  so  lof^  a  tree, 
Ur  spring  such  a  gull  as  divides  hal 

&om  thee. 
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Unst  daie  some  high  deed,  by  vhfoh 

all  men  ma;  see 
His  ambitioa  is  back'd  by  his  higb 

chivBlrie. 

"Tberefore  Uma  Bpeeks  my  lady," 

the  tux  page  he  said. 
And   the  knignt  lowly  ]onted  vitb 

hand  and  vith  head, 
"Fling  aside  the   good  umonr  ia 

whioh  tboii  art  olad. 
And  don  thonthii  weed  of  ber  night- 

gear  inatead. 
For  a  banberfc  of  rteel.  a  Idrtle  of 

thread: 
And  charge,    tboi   attired,    in  the 

tonmament  dread. 
And  fight  as  tby  wont  is  where  moet 

blood  ia  shed. 


Cntronbled  in  bis  look,    and   on- 

troobled  in  bis  breast, 
The  knigbt  theweedbath  taken,  and 

reverently  bath  kisa'd; 
"  Nov  bleBB'd  bo  the  moment,  the 

messenger  be  blest ! 
Much  bonouj'd  do  T  bold  me  in  my 

lady's  high  behest; 
And  say  nnto  my  lady,  in  this  dear 

nigh  tweed  draaa'd. 
To  the  beat  arm'd  champion  I  will 

not  Tail  my  crest; 
But  if  I  liye  and  bear  me  well  'tis  her 

turn  to  take  the  teat.'' 
Here,   gentles,    ends    the   foremost 

fytte  of  the  Lay  of  the  Bloody 


And  'twaa  be  whose  sole  armonron 

body  and  breast, 
Seem'd  the  weed  of  a  damsel  when 

boone  for  ber  rest. 


that  were  bloody  and  sore. 
But  others  respected  bis  plight,  and 

forebore. 
It  is  some  oath  of  hosoor,"  they 

said,  "  and  I  trow 
'Twere    nnknighUy     to     slay    him 

aohievins  bis  tow.*' 
Then  the  Pnnce,  for  bis  sake,  bade 

the  toDrnament  cesae. 
He  flnng  down  bU  warder,  the  tmm- 

peta  anng  peace; 
And  tbe  jadges  declare,  and  com- 
petitors yield. 
That  the  Knisht  of  the  Vightgear 
was  first  In  the  field. 


fytlao 
Vest. 


The  Baptist's   fair    morrow  beheld 

gallant  feata— 
There  was  winaitig  of  bonoors,  and 

loBing  of  seats- 
There  waa  hewing   with  falchions, 

and  splintering  of  alavee. 
The  TictoiB  won  glory,  the  vanqnisb'd 


s  accounted  his  peers  t 


a  nigh,  and  tiie  maw 


When  before  the  fail 

lonted  a  sqnire. 
And  deliver'd  a  garment  nnieemly  to 

With  sword-ont  and  spear-thniat,  all 

hack'd  and  pierced  throagh; 
All  rent  and  all  tatter'd,  aU  dotted 

with  blood. 
With  foam  ot  the  hones,  with  dnat, 

and  with  mad, 
Not  the  point  of  that  lady's  aniall 

finger,  I  ween. 
Could  have  rested  on  spot  was  nnsol- 

lied  and  clean. 

"  This  token  my  master.  Sir  Thomas 

a  Kent, 
Beatores  to  the  Princess  of  fair  Bene- 

He  that  climbs  the  tall  tree  has  won 

right  to  the  fmit. 
He  tbiU  leaps  the  wide  gnlf  abonld 

prevail  in  his  suit; 
TbroDgb  life's  utmost  peril  the  priw 

And  now  most  the  IhUh  of  my  ml» 
tosMbtahowa: 
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For  she  who  prompts  kni^t  on  sach 

Ibtat  ftTonch  hia  trae  semoe  in  front 
of  the  Bun. 

"'Irestore,'  s»y«  my  master,  'the 

mtrment  Fve  worn. 
And  I  olkim  of  the  E'rinoass  to  don  it 

For  its  shuns  and  its  rents  she  shonld 

prize  it  the  more, 
Since  by  shuue  'tis  nnsnllied,  thocgh 

crimson'd  with  bom.'  " 
Then  deep  blosh'd  the  Princess— ;et 

kiss'd  she  and  preas'd 
The  blond-spotted  robee  to  ber  lips 

and  her  breast. 
"  Oo  tell  mj  true  knight,  ohnrch  and 

chamber  shall  show. 
It  I  Tslne  the  blood  on  this  garment 

And  when  it  was  time  for  the  nobles 

to  pass. 
In  solemn  procession  to  minster  and 

The  fiiHt  walk'd  the  Princess,  in  pnr- 

ple  and  poll. 
Bnt  the  blood-besmear'd  night-robe 

she  wore  over  aU; 
And  eke.  in  the  ball,  nhere  the;  all 

sat  at  dine 
'When  she  knelt  to  her  father  and 

proffer'd  the  nine. 
Over  all   her  rich   robes  and   slate 

jewels  she 
That  -' — ■- 


taly   bedabbled 

with  gore. 
Then  lords  whiaper'd  ladies,  as  well 

jon  may  think,  |         jj^^  street 

And  ladios  repUed.  with  nod.  titter,  ^  ^^  ^,^„^  ^^  ^^^   baekward.   th. 


When  you  wuider  ■ 
lair  BencrrenL" 

Then  ont  spoke  stovt  1 
ball  where  be  stood, 

Eibanated  and  feeble,  bnt  dannlleea 
olmood: 

'■The blood  that  Ilost  for  (big  daugh- 
ter of  thine, 

I  ponr'd  forth  as  ttodj  as  flask  giT«8 


And  il  for  my  sake  she  brooks  pen- 
ance and  blame. 

Do  not  doubt  I  will  sare  her  from 
suffering  and  shame: 

And  light  wul  she  reck  of  thyprince- 
dom  and  rent. 

When  I  hail  her.  in  England,  the 
Conn  teas  of  Eent." 

SONO— BONNY  DUNDEE. 

*rii —  Tht  Bohnfia  1^  Bonnie  Uundte. 
To  the  Lords  of  Convention   'twas 

Claver'se  who  spoke, 
■'Ere   the    King's  crown   shall  fall 

there  are  crowns  to  be  broke: 
So  let  each  Cavalier  who  loves  bonoor 


"  Come  fill  np  my  cup,  come  fill 

np  my  can. 
Come   naddte  your  horses,  and 

call  up  your  men; 
Come  open  the  West  Port,  and 


letn 


Dune 


And  its  room  for  the  bonnets  of 
Bonny  Dundee  1" 

mounted,  he  rides  up 


.  donee  man,   said, 
Tum'd   at  length   to  bis  daughter.  \  ^^  ^'^^  tI^'\sTJ\uH  of  that 

and  spoke  with  a  frown.  ,         Dell  of  Dundee." 

"Now  smce  tbou  hast  pubhsh  d  thy  ^^^  ^^  ^^^ 

folly  and  emit,  r      j       r> 

E'en  stone  with  thy  band  for  the   As  he  rode  down  the  sanctified  bends 

blood  thou  has  spilt;  !         of  the  Bow, 

Yet  sore  tor  your  boldness  you  both  j  Dk  carline  was  flyting  and  shaking 

will  repent,  |         herpow; 
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But  tbs  ToiinK  plants  of  grace  thsy 
look'd  coaUiie  and  Blee, 

Thinking,  luck  to  th;  bonnet,  thon 
Sonny  Dundee  I 
Come  fill  Dp  mj  oap,  Ac 

With  BoiU'-featured  VHiigs  the  Orass- 

market  vaa  cramin'd 
Ae  if  half  the  West  had  set  tryst  to 

be  bang'd : 
There  waa  Bpite  in  each  look,  theia 

was  fear  in  each  ee, 
Ah  they  wateh'd  for  the  Bonnets  of 

Bonnie  Dundee. 
Come  fill  ap  my  cap,  Ac. 

ThsBS  oowIb  of  Kilmamook  had  spits 

and  had  spean. 
And  lang-hafted  gnllies  to  kill  Cara- 

Bnt  tbey  ebrnnk  to  cloee-lieads,  and 

the  causeway  was  free. 
At  the  toaa  of  the  bonnet  of  Bonny 

Dundee. 
Come  flU  np  my  cup,  Jto. 

He  ^orr'd  to  the  foot  of  the  proud 

Castle  Tock, 
And  with  the  gay  Gordon  he  gallantly 

"Let  MoDH   Meg  and  her  marrawB 
speak  twa  words  or  three, 

For  the  love  of  the  bonnet  of  Bonny 
Dnndee." 
Come  fill  np  my  cup,  *o. 

The  Gordon  demands  of  him  wbioh 

way  he  ooob — 
"  Where'er  shall  direct  me  the  shade 

of  Montrose ! 
Your  Grace  in  short  space  shall  hear 

tidings  of  me. 
Or  that  low  lies  the  bonnet  of  Bonny 

Dnndee. 
Come  fill  ap  my  onp,  Aa. 


"There  are  hills  beyond  Fentland, 

and  lands  beyond  Forth, 
If  there's    lords   in   the  Lowlands, 

there's  chiefs  in  the  North; 
There  are  wild  Dnniewasaals  three 

thousand  times  three. 
Will  cry  hnuih/  for  the  bonnet  of 

Bonny  Ehindae. 
Come  fill  np  my  cnp,  Aa. 

"  There's  brass  on  the  target  of  bark- 

en'dbuU-bidei 
There's  steel  in  tbs  scabbard  that 

dangles  beside; 
The  brass  shall  be  bnmish'd,   the 

steel  shall  fiash  free. 
At  a  toss  of  the  bonnet  of  Bonny 


Away  to  the  hills,  to  the  caves,  to 
the  rocks — 
Ere  I  own  an  asnrper.  Fll  oonch  witb 

And   tremble,   false   Whigs,   in  the 

midst  of  your  glee. 
Yon  have  not  seen  the  last  of  my 

bonnet  and  me. 
Come  fill  up  my  cup,  4o. 

He  waved  bis  proud  band,  and  Uta 
trumpets  were  blown. 

kettle-drome  clash'd.  and  tha 
hoiaemen  rode  on, 
on  Bavelston's  clifb  and  on  Clar- 


Come  fill  np  my  cup,  come  All  np 

my  can. 
Come  saddle  the  horses  and  call 

up  tbe  m 
me  open  j 

me  gae  ti 
For  it's  up  with  the  bonneta  of 

Bonny  Dundee  I 
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HALIDON  HILL. 

A  DBAUATIC  SKETOH  FBOU  SCXKmSH  HIBTOBT. 


DRAMATIS  PERSONS 

scottish. 
ThzKboshto 

OoBDOK, 
SmMTON, 

Lmmox, 

Seotliah  OMs  and 
Nobla. 
Maxweu., 
johmbionb, 

ADAH  DE  YiPoiTT,  0  Kjught  Ttmplar. 

The  Pbiob  of  Ukmov-DiEU. 

Keinald,  Swinlon's  Squirt. 

Hob  Hatteli,  A  Border  Moss-  Trooptr. 

neialda. 

ENGLISU. 
Kma  Edwahs  UI. 

Thb  Abbot  of  Walthamstow. 

ACT   I.-SCENEI. 

ni  iterHim  title  af  At  tmiKtr,a  of  Balidim. 
Til  back  icoii  rriTtmli  lt<  nt-mil  of  lAc 

Elder  De  Vu^ni  and  iht  Fsios  or 

Majbok-Dizd. 
Vip.    No  tarther,  Father— Here  I 
need  no  gai dance— 
I  have  already  brought  your  peace- 

tol  Btep 
Too  Dear  too  Terge  of  battle. 
Pbl    Fain  would  1   see  jon  join 
some  Baron'H  banner. 
Before  I  say  farewell.     The  bonour'd 

Bword 
That  fou«ht  BO  well  in  Syria,  shoald 

Amiil  the  iynoblc  crowd. 


fleST 


o  t&at  M  man  has  n 
faU  o 


n  to  fight  Hkd 

But  I  ahall  find  out  bieiida.  Tb 
seatce  twdre  yean 

Since  I  left  Scotland  for  the  vmb  of 
FaleBtine. 

And  then  the  flower  of  all  the  Scot- 
tish noble* 

Were  known  to  ms ;  and  I,  in  my 

Not  all  nnknown  to  them. 
Pbi.  AJae !  there  haye  been  changes 
since  that  time  1 

The  Royal  Brace,  with  Bandolph, 
Donglas,  Giahame, 

Then  bhook  in  field  the  banneis 
which  now  monlilei 

Over  their  graveB  i'  the  chancel. 
Vip.  And  thence  comes  it, 

That  while  I  look'd  on  many  a  well- 
known  crest 

And  blaEon'd  shield,  as  hitberward 

The  fates  of  the  Barons  who  dis- 
play'd  them 

Were  all  tmlJiown  to  me.  Biare 
joutha  they  aeem'd  ; 

Yet,  enrely,  fitter  to  adorn  the  tilt- 
yard. 

Than  to  be  leaders  of  a  war.  Their 
followeis, 

Tonng  like  themselves,  seem  like 
thtmselveH  nnpractisad — - 

Look  at  their  battle-rank. 
pKi.  I  cannot  gazo  on't  with  nn- 

So  thick  the  rays  dart  back  from 

shield  and  helmet, 
And  Eword  and  battle-ue,  and  spear 

and  pennon. 
Sure  'tie  a  gallant  show  1  The  Bmoa 
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Hath  often  conqneT'd  at  the  head  of 

And  worae  appointed  followers. 
Vl7.  Ay,  bnt  'twaa  Bruce  that  led 
them.    Beverend  Father, 
Tie  not  the  falchion's  weight  decidee 

It  18  the  strong  and  skilfal  hand  that 

wields  jt. 
ni  fate,  that  we  ahoold  lack  the  i 


Champion  of  Heaven,  andof  thTsaf- 
fering  cotinliy ! 

[fW(  PwoB.    ViPONT  draus  a 

litUc  aside  and  lets  doom  the 
btavtr  of  his  helmel. 


tiisohampi 


Time 


And  all  his  champions 

call'd  tbem  not, 
For  when  I  parted  henoe  for  Falee- 

Tbe   blows  of  most  were  free  from 

grizzled  hair. 
Pu.  Too  true,  alas  t    But  well  ;ou 

know,  in  Scotland 
Pew  baira  are   siWei'd  aademeath 

the  helmet; 
'Tis   cowls   like    mine    which  hide 

'Hongettbelnit;, 
War's  the  nsb  reaper,  who  tbmsts 

in  bis  dekle 
Before  tlte  grain  is  white.     In  three- 

And  f 

ontli-re 

WellniDh  t' 

bles. 

^e  raee  whirlk  holds  jon  smmuit  is 

the  third. 

Yip.  Thon  maja^  outlive  them  also. 

Fbi.  Heaven  forfendt 

Hy  prayer  shall  be,  that  HeoTon  will 

close  my  eyes. 
Before  they  lo<^  upon  the  wiath  to 

Vip.  Betire,  retire,  good  Father  I— 

Pray  for  Scotland^ 
Think  not  on  me.     Here  oomea  an 

ancient  friend. 
Brother  in  anus,  with  whom  to-day 

111  join  me. 
Back  to  your  choir,  assemble  all  your 

brotDerhood, 
And  weary  Heaven  with  prayers  for 

Fbi.  Heaven's  hteesing  rest  with 
tbee. 


Swi.  Halt  here,  and  plant  my  pen- 
non, till  the  Regent 
ssigu  our  baud  its  station  in  the 

host. 
Bbt.  ThatmuBtbebytheStandard. 
We  have  had 
That  right  since  good  8t   David's 

reign  at  least. 
Fain  would  I  see  the  Marcher  would 


lit. 


Swi.  Peace,  Beynald  t    Where  the 

general  plants  the  soldier. 
There  is  his  place  of  honour,  and 

there  only 
His  valoni  can  win  worship,   Thon'rt 

of  those. 
Who  would  have  war's  deep  art  bear 

the  wild  semblance 
Of  some  discrder'd  banting,  where, 

pell-mell. 
Each  trusting  to  the  swiftness  of  his 

Gallanta  press  on  to  see  the  quarry 

Yon  steel-clad  Sonthrons.  Beynald, 

And  England's  Edward  is  no  stag  at 

Vip.  ladvanebig.)  There  needed  not, 

to  blazon  forth  the  Swinton, 

Hie  ancient  bntgonet,  the  sable  Boar 

Chaia'd  to  the  gnarl'd  oak,— nor  his 

prond  step. 
Nor  giant  stature,  nor  the  ponderous 

Which  only  he,  of  Scotland's  realm, 

can  wield: 
His  discipline  and  wisdom  mark  the 

As  doth    his  frame  the  champion. 
Hail,  brave  Swinton  1 
Swi.  Brave  Templar,  thanks !   Suoh 
yonrcroBa'dBDOulderspeaksyou; 
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M  the  blithe 


But  the  dosed  nsor,  which  oo&eeals 

yaur  fntorm, 
Forbids  more  knowledge.   CmfraTile, 

perhaps — 
Vip.  (unetcisln^  Au  Aclm«(.)No:one 

lees  worth};  of  our  Bocred  Order. 
Yet,  nnlesa  Syrian  sima  have  scorch'd 

my  features 
Svart  as  my  sable  Tisor,  Alan  Swinton 
Will  welcome  Symon  Vipoi 
Svi.  Ifmliradntj  him.)  As 

Welcomes  a  practiHed  mate,   when 

the  ripe  hnrvest 
Lies  deep  before  him,  and  the  son 

is  high  I 
Tbon'lt  follow  yon  old  pennon,  wilt 

then  not? 
"Tia  tatter'd  since  thou  saw'st  it,  and 

the  BooT'heads 
Look  as  if  brooght  fiom  off  some 

CliristmoH  board. 
Where    knives    had    notch 'd    them 


ijid  here  all  •honld  b« — Sootlan 

needs  them  all; 
And  more  uid  bett«c  men,  -wen  am 

a  Hercules, 
And  yonder  buidfnl  oentnplied. 
Tip.  a  tfaonuDd  followera— sneb 

with  biends  and  kinsmen. 
Allies  and  Taseols,  thon  wert  wont  1 

lead- 
A  thoosand  feUowen  ahronk  to  aix^ 

In  twelve  years'  apace?— And   th; 

brave  aona.  Sir  Alan  ? 
Alas  1  I  fear  U 


Swi.  All  slain,  De  Tipont.     In  m; 
empty  home 
A   pony    babe   lisps  to  a  widow'i 

"Where  is  my  grandsiie  !  wber«for 

do  yon  weep  ?" 
Bnt  for  that  prattler,  Lynlph's  hoa» 

is  heirless. 
Tm  on  old  oak.  from  which  the  for 
deeply.  ]         esters 

Vtr.  Have  with  them,  ne'ertheless.  ,  Have  hew'd  four  goodly  boughs,  ani 
The  ^tUllrt's  Chequer,  I         left  beside  me 

The  blood;  heart  of  Douglas,  Boss's  :  Only  a  sapling,  which  the  fawn  ma; 

LymphndH,  |         cmsh 

Sutlierlaod'a  Wild-cats,  nor  the  royal  i  As  he  Kprings  over  it. 

Lion,  I     Vip,  All8lain7-alas! 

Bampimt   in   golden  trcssure,  wins       Siii.  Ay,  all,  De  Vipont.  Andtbel 

mu  from  tuem.  |         attribntes. 

Well  back  the  Boar-heads  bravely.    JohnwiththeLongSpear— Archiboli 

I  sec  round  thein  I         nilh  the  Axe — 

A  chosen  band  of  lances — some  well '  Richard  the  Iteady— and  my  yoong 

known  to  me.  I         est  dnrling, 

Where's  the  main  body  of  thy  tol-    My  Fair-httir'd  William— do  but  no» 

Swi.   SvnioD  de  Vipont,  thoa  dost  .  Li  meuGures  vhich  the  grey-bair'i 

sec  tfieni  all  I         uiioslrelB  sing. 

That  Sainton's  bugle-horn  can  call  j  When  they  make  maidens  weep. 

to  bttlllp.  Yip.    These   wars  with    England 

Uoni'Vcr  luud  it  rings.     There's  not  i         Ibev  hove  rooted  out 

R  boy  I  The  flowers  of  Christendom,  Knights 

Left  in   my  hall>i,   whose  arm   has'         whomiuhtwin 

strength  enough  The    sepulcliro  of  Christ  from  thi 

To  bear  a  sword  -there's  not  a  man  I         rudu  heathen. 

behind.  Full  in  imholy  warfare  '■ 

However  old,  who  moves  without  a       Skl  Unholy  warfare  ?  ay,  well  has 

staff,  I         tbon  named  it; 

Striplings  and  grey-beards,  everyone   But  nut  with  England — wonld  he: 

is  here,  clutb-yard  sh^ta 
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Had  bored  their  cninBBes  I    Their 

Uvea  hod  bean 
Lost  like  Ui  air  grandsin'B,  in  the  bold 

defeDce 
Of  their  dear  ooimUy— bntiiipriTtil« 

Witb    tbe  proud   Oordoa,   fell   m; 

Long-spear'd  John, 
He  witb  the  Axe.  and  be  men  call'd 

theBendj. 
Ay,   and    my  Pair-halr'd  Will— tba 

Gordon's  wrath 
DaTODr'd  my  gallant  iasae, 
Vip.  Sinco  thou   dost  weep,  their 

death  is  annvenged  ? 
SwL  Templar,  what  think'et  thon 

me?    See  yonder  rock. 
From  which  the  foautaln  goBbes— is 

_.wfroio  it? 
Firm  hearts  havemcdster  eyes.  — They 

I  wept  not  till  they  were— till  the 

prond  Gordon 
Hod  with   bis  life-blood    dyed   my 

father's  sword. 
In  guerdon  that  he  thinn'd  my  fatb- 

And  then  I  wept  my  sons;  and,  as 

the  Gordon 
Lay  at  my  feet,  there  was  a  tear  for 

Which  mingled  with  the  rest.     We 

hod  been  friends, 
Had    shared  the   banqnet   and  the 

chase  together. 
Fought  side  by  side,— and  our  first 

cause  of  strife. 
Woe  to  the  pride  of  both,  was  but  a 

light  one  1 
Vip.  Yon  are  Bt  fend,  then,  with 

the  mighty  Gordon  ? 
Swi.  At  deadly  fend.     Here  in  this 

Border-Ian£ 
Where  the  aire's  qnarrels   descend 

upon  the  son. 
As  due  a  part  of  his  inheritance. 
As  the  strong  castle  and  the  ancient 

»  of  justice^ 


Weighing  each    drop    of   blood   as 

scmpnlonslj 
As  Jews  or  Lombards  balanoe  ailTer 

pence, 
Not  in  this  land,  'twiit  Solway  and 

Saint  Abb's, 
Bagea  a  bitterer  fend  than  mine  and 

The  Swinton  and  the  Qordon. 

Vip.  Yon,   with    some    tbreeaooie 
lances— and  the  Qordon 

Leadine  a  thousand  followers. 
Swi.  Yon  rate  him  far  too  low. — 
Since  yon  songht  Palestine, 

He  hath  had  grants  of  bi^uies  and 
lordabips 

In  the  far-distant  North.    A  thou- 
sand horse 

His  Bontbem  friends  and  Tsasals  al- 
ways namber'd. 

Add  Badenoch  kerne,  and  horse  from 
Day  and  Spey, 

He'll  count  a  thousand  more.— And 
DOW,  Da  Vipont, 

If  the  Boar-heads  seem  in  your  eyes 
less  worthy 

For  lack  of  followers — seek  yonder 
standard- 

The  boouding  Stag,   with  a  braTO 

There  the  yonng  Gordon  makes  his 

earliest  field. 
And  pants  to  win  his  spnrs.     His 

father's  friend. 
As  well  as  mine,  thon  wert— go,  join 

bis  pennon 
And  grace  him  with  thy  presence. 
Vip,  When  yon  were  fnends,  1  was 

thefriend  of  both. 
And  now  I  can  be  enemy  to  neither; 
Bnt  my  poor    person,   though   but 

slight  the  aid. 
Joins  on  this  field  the  banner  of  the 

Which    hath     the   amallest   follow- 
ing. 


Knight,  who  gave  n. 
Leading  and  lordship,  in  a  beatboD 

To  fight,  a  Christian  soldier  I    Xet, 
--  earnest. 
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_]B  Gordon 
In  this  high  battle.     Tis  t,  noble 

So  fame  doth  Toacb  him,— unorons, 

quick,  and  Talitmt; 
Tslies  knighthood,  too,  this  da;,  and 

well  ma;  nsa 
His  apuTH  t«o  ragbl;  in  the  wish  to 

A.  friend  like  thee  beside  him  in  the 

fight, 
Were  worth  a  hundred  speata,  to  rem 

his  valour 
And  temper  it  with  prudence; — 'tia 

the  aged  eagle 
Teaches  bia  brood  to  gaze  npon  the 

With  e;e  nn  dazzled. 
Vir.      Alus !       brave      Swiuton  I 
Would 'st  Ihon  train  the  banter 

That  soon   mast  bring  Iheo  to  the 
bay?     Your  custom, 

Tour  most  HucbriHtian,  savage,  fiend- 
like castom. 

Binds  Gordon  to  avenge  his  futher's 
death. 
8wi.  Wbj,  be  it  so  !    I  look  for 
DOtbini;  else: 

My  port  wua  acted  when  I  slew  bis 
fafUt-r,  I 

Avenging  my  four  sons— Yoang  Oor-  I 


1  strife,  nor  tempt 


Kor  standard,  till  the  c 

shall  challenge  them. 
I'll  wake  no  dvQ  st 

the  Oordon 
With  aoKbt  that's  like  di 
ViP.  Will  he  not  know  your  tt^. 

Svn.  He  never  saw  me.      In  ttke 

distant  North, 
Againat  his  will,  'til  said,  his  fn«aida 

detain'd  him 
During  hia  nnrtore— oaring  not,  b«- 


"Ti 


ink 


1  war  with  children,  for  I 


If  it  should  find  my  heart,  can  ne'er 

inflict  there 
A  pung  so  poignant  as  bis  father's 

did. 
But  I  wonld  pcrisb  by  a  noble  hand, 
And  such  will  bis  be  if  bu  bear  bim 

Nobly  and  ■wisely   on  this  field  of 
Moiidon. 

Enter  11  PmsuiVAKT. 
pFE,  Kir    Knights,    to    conncil  !— 
'tis  tbe  llegeut's  order,  | 

That    knights  and  mc^n  of  leading  i 

meet  bill!  ini^tiiiitly 
Before  tlic  royid  standard.  Edward's 

Is  seen  (torn  tbe  hill-summit. 
Swi,  f^ny  to  tbe  Uegent,  we  obey 


Too  deeply  on  mine  own. 
"~    I  have  thought  on  it,  and  will 
B  the  Oordon 
|As  we  go  hence  tooonncil.   Idobeor 
I A  croes,  which  binda  me  to  be  Chiia- 

As  well  as  Christian  champion.     God 

may  grant. 
That  I,  at  once  bis  father's  friend  and 

May  make  some  peace  botwiit  you. 
S«l.  When  that  yonr  priestly  zeal, 

and  kniebtly  valoor. 
Shall  furce  tbe  grave  to  render  up  tbe 

dead.  [JCteunt  seiwifly. 


t.n 


ilofllaU 


Toutinl  ,.r  .scalliik  .VM/iand  Cki^i.  Sdth- 
EHi.isri,  KoM.  LKXitox.  Maxwkij.  and 
«ll.rt  SiMtK  •'/  IhrkighHt  rant,  an  Out  la 
ihr  ItKuaxT'H  |«nr(iH.  and  in  Ur  od  i)ftm 
drbMr.  Viritm  iBJM  GoBixiK  and  oMm. 
Tnaain-jmuprd  almmrdlMamt  on  OitriaU 
A«H((  ../  Iht  .yiajK.    On  Oe  lejt,  (fandiiv 

litail/3.    T?ie  SMtt  art  dnued  in  B^lr 


SALIDON  HILL. 


land  or  IjOvAand  habift.  at  Aiftoricoi  « 
fttmr  Twu{rv#.    IVvnpcfi,  jBtrtUdt,  tfc,  a 


We  slioald  have  fairer  field  imd  bet- 
ter vantage, 
rre  Been  King  Eobert— ay,  the  Bmoe 

hiniBetf — 
Betreat   aii  leagues  in  length,  and 

think  no  shame  on't. 
Bbo.  Ay,  but  King  Edward  sent  a 

hanghty  message, 
Defying  na  to  battle  on  this  fleld. 
This  very  hiU  of  Halidon  ;if  we  leave  it 
Cnfonght  withal,  it  eqaaiea  not  wiUi 

oar  hononr. 
Swi.  {apart.)    A  perilona  honour 

that  allows  the  enemy, 
And  such  an  enemy  as   this   same 

Edward, 
To  choose  om  field  of  battle  I    He 

knows  how 
To  make  our  Scottish  pride  betray  its 

Into  the  pitfolL 

[During  this  Hjxnh  IheiMMeamong 
ttu  Kobtca  is  coaiinutd, 
StrtH.  {aloud. )  We  will  not  back  one 
forlong— not  one  yard, 
No,  noi  one  inch;  where'er  we  And 

Or  where  the  foe  flntla  ns,  there  will 

we  fight  him. 
Betreat  inll  dull  the  spirit  of  oor  f  ol- 

Whonow  stand  prompt  for  battle. 
Boaa.   My  Lords,  methicks  great 
Morarchat'  has  doubts. 

That,  i(  bis  Northern  clans  once  tnra 
the  seam 

Of  their  check'd  hose  behind,  it  will 
be  hard 

To  halt  and  lallv  them. 
HuTH.  Say'st  thon,  Mac  Donnell  ?— 
Add  another  falHehood, 

And  name  when  Morarchat  was  cow- 
ard or  traitor  ? 


Thine  iaiand  race,  as  chronicles  can 

tell. 
Were  oft  affianced  to  the  Southron 

Loring  the  weight   and  temper  of 

their  gold 
More  than  the  weight  and  temper  of 
their  steel. 
.  Bio.  Peace,  m;  Lords,  ho. 
Boss.    iOiromrui  doien    hia    gloM.) 
Mao  Donnell  will  not  peace  1    There 

lies  my  pledge, 
Piond  Morarchat,  to  witness  thee  a 

Max.  Brought  I  all  Nitbsdale  from 
the  Western  Border; 
Left  I  my  towers  exposed  to  foraying 

England, 
And  thieving  Annandale,  to  see  Bach 
luismle  i 
JoBN.  Who  speaka  of  Annandale  ? 
Dare  Maxwell  tlander 
The  gentle  Honse  of  LocbwoodTf 
Beo.  Peace,  Lordings.  once  again. 
We  represent 
The    M^esty   of   Scotland— in    our 

Brawling  is  treason. 
ScTH.  Were  it  in  presence  of  the 
Sing  himself. 

What  Hhonld  prevent  my  saying 

Enter  LumisiT. 
Lm.  Ton  must  determine  quickly. 
Scarce  a  mile 
Parts  oor  van^iurd  from  Edward's. 

On  the  plain 
Bright  gleams  of  armoor  flash  throngh 

clonds  of  dnut, 
Like  stars  throngh  frost-mipt — steeds 

ncigb,  and  weapon's  clash — 
And  arrowH  soon  will  whistle— the. 

That  wiiits  on    English   war.— Tfon 

most  determine. 
Bbo,  We  ore  determined.    We  will 

Hpare  proud  Edward 
Half  of  the  ground  that  parte  as.— 

Onward,  Lords; 
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S^nt  Andrew  strike  for  Scotland 

We  will  lead 
The  middle  ward  oiUHelTes,  the  Bojal 

Standard 
DiBplay'd  beside  as;  and  beneath  its 

shadow 
Shall  the  jonng  gallnuts,  whom  we 

a  spars.— Len- 

And  wilt  obey  command — lead  thoa 
the  rear- 
Leh.  The  rear?— why  I  the  rear? 


The  VI 


■e  fitter 


1   who  fonght  abreast  with 
Eobert  Bmce. 
Swi.   {iipari. )  Discretion  hath  for- 
saken Lennoi,  tool 
The  wisdom  he  was  forty  years  in 

gathering 
Has  left  him  in  on  instant.    'Tis  con. 
tagioi 


well.     The  i 
Suits  him  the  bebt  wbo  coanseli'd 

Les.  Proud  Northern  Tbane,  the 
Were  thy  dihorder'd followers  plimted 

ScTH.  Then,  for  that  very  word  I 

By  my  broiid  Earldom,  and  my  fath- 

That,ifl  hnvenotleitclingofthe  -ran, 
I  will  not  fiyht  Unluy  ! 
ItoBs.  Momrchat !  thou  the  loading 
of  the  van ! 
Not  whilst  MacDonnell  Htcs. 
Swi.    ('ii-irr.)  Nay,   then   a  stone 
would  spenk 
lAddTfsMfi  th,-  ItEOEST.]   May't  please 


Let  the  closed  tent  conceal  yonr  dia- 

acreement; 
Else  'twill  be  said,  ill  fares  it  with 

tbe  flock. 
If  shepherds  wrangle,  whan  the  wolf 

is  nigh. 
Kbo.  The  old  Knight  oonnaehi  weH 

Let  every  Lord 
Or  Chief,   who  leada  five  htmdred 

Follow  to   connsel — othera    are   ex- 

clndcd — 
Well  have  no  vulgar  censures  of  anr 

condnot—    [Zoofcouf  al  BwcrroK. 
Yoong  Gordon,  yonr  high  rank  and 

numerous  following 
Give  you  a  seat  with  us,  tboogh  yet 

unknighted. 
GoBDON.  I  pray  yon,  pardon  me. 

My  youths  unfit 
To  ait  in  council,  when  that  Knight's 

groy  hnirs 
And  wiiidom  wait  without. 
ItEO.  Do  as  you  will;  we  deign  not 

[llie    Reoekt,   Boss,  Scthbs- 

LUID,        IjESNOI,       AfAXWBIX, 

dc.  mier  (/,«  Tfnt.     The  rt^ 

renviin  •jrfnipniaboul  Oit  Slagt. 

Gob.  {■■baen-iui,  Swi. )  That  helmeU 

less  old  Knight,  bis  giant  Btatoie, 

His  awful  aeceutB  of  rebuke  and  vis- 

Have  caut;ht  my  fancy  strangely.  He 

doth  seem 
Like  to  some  vision'd  form  which  I 

have  dream'd  of. 
But  never  saw  with  waking  eyes  till 


Anil  you,  great  Lords,  to  hear  an  old 
These 
■   host.     If   that  ' 


That  hath  seen  fights 

open  bickerings 
Dishearten      " 


.  ,y°^ 


I  wiU  accost  bim. 

Vip.  Pray  you,  do  not  so; 
Anon  I'll  cive  you  reason  why  yon 
should  not. 

There's  other  work  in  hand 

Gun.  I   will  but   atik   his   name. 
There's  in  bis  presence 
Something  that  works  upon  me  like 

Or  like  the  fueling  made  my  childish 

'  Dote 
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Attractiug    while   tbej    cliiU'A    mj 

heart  with  f  eftr. 
Now,  bom  the  Oordon,  I  do  feel 

right  well 
I'm  bODUd  to  feoT  nought  earthly— 

aud  I  (ear  nought, 
ni  know  who  this  man  ia — 

lAeoosta  SwiHloH. 
Sit  Knight,  Ipra;  7011,0(70117  gentle 

comtesj. 
To  tell  yonr  honont'd  name.     I  am 

ashamed. 
Being  unknown  in  aims,  to  aaj  that 

Is  Adam  Oordon. 

tiwiHToH  [alioica  nnofton,  bui  italanlln 

subdiif.t  it.)    It  ia  a  name  that 

Botindeth  in  m;  ear 
Like  to  B  death-knell — ay,  and  like 

thacall 
Of  the  ehrill  trumpet  to  the  mortal 

Uata; 
Yet,  'tie  a  name  which   ne'ei  hath 

been  disbonoor'd, 
And  never  will,  I  troeb— most  rarely 

By  Bach  a  yonth  as  tboa. 
OoB.  There  s  a   mysterioiiB   cour- 
tesy in  this, 

And  yet  it  yields  no  answer  to  my 
qnestion. 

I  trust  yon  hold  the  Oordon  not  nn- 


Swi.  Worthy  of  all  that  openness 

and  honour 
Hay  show  to  friend  or  foe — bat,  for 

my  name, 
Vipont  will  ^ow  it  yon;  and,  if  it 

Eareh  in  yoor  ear,  remember  that  it 

knells  there 
Bat  at  vonr  own  request.     This  day, 

Thoai;h  seldom  wont  to  keep  it  in 

concealment, 
As  there's  no  cnose  I  should,  you  had 
not  heard  it. 

Gob.  This  strange 

Vip.  The  mystery  is  needfnL   Fol- 

[  Tluy  rdirt  behind  Oie  side  «cenf . 


Swi.  {looking  <^er  them.)  'Tis  a 
breie  youth.  How  hlnsh'd  his 
noble  cheek. 

While  yontbfol  modesty,  and  the 
embarrassment 

Of  cariosity,  combined  with  wonder. 

And  half  suspicion  of  some  slight  in- 
tended, 

All  mingled  in  the  flash:  but  eoon 
'twill  deepen 


Into  Tevenne  s 

I  wait  the  is! 


;low.     How  slow  ie 


,  as  I'Ti 


Suspend  the  motion  eren  of  the  eye- 
lids. 

When  the  slow  ganner,  with  his 
lighted  match. 

Approach'd  the  charged  cannon,  in 
the  act 

To  vakeD  ite  diead  slumbeis.— Now 

He  draws  his  sword,  and  rashes  to- 

WHTils  me. 
Who  will  noi  seek  noi  shnn  him. 
Enltr  GoBDoN.  tci/AAeid  6y  Vipomt, 
Vip.  Hold,  for  the  sake  of  Heaven  I 

O,  for  the  sake 
Of  your  dear  country,   bold  I^Has 

Bwinton  alsin  your  father. 
And  mast  you.  therefore,  be  yonrseU 

a  piirncide, 
And  stand  recorded  as  the  selSsh 


Who  ii 


IT  of  need,  bis  c 


try's  cauiie 
Deserts,  that  he  may  wreak  a  priTata 

wrong? 
Look  to  yoD  tianner— that  is  Boot- 
land's  standard; 
Look  to  the  Brgent— he  is  Scotland'a 

general ; 
Look  to  the  Englinh-tbey  are  Soot- 

lond's  foemen  ! 
Belbiiik  thee,  then,  thon  art  a  aon 

of  Scotland. 
And  think  on  nought  beside. 

He  hstb  collie  here  to  brav* 
!— OffI  unhand  uie  1— 
Thon  const  not  bo  my  father's  an 

cient  friend, 


6U 
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Tbat  Btaud'eit  'twizt  me  and  bim  who 

slew  my  father. 
ViF.    Yon     know     not    Bwiuton. 

Scarce  one  pasamg  tbooght 
Of  Ilia  high  mind  was  with  ;ou;  now, 

his  soul 
Is  fii'd  on  this  day's  hattle.     Tou 

might  ala;  him 
Atnnawares  before  he  saw  your  blade 

Stand  Htill,  and  watch  him  close. 

EnttT  UAXWKLL/nnn  tlit  tad, 

Swi.    How  BO  our  councils,  Uax- 
weU.  mav  I  ask  ? 

B  if  the  very  wind 


With  every  breeze  and  every  billow 

battled 
For  their  precedence. 

SwL  Hoht  sure  thejarepOBseBB'd! 

To  mock  their  vnlour,  robs  them  of 

Fie.  fic  wpoa  't !-  O,  that  Dunferm-  i         was 

line'H  tomb  Behold 

Could  render  up  The  Kmee  I  that  on, 

Spain 'b  red  ehoro  With  equal    front,   nuik  nuushal'd 

Could  give  us  back  the  good  Lord  upon  rank, 

Jauie»  of  Dou|{lnH  1  .\s  if  one  spirit  ruled  one  moving 

Ortliiit&Hri.'Gliandolph.withhiMi'oicn  body; 

of  terror,  .  The  Isadora,   in   their  places,   each 


ViP.    Need  I   again  nmind  jon, 

that  the  plaoe 
Permits  not  piivate  quarrel  ? 
Gob.  Tm  calm.     I  will  not  seok — 

nay,  I  will  shun  it— 
And  Tet  methinks  that  rach  debate's 

the  fashion. 
Yon'Te  heard  howt«nnla,  repKMcllea, 

and  the  lie, 
The  lie  itself  have  flown  ttocn  month 

to  month; 
As  if  a  bond  of  peasants  were  dis- 
puting 
About  a  foot-ball  match,  rather  than 

Chiefs 
Were  ordering  a  battia,  I  am  young. 
And  lack  eiperienoe;  tell  me,  brave 

De  Tipont, 
la  snob  the  fadiion  of  your  wars  in 

Palestine? 
Vip.  Such  it  at  times  hath  been; 

and  then  the  Cross 
Halh    sunk    before    the    Creaoent. 

Heaven's  canse 
Won  us  not  victory  wher«  wisdom 


a  English  host  come  slowly 


Were  here,  t"  awe  these  brawlers  lo 

prepared 
To  charge,  support,  and  rally,  as  the 

BUbniissi.m  • 

Tip.   to  GiiE.  Thou  hnst  perused 

fortune 

Of  ci.nngoful  bfttUe  needs:  then  look 

Gon.  I  see  the  giiuit  form  which 

ull  nun  speiilt  of. 

Broken,  disjointed,  as  the  tumbling 

The  hlatt-ly  port— but  not  the  BuUen 

BiirKes 

eye, 

tttieh  the  winds  wake  at  random. 

Kol  t  he  hlooil; hirst  V  look,  that  should 

Look  on  both, 

b-Lm- 

And  dread  the  issue:  yet  there  might 

To  Lijti  thiit  inarlu   me  orphnu.     I 

be  Mneconr. 

Bbolt  n.'ed 

GoR.  We're   fearfully  o'ermatcb'd 

To  namo  mv  father  twice  ere  I  con 

in  discipline; 

strike     ' 

Ro  even  my  inexperienced   eye  can 

At  Kii<-b  \!.rey  haira,  and  face  of  such 

judge. 

ciijiiinnnd: 

What  snfcour  nave  in  Heaven? 

Ypt  niv  hand  cleachcB  on  my  falehion 

Vip.  Heaven  aclB  by  human  means. 

hilt. 

The  nrtiBt's  skiU 

In  token  he  xliall  .lie. 

Supplies  in  war,  ax  in  mechanic  crafts. 

RALIDOS  HILL. 
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Defioienoy  of  tools.   There's  conTage, 

wiadom. 
And  skill  enoii^Ii,  liva  in  one  leader 

As,   flung  into    the  holtmce,   tuight 

To  c«anterpoise  the  odds  'ttriit  that 

ruled  noat 
And  OUT  wild  mnltitDde. — I  must  not 

name  him. 
QoB.  I  gnets,  bnt  due 

What"--  '  '        -  ' 
Arrtm^ed 

discipliuc 
Hatb  marsball'd  their  best  files? 

Tip.  Knovr'stthoanot  the  pennon? 
One  day,  peihaps,  thon'lt  see  it  all  too 

closelv; — 
It  ie  bii  Aian  Bwinton's. 
OoB.    These,   then,   are    his,— the 

relics  of  his  power; 
Yet  worth  an  hoatot  ordinary  men.— 
And  I  mast  elay  m;  sonntry's  sageet 

And  crush  by  nnmbers  that  deter- 
mined btmdfal. 

When  most  my  country  needs  their 
practised  aid, 

Or  men  wiU  say,   "There  goes  de- 

Senerate  Gordon; 
kther's blood  iaon  theSwiotoo' 

And  his  is  in  his  scabbard !"  [.Ifusc 
Tip.  (apari.)  High  blood  and  met- 
tle, mii'd  with  early  wisdom. 
Sparkle  in  this  brave  yoath.     D'  he 

This   eTil-onten'd  day,   I  pawn  my 

That,  in  the  rain  which  I  now  fore- 

Bootlaud  has  treaanre  left — How  close 

he  eyes 
Each  look  and  step  of  Swinton  I    Is 

it  hate, 
Or  is  it  admiration,  or  are  both 
Commingled  strangdy  in  that  steady 
gaze? 

[SwTNTON  and  Maxwell  rdura 
from  tht  bottom  of  the  sUuje. 
Uiz.  The  storm  is  laid  at  length 
amongst  these  connaeUora; 


See,  they  come  forth. 

Bwi.  And  it  is  more  than  time; 
For  I  can  marh  the  Tangoard  archery 
ffnnilHng  their  quivers — bending  up 

their  bows. 
Enttr  the  Bra>Em  and  Saitliih  LordM. 
£bo.  Thns  Ehull  it  be,  then,  since 
we  may  no  better. 
And,  since  no  Lord  will  yield  one  jot 

To  thia  high  tugency,  or  give  the 

Dp  to  another's  guidance,  we  will 

abide  them 
Even  on  this  bent;  and  as  our  troops 

So  shall  they  meet  the  foe.     Chief, 

nor  Thane, 
Nor  Noble,  can  oomplain  of  the  pre- 

cedeoce 
Which  chance  has  thnsassi^'d  him. 

Swi.  {apart. }  O,  aage  discipline. 
That  leavesto  chance  the  marshalling 
of  a  battle  I 
Gk>a.  Move  him  to  speech,  De  Ti- 

Tip.  Move  Aim.'— Move  whom? 
Gob.  Even  him,  whom,  bat  brief 


Tip.  I'll  move  it  to  him. — Swinton, 
speak  to  thom. 
They  lack  thy  coanscl  sorely. 
Hwi.  Had  I  the  thoosand  speora 
which  once  1  led, 
I  had  not  thus  been  silent.      Bnt 

men's  wisdom 
Is  rated  by  their  means.    From  tha 

poor  leader 
Of  sixty  lances,  who   seeks  words  of 
weight  ? 
QoK.     lateps    forwird.)    Swinton, 
there's  that  of  wisdom  on  thy 

And  valour  in  thine  eye,  and  that  of 

In  this  most  orgent  hour,   that  bids 

Bids    me,    thy    mortal    foe.    say, — 
Swinton,  speak. 
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It  soandB  OS  if  the  dead  lays  cbaige 

Rbo.  ( Tb  Lknmoz,  trffA  uAom  Ae  hoi 
btoi  (WfuuflinaO  "I^  better  than 
yon  think.     This  broad  hill-side 

Affords  fair  compass  for  onr  power's 
displaj, 

Bank  above  rank  rising  in  seemly 

So  that  the  r^&rward  stands  as  fair 

and  open- 

Swt.  Ah  e'er  etood  mark  before  an 

EnglUh  HTcher. 
Reo.  Who  dares  to  say  so  ?— Who 
is't  dare  impeach 
Our  rale  of  ditcipline  ? 
Swi.  A  poor  Knight  of  these  March- 
es, good  my  Lord; 
Alan  of  Swintou,   who  hath  kept  a 

honse  here. 
He  and  hia  auoeBlry,  since  the  old 

Of  Malcolm,  called  the  Maiden. 
Il»i.  You  have  brought  here,  even 
to  this  pitched  liclil, 
In  which  the  Itoyal  Banner 


He  hath  had  high  ezpericmoa. 

I£u.  Heis  tu>t«d 

The  wiseet  wanior  t«izt  tha  Twesd 

and  Solway, — 
I  do  bedeech  yOD,  hear  him. 
JoHH.  Ay,  hear  tne  Svinton — hekr 

stont  old  Sir  Alan; 
Maxwell  and  Johnstone  both  agrae 

for  once. 
Beo.  Where's  yonr  impatience  now. 
Late  yon  were  all  for  battle,  would 

not  hear 
Onjself  pronounce  a  word — and  now 

you  gaze 
On  yon  old  warrior,  in  his  antiqne  ar- 


aiisen    &om    the 


I  think  ti< 

ofS«: 
Onr  mnntera  name  no  i 
Hwi.  I  bronj>ht  eacli 

and  Chief,  or  Eiirl. 
rhane,  Duke,   or  diguitar^',   brings 


To  bring  ns  Bmoe'B  counsel  for  the 
battle. 
Swi.  Tin  a  proud  word  to  speak; 
but  he  who  fought 
Long    under    Bobert    Bruce,    may 
I         something  guess, 
.  Without    communication    with    the 

■  At  what  he  wonld  haTe  connsall'd. — 
I         liruce  had  bidden  ye 
Eevitw  yoar  battle-order,  maishall'd 
I         braid  ly 


I  I   had; 


xty  Kpcars,  Sir  Knight    Here  on  the  bare  hill-Bide,  and  bid- 
clouds    of   Southron    archers, 
lenriug  down 
To  the   gri:i;n  meadow-lands  which 
Btrdch  beneath — 

liruce  had   wam'd  yon.   not  a 
shaft  to-day 
But  tthall  find  mark  within  a  Scottish 


what  may 


And  with  them  hrouf 
here  bu  useful^ 

An  aged  eye;  which,   wliftt  in  Eng- 
land, ScotUind, 

Spain,   Fmnce.   and   Flandera,  hath 
Bceu  hl'ty  battles, 

And  tu'cn  some  judgmeut  of  them; 
a  stark  hand  too, 

^liich  plays  as  with  a  straw  with 

Which  if  a  young  arm  here  can  wield 

more  U^htlv, 
I  never  mori;  will  offer  word  of  counsel. 
Les.  Kent  him.  my  Lord;  it  is  the 

noble  S  win  ton— 


boso    , 
If  thus  our  field  be  order'<L    The 

callow  boyf , 
Who  draw  but  four-foot  bowB,  shall 

gall  o\ir  front. 
While  on  our  luaiuward,  and  upon 

the  rear, 
The  ctoth-yard  shafts  shaU  fall  like 

deaths  own  (hirts. 
And.  though   blind   men   discharge 

them,  find  a  mark. 
Thus    Btiall    we    die    the    death   of 

slaaghter'd  deer. 
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Q  Tain  their  bnuohy 


WUcb,  driven  mtu  the  toils,  veshot 

at  ease 
By  bojs  and  womeD,  vhile  tfaey  toaa 

All  idly  find 

Aa  ve   ahftll   shake    on 

Hio.  Tnkh,  t«U  not  me  1  if  their 
Bhot  fall  like  hnil, 
Oar  men  hare  Milan  ooate  to  bear  it 

Swi.  Never  did  armoniei  temper 

eteel  on  stithy 
That  made  sure   fence   against 

English  sjTow; 
A  cobveb  gossamer  ^rere  gnard  as 


Against  a  waap-sting.  • 

Rmo.  Who  fears  a  irasp-ating? 
Swi.  I,  my  Lord,  fear  none ; 

Yet  should  a  wise  man  bmsh  the  in- 
sect off. 
Or  he  may  smart  for  it. 
Rao.  We'll  keep  the  lull ;  it  is  the 
vantage-ground 
When  the  muin  battle  joins. 

SwL  It'ne'er  will  join,  while  their 
light  archery 
Can    foil    our   spearmen    and    onr 

barbed  horae. 
To    hope    Plantagenet   would    seek 

close  combat 
When  be  can  oanqner  risUess,  is  to 

Sagacious  Edward   simpler   than    a 

In  battJe-knowledge.     Keep  the  hill, 

my  Lord, 
With   the  main  body,  if  it  is  yonr 

pleasure  ; 
Bnt  let  a  body  of  yonr  chosen  horse 
""'""    "     ■'■        in  yon  waspish  arch- 


IVe  done  snch  work  before,  and  love 

it  weU  ; 
If  'tis  yonr  pleasure  to  give  me  the 


And  li 


Whoe'er  n 


longmvaiL  

ers  Banno<ikb  nrn,  — 
And  when  shall  Scotsman,  till  the 

last  lottd  trumpet, 
Forget  that  stirriog  word!— knows 

Ihal  great  battle 
Even  thus  vas  fought  and  won. 
Lax,  This  is  the  shortest  road  to 

bandy  blows  : 
For  when  the  bills  step  forth  and 

bovs  go  back. 
Then  is  the  moment  that  onr  hardy 

spearmen. 
With  their  strong  bodies,  and  their 

stnbbom  hearts. 
And  limbs  well  knit  by  i 


'tis  yor 


The  dames  of  Sherwood,  Inglewood, 

and  Weardale, 
Shall  sit  in  widowhood  and  long  for 


At  the  close  tug  shall  foil  the  short- 
breath'd  Sonthron. 
Swi.    I  do  not  say  the  field  will 

be  Enolish  host  is  nnmeroos,  biave, 
ana  loyal ; 
Their  Monaroh  most  aocompliah'd  in 

Skill'd,  resolute,  and  wary 

Bbo.  And  if  yonr  scheme  secnre 
not  victory, 

What  does  it  promise  as  ? 
Swi.  This  much  at  least,— 

Darkling  we  shall  not  die  :  the  peas- 
ant's shaft, 

Looeen'd  perchance  without  on  aim 
or  parpose. 

Shall  not  drink  ap  the  life-blood  ve 

From  those  famed  ancestors,   who 

made  their  breasts 
Thia  frontier's  harrier  for  a  thoosand 

fl   meet  these  Sonthron  bravely 

hand  to  hand. 
And  eye  to  eye.  and  weapon  against 

weapon ; 
Each  man  who  falls  shall  see  the  foe 

who  strikes  him. 
While  our  good  blades  are  &ithfal  to 

the  hilts, 
And  oar  good  hands  to  these  good 

blades  are  fuitjful, 
Blow  shall  meet  blow,  and  none  fall 
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We  Htittll  not  bleed  alone. 

Bed.  And  this  is  oil 

Toot  vriadoni  hatli  devised  ? 
Swi.  Not  all;  forlwonldprajyoD, 

noble  Lords, 
(If  one,  among  thd  guilty  gniltieBt, 

might,) 
For  thiB  one  day  to  ch&rm  to  ten 

honra'  rest 
The   nsTBT-djing  worm   of    deadly 

That  gnaws  onr  Tei'd  hearts — think 

Save   Edward  and  his   host; — days 

will  remain, 
Ay,  days  by  tai  too  numy  will  ra- 

To  avenge  old  fends  or  etragglea  for 

precedence ; — 
Letthisone  day  be  Scotland's.— For 

If  there  is  any  here  may  claim  from 

(Aa  well  may  chance)  adebt  of  blood 

and  hatted. 
My  life  is  his  to-morrow  onres' 
"a  he  to-ilay  will  let  me  do  th( 


Ook.  I  do  thint  fort. 

But,  pardon  me-  -His  fhun  anottiat 

Beo.  ItiK  yonr  SoTeNign's  -  seek 

yon  for  a  worthier  ? 
GloH.    Who    wonld    drink  pnr«ly, 
eeeliB  the  secret  foantain, 
Hiyw   small  soarer — not  the  general 

Thongh  it  be  deep  and  wide.     Hy 

Lord,  I  seek 
The  boon  of  knighthood  from  the 

bononr'd  weapon 
Of  the  best  knight,  and  of  the  Mgert 

That  ever  graced  a  ring  of  duTalrr. 

-Therefore,    I   b^   Qie    boon    on 

bended  knee. 

Even  from  Sir  Alan  Swinton.  [KtutU. 

Eeo.  Degenerate  boy  !    Abject  at 

once  and  insolent  I  — 
ee,  Lords,  he  kneels  to  him  that 

Htew  his  father  1 
Gob.  {aluTiinij  up. )  Shame  be  on  him 
who  speaks  such  shamefnl  word  ! 
Shame  be  on  him.  whose  tongne  would 
""""  dissension. 


That  my  oM  arm  mayachieveforthe    ^Vben  most  the  time  demands  that 


That's  mother  to  a-i  both. 

[GOBD 

Reo.  It  is  a  dream— 
Bunh  down  upon  the  i 


And  c 


follow 


re,  all  will 


1  destroy'd — we'll  keep 
me  battle-rank 
Onr  fathers  wont  to  do,     Xo  more 

on't.-  Ho  ! 
Where  be  those  Tonths  seek  knight- 
hooil  from  our  sword  ? 
Hf.b,  Here  are  the  Gordon,  Somer- 
ville,  and  Hay. 
And  Hepburn,  with  a  score  of  gal- 

Keo.  Gordon,  stand  forth. 
G»B.        I  pray  yonr  Uraci 


Hofl 


lative  Scotsmen 
]  Foi^et  each  private  wrong  ! 
(  I      Swi.      {Snierrupting     him).     Yonth. 
r  since  you  crave  me 

.  To  be  your  sire  in  chivalry,  I  remind 
r  you 

War  has  its  duties,  OfBce  haa  ile  rev- 

Who  governs  in  the  Sovereign's  name 

is  Sovereign ; 
Crave  the  Lord  Regent's  pardon. 
Gob.   Yod  task  me  justly,   and  I 
crave  his  pardon, 

[Btncs  to  tht  Regttii. 
His  and  these  noble  Lords';  and  pray 

them  all 
Bear  witness  to  my  words.~Ye  noble 
of  gaJ.  I         presence, 

Here   I   remit  nnto  the   Knight  of 
;         Swinton 
forgive    All  bitter    memory  of   my  father's 

I         slanghter, 
kot    for    All  thoughtH  of  malice,   hatred,  and 
revenge; 


MAtWOS  HILL. 


HJIBpOBitiOU 


B;  no    base    fear 

But  bj  the'tbanght,  that  in  our  oomi- 
tir'a  battle 

All  faeartB  shcmld  be  as  one.  I  do  for- 
give hira 

As  fteelj  as  I  pw  to  be  foi^ren. 


tal  brave  yontb,  'tis  l^BAOidd  kneel 

And,  tendering  thee  the  bilt  of  the 

fell  sword 
That  made  thee  fatherless,  bid  thee 

use  the  point 
After  thine  o\ni  discretion.     !1W  thj 

Tmmpela  be  read;— In  the  Holieet 

And  in  Oar  Lady's  and  Saint  Aa.- 


[  Tou  ofci  ng^ii  sfimil 
Idab  theeKtiight  I- 


Y17  ha  skauider  iaiih  hia  fncnl. 
„'     —Arise,  Sir  Ad^un 

B«  faitbfnl,  brave,  and  0,  be  forto- 

fihonld  Uiis  iU  bout  permit  I 

[The  trutnpela  sound;  Ifte  Heralds 

try  ,"I*iT(esse,"  onrf  Wis  Allen- 

datda  aluiut  "A  Gordon  I     A 

Oordon !" 

Bio.  Beggars  end  flatterers!  Peace, 

peace,  1  say  1 

frell  to  the  Standard;  knights  shall 

there  be  made 
Who  M-iU  with  better  reason  ciave 
yoar  olamoor. 
LxH.  What  of  Swinton's  coonsel? 
Here's  Maxwell  and  myself  think  it 
worth  noting. 
Bea.  (leilh  concndralid  indupiation.t 
Let  the  best  knight,  and  letthesageBt 

So  Gordon  qnotea  the  man  wbo  slew 

his  father,— 
With  his  old  pedigree  and    heavy 


Eesav  tL 


the   adventure   if  it  plea 


We  will  not  peril  aoght  upon  the 


QoB.   Lord  BegODt,  yon  mistake; 

for  if  Sir  Alan 
Shall  venture  sncli  attack,  eaob  man 

who  calls 
The  Gordon  chief,  and  hopes  or  feais 

from  him 
Oi  good  01  evil,  follows  Swinton's 

In  this  acbievemeut. 
£■8.  Whjr.  God  ha'  meroyt    This 

is  of  a  piece. 
Let  young  and  old  e'en  follow  their 

own  oonnsel. 
Since  none  will  list  to  mine. 
Boss.   'Xhe    Border  cockerel   fain 

would  be  on  horseback; 
'Tis  safe  to  be  prepared  for  fight  or 

flight: 
And  this  comes  of  it  to  give  Northern 

To  the  false  Norman  blood. 

Gob.  Hearkeii,proad  Chief  of  Islesl 

Within  my  stalls 
I  have  twi.  hundred  borse;  two  htm- 

dred  riders 
MoQDt  iniard  upon  my  castle,  who 

womd  tread 
Ii.to  {he  dust  a  thoasaud  of  yonr 

Bed-sbanks, 
Nor  coont  it  a  day's  service. 
Qwi.  Hear  I  Ibis 


.  the 


day  of  battle? 
And  to  the  bntve  MwiDoanell? 

Goi>.  I'wnshe  that  urged  me;  but 

Beo.   He  crouches    like  a  ieash- 

houid  to  his  master  '. ' 
Swi.  Eucb  bound  must  do  so  that 

would  head  the  deer — 
Tis  mongrel  curs  that  snatch  at  mate 

Bko.  Too  much  of  this.     Sirs,  to 
the  Royal  Stundard  I 
I  bid  yon,  in  the  nnnie  of  good  Sing 
Davii- 
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EM.   O, 


OoBDOH,  SwnnoN,  and  Yi- 
FONT,  uifA  Retkild  and/ul- 
Unalrs.  Lbnhoi  foOoiBS  the 
Bbqent;  but  Tttarns,  and  ad- 
draars  Swihtos. 

id;  neatero   hoTa»- 


n  bnt  c( 
I  would  take  part  with  you ! 

Swi.  Better  that  joa  [emain; 

They  lock  diacretioii;  HDch  gre;  head 

May  beat  snpplj  that  want. 
Lennox,  mine  ancient  friend,    and 

honoar'd  Lord, 
Farewell,  I  think,  forever  ! 
Len.  Farewell,  brave  friend  1 — and 

farewell,  noble  Gordon, 
Whose  Han  will  bo  etlipaed  even  as 

The  Itcgent  will  not  aid  von. 
Swi.   \V'e  will  Ko  bcir  tis,  that  as 
soon  the  bluo.lliomia 
Shall  h)dt,   ami   take  no  pari,  what 

time  his  comrade 
Is  grappling  with  the   deer,   as  he 

stand  still. 
Anil  Kve  ns  overmatch 'd, 
LtN,  Ahis!    Ihnn   iloat    not  know 


How 


how 


Swi.  Then  dumge  the  phnsc^  and 
say,  that  while  we  live, 
OordoD   ahall  be  my  sod.     If  thou 

art  falherleBs, 
Am  I  not  childleaa  too?    Bethink 

thee,  Gordon, 
Onr  death-feud   was   not   like   tli« 

boosehold  fire. 
Which  the  poor  peasant  hides  among 

To  smoidder  on,  and  wait  a  time  foi 

waking. 
Onra   was  the  conflagration   of  the 

Which,  in  its  fnry,  apares  not  spront 

Hoar  oak.   not  aapling— not  to  bo 

exlingaixh'd. 
Till  HeaTeB,  in  mercy,  Benda  down 

all  ber  waters; 
But,    once    eubdned.    its    flame   is 

quench'd  for  ever; 
And  sjiring  eliall  bide  the  tract  of 

devastation. 
With  foliage  and  with  flowers. — Give 

me  Ihy  hand. 
Gob.  My  hand    and  heart ! — And 

I'rcolv  now  ! — to  fiyht ! 
Vip.  llow  will  yoi 


:.  Thin  wo  will  die.  and  leave 
the  sbamo  with  hiui. 

[KnVLE-vxoi. 

Vip.  (to  GoKDoN.l  Wliiit  iiilx  tbpe, 

noble  yontb  ?     What  loeiins  this 

Thou  dost  not  me  th.v  j-encroHily? 
Gob.  I  have  been  hurried  on  by 
atronc  impulfio. 
Like  to  a  bark  that  scuds  before  the 

Till  driven  upon  some  strange  and 

distant  coust, 
tt"bich  never  pilot  dream' ilof. -Have 

I  not  foi^iven? 
And  am  I  not  stilt  fatheriess  ? 

For  wbilewe  livel  am  a  father  In  thee. 

Goa.  Thou,    Kwiutou  ? — no  ! — that 

cannot,  cannot  be.  { 


tithe 


left,  I  think,  it 


111  post  for  (hem  who  wish  to  charge 
the  foremost  1 
Swi.  We'll  turn  that  scorn  to  van- 
tage, and  descend 
Sidelong    the    bill — some    winding 

path  there  must  be — 
O,  for  a  w,-H  akiUd  guide  I 

Hod  Hattely  starts  tip  fnim  a 
Ilikl.l1. 
UoB.  So  hore  he  stands. —An  an- 
eii-nt  frien.i.  Sir  .Uan. 
Hob    Hattely,    or.    if    yon    like   it 
better. 
,  Hob  of  the  Heron  Plume,  here  stands 
.r  guide. 
An  ancient  friend?— a  moat 


SALIDON  SILL. 


Ell 


Before  m;  oasUe,  tlieae  ten  mouthB 

and  mora. 
Wu  it  not  yon  who  droTe  from  Sim- 

prim-maiiu, 
And  SwintOQ-qiuuier,  siztj  head  of 

cattle? 
Hob.  Wtut   then,  if  now   I   lead 

TOUT  sixty  laDcea 
UpontbeEuBlifih  flank,  where  they'll 

find  spou 
Ib  worth  Kii  hundred  beeT«s? 
8wi.  Why,  thoncanat  doit,  knave. 

I  would  not  tmst  thee 
■With  ona  poor  bullock;  yet  wonld 

risk  my  life, 
And  all  my  followers,  on  thine  hon- 
est gDi  dance. 
Hob.  There  is  a  dingle,  lUkd  a  moat 

discreet  one, 
(Tre  trod  each   atep  by  star.light,) 

that  Hweepe  round 
The  rearward  of  this  bill,  and  opens 

secretly 
Upon  the  Eucbers'  dank. — Will  not 

that  serve 

Tom  present  torn.  Sir  Alan  ? 

Swi.  Bravely,  bravely  ! 

QoB.  Mount,  sirs,  and  cry  my  afo- 

gan. 
Let  all  who  lova  the  Gordon  follow 

8wi.  Ay,  let  all  follow— but  in  ai- 

lenco  follow; 
Scare  not  the  hate  that's  conchant  on 

her  form — 
The  cnahat  from  her  neet — brash  not, 

if  possible, 
The  dew-drop  from  the  spray — 
Let    no  one  whisper,   nnUl   I  cry, 

"  Havoc !" 
Then  about  aa  load's  ye  will. — On, 

on,  brato  Hob; 
On,  thou  ia.h'.e  thief,  bnt  yet  moat 

faithful  Scotsman  1  \^Eieunt. 


ACT  n.— ScTOE  L 
A  rliinj  Orau 


Main  sldy. 


Feb.  The  Scota  still  keep  the  hill— 
Hie  ann  grows  high; 
Wonld  that  Uie  charge  would  sound. 
Cu.  ThoQ  scent'st  the  slanghter, 

Percy. — Who  oomes  here  ? 
Enter  tht  kxBcn  op  WudSAHBiow. 
Now,  I 

WalthuDstow, 
Like  to  a  lamb  among  a  herd  of 

See,  he's  abdnt  to  bleat. 
Ab.   The  King,   roetMnks,  delays 

the  onact  long. 
Cok..   Your  general.    Father,   like 
yonr  rat-catcher, 
Fsnsea  to  bait  bia  traps,  and  set  Iu« 

Ab.  Xbe  metaphor  is  decent. 
Cok.  Xaverend  sir, 

I  will  aphold  it  just.   Our  good  King 

£dward 
Will  presently   come  to  this  battle- 
field. 
And  speak  to  yon  of  the  last  tilting 

match, 
Or  of  some  feat  he  did  a  twenty  years 

But  not  a  word  of  the  day's  work  be- 
fore him. 

Even  as  the  artiat,  sir,  whose  name 
offencia  you, 

Sits  proainc  o'ei  his  can,  until  the 
trap  tail. 

Announcing  that  the  vermin  are  ae- 

And  then,  'tis  up  and  on  them. 
Feb.     Chondos,    you    give    yonr 

tongne  too  bold  a  licence. 
Chi.  Percy,  1  am  a  necessary  evil 
King  Edward  would  not  want  me,  if 

ne  conld, 
And  could  not,  if  he  would.    I  know 

my  value, 
Hy   heavy  hand   excueea  my  light 
tongne. 

Den  wear  weighty  ewords  in  their 
defence. 
Although  they  may  offend  the  ten- 
der shin. 
When  the  ateel-boot  is  doffd. 
Ab.  Uy  lord  of  Chandoa, 


su 
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Tbu  is  but  idle  speech  on  brink  of 

battle, 
When  CbriBtian  men  should  think 

upon  their  sins; 
For  as  the  tree  taliM  so  the  trunk  most 


Lord,  be- 


lie. 
Bo  it  for  good  or  eril. 

think  thee, 
Thoii  bast  withheld  from  out  most 

reverend  house, 
The  tithes  of  Everingham  and  Set- 

Uelo'h; 
Wilt  thon  make  satisfaction  to  the 

Chnrch, 
Before  her  thnnders  strike  thee  ?    T 

do  warn  thee 
In  most  paternal  sort. 

Cba,  I  thank  yon,  Father,  filiallj. 
Thonah  but  a  truant  son  of  Hoi; 

Chnrch. 
I  vould  not  cbooae  to  undergo  her 

When  ScottiHh  blades  ore  waring  at 

my  Ihrout. 
I'll  make  fnir  compositioD. 
Ab,  No  composition;  1*11  have  all, 

Cha.    None,    then  —  'tis    soonest 

I'll  I  like  mj-  chance, 
And  trust  my  sinful  i^oitl  to  Heaven's 

Bfither  IhnQ  risk  my  worldly  goods 
»uh  tbee- 

My  hour  may  not  bo  come. 

An.  Iiopioart    imprnitent —  i 

I'eb.  Hush!  — theKina— theKingil 

Ehler  Kisa  Edwakd,  alUiuled  by 
JtAUOL  an  J  others. 
Kisa  {■iiinrl  In  Cha.1  Hiirk  hither, 
ChandoaN-Huvo  the  Yorkshire 

Tfet  joiu'.l  ihovangnnrd? 
Cha.  Thry  ncc  marching  thither. 
K.  Ed.  Bid  theiu  mak>i  baste,  for 
Bluiiue-  send  n  quitk  riJer. 
Hill  loitctiD);  knaves !  were  it  to  steal 
my  V 


Sftj,  is  voni  Beverence  oomo  to  ttadj 

withna 
The  prinoelT  ut  of  war  T 
An.  I've  bad  a  leotnte  from  mj 
IfOid  of  Chukdoa, 
In  which  he  term'd  ycnii  Qraoe  a  lat- 


They're  fierce  and  cunning,  treaoh- 

erons,  too,  as  rata. 
And  we,  as  snch.  will  smoke  them  in 

their  fastnesaea. 
E.  Ed.  These  rats  have  seen  yoar 

back,  my  Lord  of  Chandos, 
And  noble  Percy's  too. 
Pek.  Ay;  but  the  moss  which  now 

UeB  weltering 
On  yon  hill  side,  like  a  Leviathan 
That's  stranded  on  the  shallows,  then 


bads. 


Order  and  discipline,  and  power  of 

Now  'tis  a   headless    corpse,  which 

only  shows, 
By  wild  coDvolsions,  that  some  life 


K.  Ed.  True.  Ibey  had  oi 
-nd't =- 


Altboagb  a  rebel  hend. 
An.  i,boiriiuj  tu  Ike  Kino.)  Would  he 

were  here  !  we  shonld  find  one 

to  match  him. 
K.  Ed.  There's  something  in  that 

wihh  which  wakes  an  eiuio 
\V'ithiu    my  bosom.      Yet    it   is  as 

well. 
Or  better,  that  the  Brace  is  in  his 

gmvc. 
We  have  enough  of  powerfiil  foea  on 

No  nt^i'd  lo  aommon  them  from  other 
worlds. 
Peh.    Your    Grace  ne'er  met  the 
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I  did  enoonnter  witli  Ma  famons  o«p- 

Dot^Ias  and  B&ndolph.    Futh !  the; 

preaa'd  me  hard. 
As.  My  Liege,  if  I  might  urge  you 

with  a  question, 
Will  the  Scots  fight  to-day  ? 
K.   Ed.    ifihar^y.)  Go   look    your 

breviwy, 
Gha.   (apart.)  The  Abbot  has  it- 
Edward  will  not  answer 
On  that  nice  point.     Vie  mnat  ob- 

aerve  hia  hnmonr. — 

\AidTts$fs  ike  Kino. 
Tout  flist  aucpaign,  my  Liege?— 

That  was  in  Weardale, 
When  DohrIm  gave  oar  camp  yon 

midDiRht  mffle. 
And  tnm'd  men'a  beds  to  bieia. 
K,  En.  Ay,  by  Saint  Edward  I— I 

escaped  right  nearly. 
1  waa  a  soldier  then  for  holidays. 
And  alept  not  in  mine  armoor:  my 

B^axeat 
Waaatartled  by  the  cry  of  "  Douglas  1 

Donglaa  1"^ 
And  by  my  coach,  a  grisly  chamber- 
Stood  Alan  Bvinton,  with  hia  bloody 

It  was  a  chnrchman  sared  me— my 

atont  chaplain. 
Heaven   quit  his   apiritl    canght  a 

weapon  np. 
And  grappled  with  the  giant How 

now,  Louis? 
JBtbr  an  ciSioir  v3ua  whiaptrs  tha  Kma. 
E.   En.    Bay  to   him,— thoe— and 

thna—  r  Whispera. 

Ab.  That  Swintou's  dead.   A  monb 

of  ouiB  reported, 
Bonnd  homeward  from  SL  Ninian's 

pilgrimage. 
The  Lord  of  Qordon  slaw  him. 
Feb.   Father,   and  if  your   honse 

atood  on  onr  borders. 
Ton  might  haie  canae  to  know  that 

Swinton  lives. 
And  is  on  hoiseback  yet. 

Cha.  He  slew  the  Gordon, 

'Otat'a  all  the  dilbrenoe — a  very  trifle. 


Ab,  Trifling  to  those  who  wage  a 

war  more  noble 

Than  with  the  arm  of  fleah. 

CHi.  Inpari.)  The  Abbot's  vexed, 

m  mb  the  Bore  for  him.— 

(Aloud.)  I  have  seen  prieeta  that  naed 

that  arm  of  flesh, 
And  used  it  sturdily.— Sf  oat  reverend 

Father, 
What  say  you  to  the  Chaplain's  deed 

of  orma 
In  the  King's  tent  at  Weardale? 
Ab.    It   waa   most    sinfnl,    being 
Bgainst  the  canon 
Prohibiting  all  churchmen  to  bear 

weapons; 
And  as  he  fell  in  that  nnBeemlygoise, 
Perchance  hia  soul  may  rue  it. 

K.  En.  {rmerhearing  the  last  words.) 
Who  may  me  ? 
And  what  ia  to  be  med? 

Chi.  (iipurf.)  I'll  match  hia  Bevei- 

GiiceforthetithesofEveriugham. 

^Tha  Abbot  says,  my  Li^o,  the  deed 

By   which    your  chaplain,  wielding 

secnlar  weapons, 
Secured  yonr  Grace's  life  and  liberty, 
And  that  ho  saffers  tor' t  in  purgatory. 
K.  Ed.  (fo  the  Abbot.)  Say'st  thon 

my  chaplain  ia  in  pareatory? 
Ab.  It  ia  the  canon  apea^a  it,  goo 

my  Liege. 
"    *      In  pQTgatory !  thon  shalt 


t,  good 


side  him. 
Ah.  My  Lord,  perchance  his  soal 

is  past  the  aid 
Of  all  the  ChorcL  may  do— there  ia  a 

From  which  there's  no  redemption. 
K.  Ed.  AndirithoDghtmyfalthful 

chaplain  there, 
Thou  sbonld'st  there  join  him, priest  t 

—Go,  watch,  faat.  pray. 
And  let  me  have  snch  prayers  oa  will 

atorm  Heaven — 
None  of  your  maim'd  and  mntter'd 

hnnting  maeses. 
Ab.  (ajiart  li> Cba.)  ForGod'aa^e 

take  ^i"*  of[. 


BCOTTB  POETICAL   WORJK 


The  tithes  of  Evaringl 
K.  Ed.  I  tell  thee,  if  thon  "btsa^ai 
the  IceTs  of  Heaven, 
Abbot,  thon  ahalb  not  tiun  ft  bolt  with 

'Ounst  any  well-deierriiig  English 

subject. 

Ab.  (fo  Ce*.)   We  will  oomponnd, 

and  grant  thee,  too,  a  shwa 

r  the  next  indtdgeuce.     Tboa  dost 

need  it  mucb, 
And  greatly  'twill  avail  thee. 

Cha.  Enough — we're   friends,  and 
when  occasion  serves, 

I  will  strike  in. 

[Xo"fcsas  ifloicanis  the  Scottish  Jroii/. 
K.  En.    Answer,  proud  Abbot;  ia 
m;  chaploin's  [onl. 
If  thoa   knowcst  nugbt  on't,  in  the 

Tha.  SlyLie!;'-',  the  Ycirtshire  men 
have  (^in'il  the  lutnUow. 
I  see  the  pennon  green  of  merry  Shet- 

K.  Ed.  Then   give  the  signal   in- 
stant !     We  huvc  lost 
But  too  taavh  time  nlreudy. 

Ab.  yiy  Lii'ge,  your  holy  chaplain's 

blessed  soul— 
K.  Ed.  Tu  bell  with  it  and  thee  ! 
IH  this  a  time 
To  apeak  of  monks  and  uhapliuns? 

by  a  dlitaiil  ^-.d  of  Jl„.,h3. 
See,     Chonilns,     Percy— Hii,     Saint 

Geo^^  i  Snint  Edwnrd  '. 
Hee  it  deHcending  now,  tho  fatal  bnil- 

The  storm  of  Enjjhind'H  wrath— snre. 

Bwift,  re«i«tleB.s. 
Wliich    no   iimil-i-ont    can  brook. — 

Iltnvi.'  English  hearts  ! 
IIuw  close  they  shoot  ttigclber 


The  winged,  the  reaistleBS  plagns  ia 

with  them. 
How  their  vei'd  bast  m  reeling  to 

Like  the  chafed   whale   with    flftj 

lances  in  him, 
They  do  not  see,  and  oumot  afaim 

the  wound. 
The  storm  is  viewloBS  as  death's  sa- 

ble  wing. 
Unerring  as  his  scythe. 
Pek.  Horses  and  riders  are  going 
down  together. 
'Tia  almost  pity  to  see  nobles  (all. 
And  by  a  peasant's  arrow. 

Bai..  I  could  weep  them. 

Although  they  are  my  rebels. 
Cha,  {,mde  lo  Feb.)  Ilin  conquer- 


',  ben: 


I'Vom  bin  u-snrped  kingdom. — 
(A'oiid.)    'Tis  the  worst  of  it, 

That  knights  eon  claim  small  honour 
in  the  field 

Which  archers  win.  unaided  by  our 

K.  Ed.  The  battle  is  not  ended. 

{Liyilit  ("inirrl'  Ihetietd. 
Not  ended  ?— scarce   begun  !     Whet 

Rush  from   the  thicket  underneath 

the  hiU? 
Pee.  They're  Hiiinaulters.  the  fol- 

Ifiwem  of  tjuoen  Isabel. 
K.   Ed.    {Ixislii'/.)     Uoinanlteis  1— 

thou  art  blind — wear  Hoinatilters 
Saint    Andrew's     silver    cross?— or 

would  they  charge 
Full  on  our  nrchers,  and  make  havoc 

of  Ihem?— 
Bruce  is  ;tlive    again— ho,    rescue  ! 


flTii 


Had  a 
lb 


ifo] 


I'd  five  tbirn 


n<l  shnf: 


hmsed     five     thousim.l     bow. 
sIringM  I 
l>i-,B.  The  thick  volley 

Darkens  the  nir,  and  bides  the  sai) 


rviiv  M  the  ground  7 
Itmi.  31<«t  ruvol  Liege— 
K.  Ki>.  AroHobath  fallen  from  thy 
'hni>1el,*  liiliaumont. 


Dl  UaauookboiiL 


1  tli«  B»iiU|cei"-e   of 
<"ini:uElishl>od.Tof 


EALIDOJf  HILZ. 


Bmi.  ni  win  it  back,  or  lay  1117 
head  beride  it.  lExU. 

E.   Ed.  Saist  George !  Saint  Ed- 
ward I    Oentlemen,  to  hone, 
And  to  the  rescue !— Peroy,  lead  the 

billiaeal 
ChandoH,  do  thoa  brii^;  ap  the  men- 

If  jondeT  nnmeranB  host  shonid  now 

bear  down 
Bold  as  their  vangnard.Co  '^  Abbot,) 

thon  majBt  pray  for  ns, 
We  may  need  good  men's  prayers. — 

To  the  rescue, 
Iiorda,    to    tbe   resonel    ha.    Saint 

George  !  tiaint  Edward  t  [Eaunl. 

SCENB  11. 
A  pattaftlaiMit  of  Bailie  brtvia  At  twi 

Slain  Armui.    TumulU  tvMnd  Iki  («w»; 

atantmt.  and  crif*  qf  "GiifUou  !  a  tior- 

itmi  "  '■Swluwnl  "  ta. 
Bnifr,  <u  tiidorunii  oixr  Ike  Englah 

varupuiTd,  ViPOKT,    Reyvau),    qihJ 

Vip.  Tis  sweet  to  hear  these  war- 
cries  sound  together,— 
Gordon  and  Swinton. 
Bar.   'Tia  passing  pleasant,  yet  'tie 
strange  withal. 
Faith,  wbea  at  first  I  heard  the  Gor- 
don's slogan 
Sounded    so    near   me,  I  bad  nigh 

struck  down 
The  knave  who  cried  it. 

EnUr  SwDiTON  and  Gobdon. 
Swi.  Pitch  down  my  pennon  in 

yon  holly  bush. 
Gob.  Uine  in  the  thorn  beeide  it ; 
let  them  wave. 
As  fought  this  mom  their  masters, 
side  by  side. 
Swt.  Let  the  men  rally,  and  restore 
their  ranks 
Here  in  this  vantage- ground— disor- 

der'd  chase 
Leads  to  dieorder'd  flights  ;  we  have 

done  onr  part, 
And  if  we're  succoar'd  now,  Plauto- 


Hurt 


tttumhii 


bridle  soDtbwaid.— 


Reynald,  spur  to  the  Begent  with 

the  basnet 
Of  stout  I>e  Gtey,  the  leader  of  their 

vangnord; 
Say,  that  in  hattle-fomt  the  Gordon 

slew  him. 
And  by  that  token  bid  him  send  ns 

Gob.  And  tell  him  that  when  Sel- 

by's  headlong  chaise 
Had  well-nigh  borne  me  down.  Sir 

Alan  smote  him. 
I  cannot  send  his  helmet,  never  nat- 

sbell 
Went  to  BO  many  sbiverE. — Harkye, 

grooms!     [lb    lhos»   bdund    Oie 

Wby  do  yOD  letmy  noble  steed  stand 

stiOeuiDg 
After  so  hot  a  course? 


be  01 


wiUs- 


The  flower  of  England,  Gaaoony,  and 

Flanders; 
But  with  swift  succour  we  will  bide 

them  bravely. — 
De  Vipont,  thou  look'st  sad. 
Vip.  It  is  because  I  bold  a  Tem- 
plar's sword 
Wet  to  the  crossed  hilt  with  Chris- 
tian blood. 
Swi.  The  blood  of  English  archers 
—what  can  gild 
A  Scottish  blAde  more  bravely  ? 
Vip.  Even  therefore  grieve  I  for 
those  gallant  yeomen, 
England's  peculiar  and  appropriate 

Known  in  no  other  land.  Each  boasts 

his  hearth 
And  field  as  free  as  the  best  lord  his 


baroDV, 

no  sntjecUon  ti 


Save  to  their  Eing  and  law.     Hence 

are  they  resolute. 
Leading  the  van  on  every  day  of  bat- 
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Heuce  ore  Uiej  frank  and  generons 

Ab  men  who  have  their  portion  in  its 

plenty. 
No  otber  Idngdom  ghowe  such  vortb 

and  happiness 
VeiI'd  in  such  low  estate— therefore 


Iin 


nthem. 


Swi.  I'll  keep  my  sorrow  tor  oor 
natiTs  Scots, 

Who,  spite  of  hardship,  po-verty,  op- 
pression, 

S;ill  follow  lo  the  field  their  CUef- 

And  die  in  the  defence  oa't. 

Gob.  And   if  I  live  and   see    my 

hulls  again. 
They  shall  nave  portion  in  the  good 

they  fight  for. 
Each  lianly  follower  shall  have  his 

field, 
His  hnubehold  Lcorth  and  sod-huilt 

homo,  as  free 
As  ever  Southron  had.     They  shall 


Hath  ooignred  phantonu  np  u 

The  uams  of  Swinfain   hath  been 

spell  enfflcient 
To  chase  the  rich  blood  bom  her 

loTelv  cheek. 

And  woaldst  thoa  now  know  ben? 

SwL  would,  mt]^  mnst. 

Thy  father  in  the  paths  of  cbiTalir, 

tihoold  know  the  load-atur  thou  dost 

rule  thy  oonrse  by. 

Gob.    Nay,   then,   her  name  is— 

hark—  { IFhujfCr*. 

Swi.  I  know  it  well,  that  anasDt 

northern  honae. 
GoK.  O,  thon  ahalt  see  ila  &irest 
gtnce  and  honour 
In  my  Elizabeth.   And  if  music  touch 

I         thee 

I     SwL  It  did,  before  disasteta  bad 

Gob.  U,htT  notes 
Shall  hush  each  xad  remembnnee  to 


be  Lapi>v ! — 

Anil  my  £h:^beth  shall  smile  to  see 

feeling. 

That  urief  shall  have  its  sweetnev. 

I  have  betray \lmvsflf. 

Who.  but  she, 

Bwi.                    C>  not  believe  if,— 

Knotvd  (lie  wild  harpines  of  out  na- 

VipoDt, do  thou  look  out  from  von- 

tive  liind? 

der  h.iRht, 

^^-hetber  they  loll  the  shepherd  on 

And  see  whiit  motion  in  the  Scottixh 

his  hill. 

hosl. 

Or  wnko  the  knight  to  battle;  roose 

And  in  King  Edward's.— 

to  merriment, 

[&;M-ip.,nt, 

Or  so,.llie  toaadnesa;  she  can  touch 

Sow  will  I  counsel  Uie..; 

each  mood. 

TheTeuipLirsearisforiiotnh-oflove, 

Princes   and    statesmen,   chiefs   re- 

Being  wedded  to  his  Ord.r.      Lat  I 

teU  Ihee. 
The  brave  ynnnglininht  thiit  hath  n.> 

Indj-love 
Is  like  a  lamp  unli^hted;  his  brave 

Ajul  ita  rk'h  ]i]iinting,  do  net  iii  then 

AVhcn  the  pure  niv  glt-aiiis  through 

'heiu.- 
Ha  h  tby  Eliznlielh  uo  ofbtr  mim...? 
Gob.  ilust  I  then  speak  of  her  to 

vou,  SirAlimY 
The'lbimgbl  of  tlive.  and    of   Iby 

mutebless  streugth,  , 


And  KTev-lmir'd  bards,  contend  which 

Khali  the  first 
And  ebiiieest  homage  render  to  the 

tnehiintress. 
S«i,  Yuuspcak  her  talent  bravely. 
(Soil.  'Ibongh  yon  smile, 

I  do  not  speak  it  half.    Her  gift  crea- 

tivt. 
Xuw  measures  adds  to  every  air  she 

wakes; 
Viiryiiig  and  gracing  it  with  liquid 

Like    the    wild    modnlation   of  the 

birk; 


nALWox  mti. 


Now  Iravinu.  i.on-  r.-hiriiJiiLr  »..  l?,.. 

To  JiBtcn  to  Lcr,  is  to  soomtoinui- 

Id  Bome  enchanted  labjTiotb  of  ro- 

Whonce  nothing  but  the  loyely  fairy's 

will. 
Who  wove  the  spell,  can  eitrioato 
the  wanderer. 
\  UetbinkB  I  bear  her  now  1 — 

Swi.  Bleas'd  privilega 

■    Of  yonth !    There's  scares  three  niin- 
ntcH  tn  decido 
Twiit  denth  ana  lifu, 'twiitiriuinpli 

an<l  defeat, 
Tet  all  bi»  tboughts  are  in  bis  lady's 

LiHt'ning  her  harping  I 

{Enter  VipoNT. 
Where  are  thine,  De  Vipont  ? 
Tip.  On  death  -  on  jodgiuunt— on 
eternity  I 
For  ticoe  is  over  with  na. 

Swi.     There  moves  nut,  then,  ime 
pennon  to  our  aid. 
Of  all  Lbat  amter  yonder  1 

VlP.  From  the  main  EngUah  hoet 
comernshing  forwnrd 
Fennous  enow— ay.  and  tbeir  Boyal 

Standard. 
Bnt  onra  stand  rooted,  as  tor  crown 


fjwi.  ((oAimielf.)  I'llrescneMmat 

le&Bt. — yonng  Lord  of  Gordon. 

Spur  to  the  Begent—shnw  the  in- 

■tont  need 

OoB,  I  penetrate  thy  purpose;  hnt 

I  go  not. 
Bwi.  Not  at  my  bidding?    I,  thy 
«ii«  in  chivalry — 
Ity  leader  in  the  batUe?— I  com- 
'    maud  thee  I 

Qem,  No.  thou  wilt  not  command 
me  Bsek  my  safety,^ 
IW  mch  is  thy  kind  meaniiig — at 

thassMaaa 
Of  tbk  lia  bwvKrliieh  Heaven  re- 


\\h:A   s«-<.rds    shall    for   nii    instimt 

And  save  the  latest  chance  for  victory? 
ViT.  The  noble  youth  speaks  tratb ; 
and  were  he  gone. 
There  will  not  twenty  spears  be  left 

Goft.  No.  bnvely  as  we  have  be- 
gan the  field. 
So  lot  OB  Aght  it  out.     The  Regent's 

eyes. 

More  certain  thiin  u  tbonsand  mes- 
sages, 

Shall  see  ns  stand,  the  barrier  of  his 
host 

Against  yon  bursting  Htorm.     If  not 


Hq  mast  bear  down  to  aid  ns. 

SwL  Most  it  be  so? 

And  am   I  forced  to  yield  the  sad 

Devoting  thy  j-oong  life?    O,  Oor- 

(ioa,  Gordon  1 
I  do  it  as  the  patriarch  doom'd  his 


I  at  my  country's,  he  a 
Bat  I  seek  vainly  some  i 
Ratlier  than  sueh  avii^ii 


Wk, 


That  111 


they  <■ 


Inte, 


)t  like  thy  lady's 

GoR.    Yi't  shall   my  lody's  name 
mil  with  itgnily.— 
Mount,  Tflsaals.  conch  yonr  Innces. 

and  cry,  "Gordon! 
Gordon  for  Scotland  and  Eliinbt'th  !" 
\_Eaatd.     Loiul  Al-iruiiis. 
SCEN&IIL 
SntOm' part  ^04  fMdnf  Battle,  ad^icvnl 

Alanimi,    JMgK  Bmyron  foUowal 
by'BOfBjiTTurT. 
'-"  "^  *■  jBtl    The  ntaa 
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Hay   bastanls   vnrm    tbem    at   Mi 
bcmsebold  hearth  I 
Hob.  That  ne'er  shaU  be  mv  cnise. 
Hy  Uagdalen 
Ib  tniBty  as  viy  bioadswoTd. 

Bwi.  Ha.  thou  knave, 

Artthoa  dUmotmted  too? 

Hob.  I  know,  Sir  Alan, 

Yon  want  no  bomewnrd  gnide;  bo 

threw  my  reina 
Upon  m;  paUrey's  neck,  and  let  hint 

Within  an  hour  he  stands  before  my 

gate; 
And  Slagdaleu   wilt  need  no  other 

To  bid  the  Meliom  MonliB  say  inasaes 

forma. 
Bwi.   Thou  art  resolved  to  cheat 

the  halter,  then? 
Hob.  It  is  my  irarpose. 

Having  liveil  a  thiof,  to  ilio  a  bniTe 

chance  for't. 
Swt.  Hi'relii'Hlhewaytoit.knaTe. — 
&Iuke  in,  luake  in, 
And  aid  young  Gordon  1 

{ijt'iitl.  J,-uHl(iiullon-j  Alarumi, 
Mrr  <rti</i   iht   b-irlc    .«,■.„( 


Saw  na   o'erpowei'd.   and    ao    ona 
Btiir'd  to  aid  tu  I 
Bwi.    It  vaa    the  Hegant's  enTy. 
— Onti  -alai! 

Why  blame  I  him  1— It  was  onr  dvil 
discord, 

OnrBelfisli  vanity,  onrjealons  hatred. 

Which  framed  this  day  ot  dcde  for 
onr  poor  ooontry.  — 

Had  tby  brave  fathei  held  yon  lead- 
ing stafE, 

As  well  bis  rank  and  Tslonr  might 
hare  ctaim'd  it. 

We  had  not  fall'n  nnaided.— How,  O 

la  be  to  answer  it,  whose  deed  pre- 
vented  

Gob.  Alas  I  alaa !  the  antbor  of  the 
death-feud. 

He  boa  his  reukoning  too !  for  had 

And  nniii'rojs  Tnssals  lived,  we  bad 
iiii'k'd  no  Bill 
Sni.  May  Goil  a-*>soil  tbe  dead,  and 
him  wno  follows  r 
We've  drank  the  i>oison'd  beverage 


i(  tl.e 


■>«/,   I 


Swi.  All  are  cut  tlovfn — the  reap- 


And  hio  to  diiittmt  harvest.— My  loil'u 
There  lies  my  fiickle.     inmppin-i  his 


ish  u  ! 


I  luiiJei 


That  only  btaccm-flnme  which  prino 

ist'd  siifi'ty 
In  this  day's  deadly  wrack  ! 
ijwi.  Mvliimiibath  Ion t;  been  dim 

But  tbine.  yiinntf  f^irdim, 
Jnst  kindled,  to  he  iiucnchM  bo  sad 

denlv. 
Ere  Scotland  saw  its  splendour ! — 
Hon.    Five  thousand  borso  bun 

idly  on  yon  hiU, 


ten-told  whirlwind  !  — 
But  thou,  brave  youth,  whose  noble- 

ne«H  of  be«rt 
Pouc'd  oil    upon   the   wounda  onr 
hale  inflicted  ; 
,  Tbou,    who    hant    done  no  wrong, 
[         need'ht  no  forRiveness,— 
Why  should  Ht  thou  share  our  pun- 

GoB.  All   nwd   forgiveness— [di»- 

1         I'lHt  a'liniiH).'] Hark,  in  yon- 

I  dLT  slioiit 

Did  tbe  main  battle's  counter ! 
I      Swi.  Ijiok  on  tbe  field,  bravt  Gor- 
don, if  tbnu  canst, 
And  till  nil'  how  the  day  goes.— lint 

Too  siiri'ly  do  J  puess 

Gon.  Aira  l.i>t !  all's  lost !— Of  the 
iimiu  Hc.itti^h  hoKt, 
,  Some  wildly  tly,  and  some  rush  wild- 

And   some  there  are   who  seem  to 
I         turn  their  apears 
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IgajDst  their  ooontrym 


Bjui>itii»ui,    and    cowardice, 
and  secret  trrason. 
Combine  to  rain  us ;  »nd  onr  hot 

Devoid  of  discipline,  is  madmen's 

Btreni^h, 
More  btal   unto  friends  thtin   ene- 

Tm  glad  tbat  these  dim  eyes  ehall 
seenomoteon't.— 

Let  thy  hands  close  them,  Gordon — 
I  will  dream 

Uy  faJT-hair'd   William  renders  mo 
that  office  I  [Dies. 

Ooa  And,  Swinton,  I  will  thiolc  I 
do  that  dnty 

To  mj  dead  father. 

EnUr  Db  Vipont. 
Vir.     Ply,   fiy,    braTs   yonth  ! — A 
handful  of  thy  followers. 

The  Bcatter'd  gleaning  of  this  des- 
perate day. 

Still  hover  yonder  to  essay  tby  les- 

Olins 


r  not  I— 111  be  yonr  guide  to 
lafly!- 


OoB.  Look  there,  aud  bid 

The  oak  has  fall'D  ; 
And   the   young   ivy    bush,   which 

lean'dto  dimb 
By  its  snpport,  most  needs  partake 

its  fall. 
Tip.  Swinton  ?  Alas  1  tbe  best,  the 

braveat,  stronReBt, 
And  sagest  of  our  Bcottisli  chivaliy ! 
PorKive  one  moment,  if  to  bbtb  the 

My  tongue  shoold  wrong  the  dead. — 

Oordon,  bethink  thee, 
Thon  doBt  bat  stay  to  perish  with 

the  corpse 
Of  whom  who  slew  thy  father, 


7l 


He  taught  my  youth  to  soar  above 

the  promptings 
Of  mean  and  selfish  vengeance;  gavi 

my  youth 
A  name  thsL  shall  not  die  even  oi 

tliu  death-apot. 


Beoords  shall  tell  this  field  had  not 

been  lost. 
Had  all  men  fought  like  Swinton  and 
like  Oordon.  (ihimptls. 

Save  thee,   Db  Vipont— Hark  !  the 
Southron  trumpets. 
Tip.  Nay,  without  thee  I  stir  not 
Enlrr  E^wabd,  Cnumoe,  Psbci, 

Bauol,  etc. 
Qou.  Ay,  they  oomo  on — the  1^- 
rant  and  the  Traitor, 
Workman  and  tool,  Plautagenet  and 


a  do  one  glorious  deed  1 

[//«  rus/ifij  on  f/<e  Jikglisti,  Init  a 
nuide  j-risoner  inilh  Vipont. 
K,  Ed.  Disarm  them— harm  them 
not;  though  it  was  tbey 
Made  hnvoo  on  the  archers  of  our 

vanguard. 
They   and   that   bulkv    champion. 
Vhereishe? 
Cai.  Here  lies  the  ^ant  J    Say  bts 

name,  young  Knight  ? 
Qoft.  Let  it  suffice,  he  was  a  man 

this  morning, 
Cha.  I  queBtton'd  thee   in  sport. 
I  do  not  need 
Thy  information,  youth.     Who  that 

has  fought 
Thioagh  all  these  Scottish  wars,  but 

knows  his  crest  7 
The  sable  boor  cbain'd  to  the  leafy 

And  that  huge  mace  still  seen  where 

war  was  wildest ! 
K.  Ed.  'Tis  Alan  Swinton  ! 
Grim  Chain berlain,  who  in  my  tent 

at  Weardale, 
Stood  bv  my   startled  couch   with 

When  the  ISIack   Douglas'    war-cry 
waked  my  camp. 
Gob.   {ainlch-g  doan.)  It  thus  thou 
know'Kt  him, 
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Sleep  at  his  side,  in  token  that  our 

AeaXL 
Ended  the  fead  of  Swintoa  Htd  of 
Gordon. 
K.  Es.  It  is  the  Ootdon  T— la  there 
aueht  beside 
Edward  can  do  to  honour  bnvery, 
Eren  in  an  enemj  ? 

Gob.  Nothing  bnt  this: 
Let  not  base  &U0I,  with  hia  tonch 

OT look, 
Profane  my    oorp«e   or   Swinton's. 

Tve  some  breath  still. 
Enough     to      say — Scotland — Eliza- 
beth I  [pits. 
Cai.  Baliol,    I    wonld   not  brook 
gnch  djiliR  lookH, 
To  boy  the  crowa  yon  nini  at. 
K  Ed.  (?oVip.)  Vij«iit,  thycroBHecl 
HbieM  sbowH  ill  in  warfare 
Againflt  a  ChriHtian  king. 

Vip.  That  ChristiEin  King  is  war- 
ring npon  Scotland.  { 


I  was  a  Scotsman  ere  I  was  a  Templar, 
Sworn  to  my  oonntij  ere  I  knew  1117 

Order, 
K.  En.  I  'Will  bat  know  thae  ■•  % 

Christian  i^bampioD. 
And  sat  thee  free  u 


Enter  As:bot  or  WAucBAxnow, 

Ab.  Heaven  (^«ot  yooi  M^eaty 

Many  ench  glorious  days  as  thia  has 

K.  En.  It  is  a  day  of  mnch  and 
high  advantage: 
Glorioas  it  might  have  been,  had  all 

Fonght  like  these  two  biave  cham- 
pions.— Strike  the  drama, 
Soond  tmmpets,    and    pnrsne    the 

Till  the  Tweed'seddiea  whelm  them. 

IJerwick's  remlcr'd — 
TheBC  vara,  I  tntst,  will  soon  find 
lusting  close. 


ADDITIONAL  COLLECTED  POEMS. 

FROM   VARIOUS   SOURCES. 


To  borse '.   to  horxe  !   the   etandard 
flies, 

The  bnglos  Ronn.)  the  ciill; 
The  Gallic  uavy  stemH  the  Hens, 
'i'ho  voice  of  battle's  on  the  breeze. 

Arouse  ye,  one  and  all  1 

From    high    Duneilin's   towers    wc 


With     Scotland's      hardy      thistle 
We  IxiOHt  the  red  and  bine. 


Thoii|;b     gallent     Switzers     vainly 
hpum. 
And,  foaming,  gnaw  the  chain; 

Oh  !  bad  they  nark'd  the  avenging 


Shall  we,  too,   bend  the   stnbboTn 

In  Freedom's  temple  bom. 
Dress  onr  pale  obeek  in  timid  smile^ 
To  hail  a  master  in  our  isle. 

Or  brook  a  victor's  acorn  ( 


ADDITIOXAL   COLLE<-TED  FOF.MI\ 


No!  thoi^h  (JcstrnctionoVrtheliinii 

Come  poarinB  ns  n  AoihI, 
The  Hnn,  that  bcph  our  fnlUns  (l;iy. 
Shall  mark  our  sabres'  d^iiiUy  sway, 

And  set  that  night  in  hluud. 
For  gold  IH  Qallia's  Ir^iona  fight, 

Or  ulundeT'a  bloody  ^idn ; 
Unbnbed.  nnbni^ht,  our  sworda  ve 

To  guard  oor  king,  to  fentro  our  law, 

Iftr  8haU  their  «dyo  bo  vuin. 
If  ever  breath  of  I^ritiuli  gale 

Shall  Ibd  the  tricolour. 
Or  footstep  of  int-ader  rnile. 
With    rnpine    foal,   and    nul    with 
blood, 

Foliate  our  liiipjiy  Hhorc,  - 
Then  farswpll  home!   nud   farewell 
friends ! 

Adieu  eaoh  tender  tie ! 
BeHolved,  wii  iiiiagU  '.a  the  tide. 
'Where  choiring  Hi^audroliH  farioas 

To  conquer  or  to  die. 
To  horsn  !    to    horHO  !    the     snbres 
gleam; 

Hi^hsonndHonrlmnle-call:  _ 
Combined  liy  honour's  sriered  tie. 
Our  word  in  hiirn  •i,i-l  l.f^rlii! 

Mnroh  forward  iint>  and  all ! 

THE  DE.VTH  OF  EEELDAB. 

TBew  .innmw  WIT"  written  ftir  lliKid'» 
iDfT  ttvm  CiKipui'n  puiuliiig  at  tho  IH'dlh  of 

Up  rose  the  sun  o'er  moor  nnd  mea.l; 
Up  with  the  Sim  rose  IVr.v  ll.de; 
BiaveKeuldur.froiiihiseouiiU'^trL'ed. 

Career' d  Hlon>;  til.'  li'ii; 
The  palfrey  (.[inmn  willi  KpriKhtly 

As  if  to  uutvli  the  gamoflotiie  hound ; 
Bia    horn    the    galluut    haut>>mtin 

They  were  n  joviiil  three! 
MaD,hoiind,orliorHe.  of  higher  fnme. 
To  wake  the  wild  de.'r  nev.r  cniiie. 
Since  Alnwick's  Earl   pursaud    th« 


On  Cheviirt'M  rueful  ilay: 
Keeldar  wrs  inntehless  in  his  speed. 
Than   Tonus,   ne'er  was    stauncher 

A  peecli'sa  archer,  I'crey  Ecile: 

And  right  duitrfricmls  were  they. 
The  chase  engroBs'd  their  joys  and 

Tc^'Cther  (it  tho  dawn  they  rose, 
Togellii-r  Kliarerl  the  niHin's  n-jfose, 

l;y  fountitin  or  by  Rtri-um: 
And  oft,  when  eveuin'.,'skiuswcre  red, 
Tbo  heiither  was  their  couiiiion  lM.-d, 
Where  each,  ns  wiblerinfi  fancy  led, 

Still  houted  in  his  dream. 

Kow  is  the  thrilling  moment  near. 
Of  svlvnn  hiijie  nlnl  sylviin  teui. 
Yon    Ihiekct    holds   tlie    horlioiir'd 


But  woe  the  shaft  thnt  erring  flew— 
Tbiit  e'er  it  bft  tlie  siring  I 

And  ill  l)elidot)io  faithless  yew ! 

The  etaif  bounds  scathless  o'er  the 
dew, 

And  QHlluut  Keeldiir'H  life-blood  true 
llasdrenchM  the  crey-goosowing. 

The  noble  hound   -ho  dies,  he  dies. 

Death,   death    has  gl»/cd  bis  flxoj 

Stiff  on  Ibe  liloodvbeiith  he  lies, 

IVitboutOgi-ouni.r.jiiiver. 
Now  d.iv  Liavbreak  i.ti.l  bugle  sound. 
And  « li0..i.  and  bulluw  ri»;;  ..r..un«i, 
ouQvh   the  stiijj  may 


liu 


n.l. 

.ei:ldar  sleeps  for  e' 


Dilntcd  n"Htril«.  staring  eycH, 
Markllioiioorpiilfrey'sniutesurprise, 
Uo  knows  not  that  bis  c-oiarado  dle^ 
Nor  what  is  death — bat  filill 
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Hia  aspect  hath  expression  drear 
Of  grief  and  voniler,  mii'd  witli  feiir, 
LikastortledchildTen'whetlthef  betkr 

Some  mjrstic  tiile  of  ill. 
Bnt  he  that  bent  the  fulol  bow, 
Can  well  the  Rum  of  evil  knovr, 
And  o'er  his  favourite,  bending  low. 

In  Biieeclilem  griff  recline; 
Canthiuk  ba  ti-nn  theRcnHeless  clay 
In  unrei)roaolltiil  nocents  bbj, 
■'The  hand  tbiit  look  nij  lite  away, 

Dear  miistcr,  was  it  thine? 
"  And  if  it  bo,  the  shaft  be  bless'd, 
Which  eure   Borne  erring   aim    ail 

Since  in  jonr  Berricc  priied,  catess'G 


I  w.is  belovod  igam, 
a  bnt  a  dreem; 

la  quickly  got, 

pgone; 

n  flame  bo  hot, 
Bnt  coldlj  dwell  alone. 

Xot  maid  more  bright  tlian  maid  it 


■ring  word  or  feigned  teat, 
iiv  (.'eslnro.  look,  or  smile: 

So  iiiore  I'll  pnll  the  shaft  lair  shot, 
Tiltitb.sf..irlyflnwn. 

S'or  si-orch  ma  at  B  fliinio  so  hot; — 
I'll  rjither  freeze  alone. 


Ill 


joni 


■edie; 


And  yon  may  have  a  fleeter  botind. 
To    match    the    doa-deer'a    merry 

bound, 
Butbr  vourcunrhwill  ne'er  bo  fonnil 

And  to  his  1  ist  Hoiit  IVroy  roetl  I  i  ,,,i  i,>. 
The  fiit:il  V  Mi.:.-,  f  .rwli.n  he  stood  I  ' 
'GainHl  fciriui c li:a in  deiuUv f.ud,  i Tli'-  fl:inr 
And  1. 11  nmia  t\\<i  friiT-,  '  i  ■|Uo  di. 
E'en  with  lii-j  dvinj;  voice  be  crird.  '  Tl-.e  lliUii- 
I     """" 


Each  niiibuah'd  ciipid  HI  defy, 

lii  HieeV,  or  chin,  or  brow. 
And  deem  the  {;lnnce  of  woman's 


-1.1  tlinhidv'B  heart, 

tlighilvwon: 

l.r<  ji>t  to  btanty'ii  art. 


■i  amliUBh  L;id  bee 


Ibudnot  died  t«.d«y  V 
Kenipiiihrnnce  of  the  erring  Imw 
Loni;  since  had  jnin'd  the  tid.  s  nhich 

flow, 
Conrfj-iii.-  hnraiin  bliss  nnd  woo 

i>o»n  dark  oblivion's  civtr; 
Ent  Alt  can  Time's  Btcru  dor-m  ar- 

An.i    Fn:iti-h   bis  simil  from  Lethe's 

And.  in  biT  Coom'r's  colours  ilre^t. 
The  K<-eue  f-hall  live  (or  ever. 

THE  ItESOL^T;. 


..       >da<fin: 

tut,  since  t-ui'h  eve  niny  see  il  sbini-, 
]     111  darkling  dwdl  alone. 

N'o  wakini;  dream  !>ball    tinge    my 
'         tliouriiit 
■     Wilh  dveH  BO  bright  and  rain, 

Xo  sillii'n  net,  ko  Kliphtlv  wroueht, 
Shull  tan'ile  nie  ui!ain-. 

Xo  more  I'll  ].ny  m)  d.nrforwit, 
111  live  ni'on  mine  own; 

X..r  s'.Hdl  wil  1  jyiKsion  trouble  it.— 
I      I'll  rather  dwell  uluue. 

And  Ihns  I'll liiiiihmy  heart  to  rest.— 

I      ■'Thvb'vinglabour'i.loRl:   ' 
Til'  iU  s'lidt  n.i  more  be  wildlv  blest, 

I      T.>l.,-i«iKlmnc:elycroHt; 
TIip  wiUiw'd  turlles mntclesB die, 
The|ihcinix  is  but  one; 

;  Thcv  K.'ek  no  lovoB-no  more  will  I- 

1      I'l'L  riUhcr  dwell  alone." 
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MR.   KEMBLE  S  FAREWELL 
ADDRESS, 

ON  TAXXNG  LEAVE   OF  THE   EDINBUBOH 

STAGE. 

As  the  worn  war-horse,  at  the  trum- 
pet's sound, 

Erects  his  mane,  anil  neighs,  and 
paws  the  ^Tonnd  — 

Disdains  the  ease  his  generous  lord 
assigns, 

And  longs  to  rush  on  the  embattled 
lines. 

So  I,  your  plaudits  ringing  on  mine 
ear. 


"Is  this  the  man  who  one«  could 

please  our  sires?" 
And    scorn    assumes    compassion's 

doubtful  mien, 
To  warn  me  off  from  the  encomber'd 

scene. 
This  must  not  be;  —and  higher  duties 

crave 
Some  space  between  the  theatre  and 

the  grave, 
That  like  the  Roman  in  the  Capitol, 
I  may  adjust  my  mantle  ere  I  fadl: 
My  life's  brief  act  in  public  service 

flown. 
The  last,  the  closing  scene,  must  be 

my  own. 


Can  scarce  sustain  to  think  our  part 

To  thinrmy  scenic  hour  for  ever  '     Here,  then,  adieu !  while  yet  some 
p^x        ''  well-graced  parts 

And  that  these  valued  phiudits  arc  '  ^^^  ^^  ^^  »^^i*^^t  favourite  in  your 

last  I         hearts. 

Why  should  we  part,  while  still  some  :  ^>'  *i"^*,^  *°  ^^  forgotten,  even  when 

powers  remain,  ^^^  ^^«^  ^^  ^^^^^  ^^^  younger 

That  in  your  service  strive  not  yet  in 

vain? 
Cannot  high    zeal   the  strength  of 

youth  supply, 
And  sense  of  duty  fire  the  fading  eye; 


younger 

men: 
And  if  your  bosoms  own  this  kindly 

debt 
Of  old  remembrance,  how  shall  mine 

forget — 
0,  how  forget  I — ^how  oft  I  hither  came 


And  all  the  wrongs  of  age  remain  .  ,  J         .        ,  ,  ^^ 

subdued  ^  ^  In  anxious  hope,  how  oft  retum'd 

Beneath  the  burning  glow  of  grati-  I  tt^J''^^^  iomel  .    ,    .,. 

tude  ?  I  How  oft  around  your  circle  this  weak 

Ah  no !— the  taper,  wearing  to  its    rr       ^       -,    •         _x  i    oi    i. 

close  Has  waved    immortal    Shakspeare 


s 


Oft  for  a  space  in  fitfiU  lustre  glows; '  ,p.,,  ,?^"?^^iiT'^^;   r-       •    *• 
But  all  too  soon  the  transient  gleam  ,  ™Jt        ^^fs^' o^^n«Pi«tion  came, 
jjg    j^g^ ^  And  I  have  felt,  and  you  have  fann  d 

It  cannot  be  renewed,  and  will  not  *^®  ^*™^' 


last; 


By  mem'ry  treasured,  while  her  reign 

^''^  waJe  ^^'  ^''^'  "^^  gratitude,  can    Thos?  Ws  must  live-and  aU  their 
But  short-lived  conflict  with  thefrosts  '         ^^^^'"^  ^^^  y°^«- 

of  age.  I     O  favour'd  Land,  renown*d  for  arts 

Yes !  it  were  poor,  remembering  what '         and  anus, 

I  was.  For  manly  talent,   and    for  female 

To  live  a  i^ensioner  on  your  applause,  chaniis. 

To  drain  the  dregs  of  your  endur-   Could  this  full  bosom  prompt  the 

ance  dry,  sinking  line. 

And  take,  as  alms,  the  praise  I  once   What  fervent  benedictions  now  were 

could  buy;  thine  I 

Till  every  sneoing  youth  aronnd  in-  But  my  last  part  is  play'd,  my  knell 

qidx«B»  is  rung. 
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VflieD  e'en  jour  praise  falls  foltoring 

from  my  touRue; 
And  all  thai  you  can  hear, or  I  can  tell. 
Ib — Friende  and  Patrons,  hail]  anil 

PiaBlOCWEIJ.1 

LINES, 


The  Bhiiae  that  ialiis  gnidinu  star. 
^yith  nwa  his  fc>otste|iM  print  \be  mad 
WliichUielOTedAointofvorahastitid. 
As  near  Le  dmwa,  and  ytt  more  ntjor, 
His  dim  eye  npiirklcs  wilh  a  tour; 
The  Gothic  ftmei  unwonted  show. 
The  cborul  L,riiiu,  the  tniivr's  rIow, 
Oppri'^  Lisuoal;  while  they  delight 
Anil  chasten  niiilure  with  afiriKht. 
Ifo  longer  dare  he  think  his  toil 
Can  merit  na(;hthi.4  imtrciQ's  Emile; 
Too  light  ttiiiicars  tliu  dtsttiiit  way. 
The  ciiilly  eve,  the  Bullry  diiy  — 
All  tliOKO  t-udiirpd  no  f:ivour  cLiim, 
Butuiurmiiring  tort  h  the  saintednam  c 
He  l.iyH  hJH  little  olTuriiig  down, 
And  only  deprotatos  el  Irovn. 

We,  too,  who  i)lv  thoTlinspian  iirt. 
Ott  fi'cl  Kiich  bodingti  of  thu  heart. 
And,  whin  our  ntuiost  iiowers   nre 

Btrain'd, 
Dare  liariUy  hope  your  favour  giiin'd. 
Mhe,wlio  from  Kistev  climea  lian  souglil 
The    nncitnt   land   where    'WalLicc 

Land  lontj  renonu'd  forarinKand  arts, 
And  conquering  eyes  and  (invintleBS 

heart  ri, — 
She,  QH  the  flntterings  hetf  avow, 
Focls  all  the  pilgrim's  temirs  ii-ip  ; 
Yet  sure  on  Ciilinlonian  [ilain 
The  Ktnng< T  nevitr  sued  in  viiin. 
'lis  1,-ourH  ttio  hohpituMc  task 
Topvetheni)plansoBhcdaronotaBk; 
And  thpy  who  liiil  the  pilifrim  speed. 
The  pi^nm'3  blessing  be  their  meed. 

THE  FORAY. 

The  last  of  our  steers  on  onr  board 
bus  been  spread. 

And  the  last  flask  of  w*ine  in  otu  gob- 
let is  red; 


Up !  up,  my  brave  kinameii  1   bdt 

swords,  and  begone  t — 
There  ore  dangers  to  dare,  and  there's 

spoil  to  Le  won. 
The  eyes,  that  so  lately  mii'd  ^anoes 

with  onrs, 
For  a  space  must  be  dim,  ae  tli^f 

gaze  from  the  towers. 
And  Ktrive  to  distiDgnish  thiongli 

tempest  and  gloom, 
The  ptuDC»  ot  the  eteed,  and  Uie  toaa 

of  the  plume. 
The  rain  is    descending,  the  wind 

rises  loud; 
And  tbe  moon  ber  red  bewjou  has 

vcilM  with  a  clond. 
'Tia  tbe  better,  my  mates !  for  the 

warder's  dull  eye 
Shall  in    cinfiilence    slomber,   nor 

dreum  wc  are  nigli. 
Our  Htceda  are  inipatient  1  I  hear  my 

blithe  Grey  1 
Tliero  is  life  in  his  hoof-clang,  and 

hope  in  his  neigh; 
Like  lhefl:ishof  ameteor,  the  glance 

Shall  mnrsball  yonr  march  through 

tbe  darkness  and  rain. 
The   drawbridge  has  dropped,    the 

bugle  has  blown; 
One   pledge  is   to    quaff   yet — then 

mount  and  begone  ! — 
To  their  honour  and  peace,  that  shall 

rest  with  the  shun  I 
To  their  health  and  their  glee,  that 

see  Tcviot  again ! 

L  I  X  E  fi, 
MOXSIEUK  ALEXANDBE,' 


Of  yore,  in  old  England,  it  was  not 

thought  good 
To    curry    two    visagea   nnder   one 


l.-iniidre,  tha   ocic 
At    \n   SooUand.    la 
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WliKt  should  folks  say  to  you  f  Trho 

have  taoee  such  ptentj, 
That  from  under  one  hood,  von  last 

night  Bbowed  us  twenty) 
Stand  forth,  arch  deceiyer,  and  tell  us 

in  tenth, 
Are  yon  hanilHOine  or  ngty,  in  age  oi 

in  yonth  ? 
Man,   woman,   or  child— a  dog  or  a 

Or  are  yoa,  at  ODce,  each  live  thing 

in  the  house  ? 
Each  live    thing  did   I  ask?— each 

dead  impleiuent,  too, 
A  workHbop  in   your  person, — saw, 

chine  I.  auil  screw  ! 
Above  all,  ore  you  one  individual?  I 

Tou  must  be  at  lest  Alexandre  and  Co. 
But  I  think  you're  a  troop — an  as- 


tnke  up  the  job  ; 
And  instead  of  lehearsing  yonr  won- 

dera  in  verse, 
Uust  read  you  the  Blot  Act,  and  bid 

you  disperse. 

EPITAPH  ON  MBS.  EB8KINE. 
Plun,  as  her  native  dignity  of  mind, 
Ariue  tbo  tomb  of  her  we  have  re- 

Unfl^w'd  and  stainless  be  the  maiblo 

Emblem  of  lovely  form  and  candid 

But,oh!  what  Birmbol  may  avail,  to  tell 
The  kindneBs.   wit,   and   sense,   we 


well  I 


What  Bciilpture  show  the  broken  ties 

of  life, 
Here  buried  with  the  parent,  friend, 

and  wife  1 


Sir  Wullcr  lull  a  kuuI 
to  iha  win  ■■(  nckiiuM 
ulhr'  but  atlfninh. 


„...t  beXniM 
If  lliatltvuuld 


unjiuiblj  b«  miMt  aprFealite  [u  thp  Ji-—-„ 
fonieueT  lubejHikl  In  pieAxirionnl  coin,  if  In 
anf,  lie  Btriiped  luiile  fur  a  fvv  niliiutFa.  sad. 

rniiD."  Tiir  linii  were  ])uliliiili«l  la  Ibo  £d- 
tabaryh  Ana-mt  Ittjitltr  lor  UH. 


Or  on  the  tablet  stamp  each  title  dear. 
By    which    thine    um,    EvrsnoA, 

claims  the  tear; 
Yet  taught,  by  thy  meek  saCerance, 

Patience  in   anguish,   hope  beyond 

the  tomb, 
Resign'd    though    sad,    this    votive 

verse  shall  flow, 
And  brief,  alas  I  aa  thy  brief  span 

GLEE  FOR  KINO  CHABLEB. 

Bhino  the  bowl  which  you  boast. 

Fill  it  up  to  the  brim  ; 
Tis  to  hi lu  we  love  most, 

And  to  all  who  love  him. 
Brave  gallants,  stand  up. 

An  d  avannt,  ye  base  carles  I 
Were  there  death  in  the  cup. 

Here's  a  health  to  King  Charles  ! 
Though  he  wonders  through  dan- 
gers, 

Unaided,  unknown. 
Dependent  on  strangers. 

Estranged  from  his  own ; 
Though  ^ia  under  our  breath. 

Amidst  forfeits  and  perils, 
Hear's  to  honour  and  faith, 

And  a  health  to  King  Chartee  I 
Let  such  honours  abound 

Am  the  time  con  afford. 
The  knee  on  the  ground, 

And  the  hand  on  the  sword; 
But  tbe  time  shall  come  round. 

When,    'mid    Lords,    Dukes,   and 
Earls, 


ONE  HOUB  WITH  THEB. 
A-t  hour  with  thee!— When  earliest 

Dapples  with  gold  the  eastern  Btey, 
Oh,  what  can  frame  my  mind  to  near 
The  toil  and  ttirmoit,  cark  end  core, 
New  griefs,  which  coming  hours  un- 


fold 
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One  hoiu  witb  theel  Wlieii burning   Ah.pootLonUe  t  Tbytraasure'sreft! 

June  I  know  not  if  bj  fores  or  theft, 

WavpB  his  red  flag  at  pitch  of  noon;     Or  pnrt  by  violence,  part  by  giil; 
What  sbiJl  repay  the  faithful  swain,    Bnt  luiBary  is  all  that's  left 
His  Liboar  oa  the  Baltrv  plain;  [  To  poor  Looise. 

And  more  than  cave  hi  sheltering   Let  poor  Louiee  some  aucconr  have ! 
Cool  foTerish  blood,  and  throbbing   ^^\^'\^r^^^^''^^^^,^'^rL 

**""  '-      one  hour  with  thee !  '  ^^  ^l^  h«.  grace.  «.!  earth  . 
One  hoar  with  theel-^VhPDBoaisset,  For  poot  LotiiHe. 

O,  what  can  teach  uie  tn  forget  I  

The  thankless  lahouM  of  the  clay;  I  CHANT  OVER  THE  DEAD. 
The  hopes,  the  winhes,  flung  away;  i  Viewless  EEtsence,  thin  and  bare, 
The  ini-reuaing  wants  and  lessening    Wellnigli  melted  into  ait; 

ElQiUH,  ,  Slill  with  fondness  hovering  near 

The  maater'a  pride,  who  scorns  my  ;  The  pjirthly   form   thou  once  didst 

paina?—  |         wear. 

One  honr  with  thee  1   „  ii        ■   ■     .   «■  i.. 
Jt^autio  npon  thy  pinion  s  flight, 

rrm?  T  IV  ni?  Tiimj  tyit'tutt       '  ^  ^^^  toursc  to  left  or  right; 
THE  LA\  OF  rOOlt  LOUSE.      ,  jjg  ,i,ou  dooiu'd  to  wiar  or  sink. 
Ah.  poor  I.oiiise  I     Tliu  liwlony  .lay   l'aii,e  upon  tlio  uwfiil  brink. 
She  r^aiii^  iri.in  cot  to  o  .siK.  i;ny;         ■  To  av.  a;;o  th.!  d  id  expcllinn 
And  still  1i.^r  vol-,'  and  vi.>l  wiy,  ' Th.o  uutim.lv  from  thv  dwdlino. 

Ah,  maids,  huware  th-  B-oo.lliind  way.    JIvstIc  f.ir.'o  tliou  sliidt' retain 

Thini  on  Ijinisc.    o\i  f.ia  blood  und  o'<t  the  brain. 

Ah.  poi.r  Lmiis..  I   The snn  vras  hijih.    When  the  f.irra  fuou  abalt  *»nT 

It  suiir.-bM  h.T  I'lii-.k,  it  dimmM  her   Mua  dark.n'd  on  thv  clwii^-  eye; 

e.ve.  Wh. -n  the  tiH<tKtep  th<in  sh.ilt  hear, 

The  wiKiiUand   walls   was   cool  and   That  lurillM  uikiu  thy  dving  ear; 

ninh. 
Where  birds  with  chiuiiiii 

To  cheer  Louise.    _,    'P^"-''' 

The  wounds  renew   their    cjotter  d 
Ah,  jKior  Louise!     The  Hiivaije  bear  tlo'i^l. 

llade  ne'er  tlint  lov.'lv  uruvt-  bis  liiir;    Anil  everv  drop  orv  blood  for  blood. 
The  wnlv.s  iu.il.'st  not  i»itb.sso  fair—  -  '  — ' — 

Lut  better  far  hH.|  su.'b  been  thet.!      |        yeH.  TllOf  M.U'ST  SIGH. 

lor  iK>or  Louise.   ^^^  ^,^^„  ^^^.^^.^^  ^j^,^^ 
Ah,  poor  Louise!    In  womlv  w..ld      '  And  \:i.>\ 
She  iiift  a  html^^nan  fair  and  b..1d;     I  At  Btr.>:i 
His  b>ildrick  was  «S  silk  and  p>ld.       ,         [;r>r 
And  many  a  witebint;  luJe  hi-  told         Tliv  i:i\- 

To  iHH.r  LouiiO.  And  ilio 
All.  poor  Ixinise  \  Smidl  emie  (o  pins  Yrs.  l.iv 
Hadst  llion  fortreitMuri'S  of  ti.e  miuL-:  Xaii  wlii 
For  i.iiu  r  of  luiml.  tiuit  Hitt  d!\ in",  Ur, 

And  spotless  iunuci'm-c.  wi'r<- thin-,    ISid   ilie   tjrfy  monk   his  soul  i; 

Ah,  iioor  Ljuisu  I  luntter. 
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And  the  deep  bell   its    death-tone 

Thy  Ufe  is  gone. 

Be  not  afraid.  '^■ 

"TiH  liut  a  pimg,  and  then  a  thrill, 

A  fever  fit,  and  theu  a  cliiU; 

And  then  an  end  of  human  ill, 

For  thou  art  ileail. 

OH,  ISOLD  AND  BLUE. 
Oa.  Bold  .mil  True, 
In  bounot  l)liio, 

That  f.'.^r  or  f.-lauhood  never  knew; 
\VhoMi  hi'itrt  wits  InyTil  to  hiu  word, 
Whone   hiind    was    faithful    to    hii 

Seek  Europo  wide  from  Ben  to  sea, 
lint  bonnj  illne-cap  still  for  me  ! 
I've  Been  Almnin's  pronil  champions 
Have  Roon  the    gallant   knights  of 

TJnri villi' il  with  the  BworJ  and  lance— 
Have  sein  the  buus  of  En^tlond  tme 
Wield  tho  brown  bill,  and  bead  the 

Search  I'mnce  tho  fair  and  England 

free, 
Jint  Ixinny  Rlue-cap  alill  for  me  I 

50N(i  OP  THE  JUDGES  OF  THE 

bECRET  TItIltUN.tL. 
SlEiHtTJiEns  of  Rood  and  evil, 
liringlhe  squiire,  the  line  (lie  levi 
Itenr  thii  altar,  dig  the  trench, 
Jilood   both  Btona  and    ditch  shall 

CnbitH  nix.  from  end  to  end, 
MllHt  the  fut;d  bench  e^itend,  — 
Cubits  six,  from  si.le  to  Hide, 
jDdt;u  and  culprit  must  divide. 
On  the  e;i>'t  lli.i  Court  cuiseuibles. 
On  tho  west  the  Aci*used  trembles — 
Answer,  brc'thrin,  alt  and  one. 
Is  the  ritual  rightly  done? 


On  life  and  sold, .. 

One  for  alt,  and  all  fir  one, 

We  warrant  tliis  is  rightly  done. 


Judges. 
I  Bow  wears  the  night?— DoUi  morning 

In  early  radiance  on  the  Bhine  ? 
What  m  usic  floats  upon  his  tide  ? 
Do  birds  the  tordj  morning  chide? 
Brethren,   look  out  from    bill   and 

And   answer  trae.   How  wean  the 
night? 

The  night  is  old;  on  Bhine's  brood 

Glance  drowsy  stars  which  long  to 

No  beams  ore  twinkling  in  the 

There  is  a  voice  upon  the  flood. 
The  stem  still  caU  of  blood  for  blood: 
Tis  time  we  listen  the  behest. 

Up.  then,  up  1    When  day's  at  rest, 

'Tis  Ume  that  such  as  we  ar« 

watchers ; 

Itisc  to  jud;{ment,  brethren,  rise  I 

Vengeance  knows  not  sleepy  eyes. 

He  and  night  are  malchera. 

BONOS  FHOII  THE  DRAMAS. 


blood  and  bone. 


empcHt  HBt  the  load 

On  its  gulo  the  caRlo  rides; 
When  tho  ocean  rolls  the  proudest, 

Throngh   the   foam    the   sea-bird 
glides- 
All  the  rage  of  wind  and  sea 
Is  subdued  by  constancy. 
Gnawing  want  and  Hickness  pining, 

All  the  ills  that  men  cmlnre; 
Each  their  various  piings  combining 

Constuncy  con  Und  a  cure — 
Pain,  and  tear,  aud  Poverty, 
Are  subdued  by  constancy. 
Bar  me  from  e.ich  wontc^l  pleasnre. 

Moke  mo  abject,  meuti,  and  poot; 
Heap  on  insults  withimt  nioBsare, 

Chain  me  to  a  dungeon  floor — 
I'll  bo  iLippy,  rich,  and  free. 
If  cndoweil  with  oooslanoy. 


8C0TTS  POETICAL    WOBKH. 


Wees  friends  are  met   o'er  meirry 

And  lovely  eyes  are  IftngliinB  near, 
And  in  the  gciblptH  bosom  cltfir 
Tho  ciiri'B  of  liny  aro  drowneil; 
Wbca  pUQH  are  luadu.  and  bniupera 

And  wild  Wit  Khoota  liia  roving  shaft. 

AntHIi  rtb  bisj  cilia  1  Inu^k  Iiiuilaii^'b  e  d , 

Tbi'U  it  our  bancjuit  crowned, 

Tben  is  our  banquet  rruwned. 
When  kIubm  art  aunij,  and   catches 

trolU'd. 
And  IiiisUfiilncss  gronrs  lirigbt  and 

bold, 
And  beuiity  U  no  lun^ier  eoVX, 

And  avfi  no  lon'^rr  dull ; 
Ti'hvn  pliiiiui  v.fi  brill',  ■.iM<X  cocks  do 


Tln'U  is  ou 

(,... 

mil. 

Tbon  is  on 

r  f.  ^is 

a' 

li  !;,i 
mil. 

Joy  to  Ibi'  1 

ct-^rc 

. 

!...  a, 

tw  of  ol 

JoVt'oih.'r 
Glory -^  IT  .u 

'  :;,..■ 

Ill 

but; 
i  l:i. 

lu'i^lumU 

Grni'r'.'.'"" 

n  lie 

Tf 

und 

vii-torioa 

m  K.'x 

|U 

i:>iril 

^- 

JJnrsliiiT, 

!'\'','i;;..i-b  f„c 

Boldlj;  this  morning, 
Bodeiic's  power  sconiing. 
Well  for  their  chieftain  their  blades 

did  they  wield ; 

Joy  blest  them  dying. 
As  Maltin^n  flying. 
Low  laid  hia  banners,  oar  oonqnest 
ftdoniing, 
Their  death -clouded  eyeballs  descried 

on  tho  £eld ! 
Xov  to  our  home,  the  proud  mansion 
of  Aspen, 
Bend  we,  gay  victors,  triumphant 

Their  enuh  fond  damsel,  har  gallant 

>ing, 

the  fmy. 

Li-^tvniDg  llii!  prancing 
Of  Liirscrt  u'lvuncing; 

E'cnnowou  thu  turret  a  our  wwdens 
appear. 

Lore  inir  hiarta  wnrming, 
Konj;*  the  uit;ht  charming. 

Itound  i.'oesthL'({nipi:  in  the  goblet 


nd    hon 


'   blithe 


What   makes   tho   troopers'  frozen 
roHKigf  muHtiri' 
Th  ■  grapfs  of  juice  diYine. 
Upon  thi-llhiue.  upon  the  Khino  they 

Oh,  bi,>,scd  be  the  Khine ! 


L(,'t  frinui'  and  furs,  a: 


ildroiit  thcn.ir  palmto 
Mrri.T,  tri,.  :..lh..vor  nf    1 


Wh.n  tlie  n 
toiilhc  Rlifi 


3c-;,  .  (■■„■  l,.l-..;.i  I 

l-..|.i,!"v! 

n..dlb    lu    >.;ir    n-nui 


l.lLSsedbethellhine; 
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THE  "WILD  HUOT'SMAN.* 


DUhalluircd  unuaenicnt  on  the  Sablwili.  nnd  olher 
•ccompaniMl  IC  wUh  tin  miMt  upkesrU-or  ogii 
his  TOHolaifa.    Wben  tbii  ucoiul  !IiniR>d  <li 


A] 


J  folio 


n  ot  the 


WlldjmiTe 


-,ors8»  mon  •nor,  •nd  rioYor  Mrfroilj  rpoovered  the  pmonal  efliou  ofthli 

shostlT  ereeltng.     Thli  tale,  lliDogh  told  <r  1th  ioiiib  Tarl&tloiM,  li  unl     - 

aUovcrGernir  — 


Chaufur  ] 
ilienallr  beliered 
vho  InfeMvd  tt 


jnsecrflted  to  relJ^loaB  _— ,, 

llio  poor  peiimnu  who  wore  onder 
9  uilopied  a  giipeniitlon,  roanded 

iDifon  UBiiimijyHrHJiiBuiHwuiuBuuDUHaeiiru  j]i  Ljia  dciithof  a  CvrmaD  fumt- ilur^ 

badlencaoftlU'itiKht.    Thej  oopceitod  tht^  tiiil  heard  tba 

ia.  niiii  iIhi  m>l1.biirnvn  cheer  of  the  deo*a««l  huater.  ihe  ton 
hea  beftTfl  ihfl  gomp.  tte  pack,  and 

\n\vh  the  tipcclni  Huntimnn  cfacemi   In.'-  bnundi.  he  miild  u 
"Glaekiatalkcabarghl"  [Good  ipott  to  \t. 
■port I"  aiiiwcrvd  a hunne luici- 1  "Ihoaiiiult 

"  ■■' "-It  «eemeil  to  be  a  liuire  plecs  of  fo 

"  r,  and  novor  mKi 

fl,  Ihoogh  told  with  Knna  Tnrlatknu, 

The  Frvncli  had  a  ■imilar  tradllba  ooncernlng  aD  al 
of  FuuntoiubJoau. 

The  ■Wililgrave  winflH  his  bugle  horn, 
To  borsc,  to  tiorae  !  h&lloo,  halloo ! 
Hia  fiery  conrser  sDUffs  the  mom. 
And  througlDg    BerfB    theii   lord 
pursue. 
The  «agor  pack,  from  couples  freed. 
Dash  through  (he  brush,  the  brier, 
the  brake; 
While  answering  hound,  and  horn, 
and  Kteed, 
The    mountain    echoes    startling 


lad   i)ni 
gold, 


But    Btiil    the    Wildgrave    onward 

Hidloo,  halloo  1  and,  hark  again  1 

When  BiJiirrinK  from  opposing  Bides, 

Two  Htmnger  Horsemen  join  the 


Who  was    each  Stranger,   left   and 


The  left,  the  swarthy  hne  of  heU. 
The  ri^bt-hand  Horseman  yoong  and 

His  imile  was  like   the  mom  of 
May; 
The  left,  from  eye  of  tawny  glare. 
Shot  midnight    lightoing^    lurid 
ray. 

He  waved   his  huntHman's   cap   on 

Cried,  "  Welcome,  welcome,  noble 
lord! 
What  sport  can  earth,  or  sea,  or  aky. 
To  match  the  princely  chase,  af- 
ford?" 
'  Cease  thy  load  bugle's   changing 
knell,'' 
Cried  the  fair  youth,  with  silver 


SrOTTS  POETICAL    WORKS. 


"To-day,   the  ill-omen'd  chase   for- 

Ton  bell  yet  BmnmonB  to  the  fane; 
To-dny  the  WBrning  Hjiirit  Leor, 
To-morrow  thou  lunyEt  moom  in 

"Away,  and  sweep  the  glniles  along  '," 
The  Sable  Hunter  lioaree  replies; 
'     '    '^  luonliB  leave  mutin- 


And  ijollf,  and  books,  and  myster- 

The   AViMgrave  apurt'd  hia  ardent 

And,    lanuching   forward   with   a 

"WLo,    for   thy    drowsy   priestlike 


Sec,  where  yon  simple  fences  meet, 
A  Qdd  with  Antninn's  bleaBii^s 
crown'd; 
3ee,prostrate  at  ths  WUdgrave'B  feet, 
A    baabandmaii    with    toil   em- 
brown "d; 

Kpai 
ery, 
•'Earn'd  by  the  Bweat  these  brom 
have  ponr'd, 
In  Kforching  hoar  of  fierc*  July." 
Earnest    the    right-hand     Stranger 

The  IvCt  t-till  cheering  to  the  prey  ; 
The    inipetuons    Earl    no   wamii^ 

Bat  furious  holds  the  onward  way. 

"  Aw.iy,  thon  honnd!  bo  bnsely  bom, 

Or  (Ireiiil   the   scourge's    echoii^ 


\V«ll  lj;i.,i  lh«u  spokcniv  dark-lire 
fii.'nd: 
HaUoi.,  h.illoo:  find.  Iwrknwai 


And  '111  the  left  find  nn  the  rii^l.l, 
liiu'h  Stiuuy,-r  ll^ir«>i.i;.n  followed 

Blill. 

I'p    Rprinys,   from   vondtr  tiiugled 
lb.n;i." 
A  blug  luoro  white  than  nionntniu 

And   louder   rimy    tUc  Wildgrave's 

■'JI;.rk'  firwiird,   ti.ro-nrd!    holia. 


Iln   pnisi.s  tlie  thuiid.r 

Unt.livowhnfim.  ordi.rv 
.Still,  "i'Dniiird,  for\snrd 


So  wiid,  fco  dono:-  A  Kingle  bound 
;     Clo:irs  the  iiooi  LtbuuriT's  humble 

Wild  follows  miin,   nnd  horse,  nnd 
boil  lid. 
lAW  d.iil;  Diei'iiiber's  stormy  gale. 
.    And  iii^iri  :md  burse,  nnd  hound  and 

P.->!;rmliTL'  sweep  tbe  fiold  along  ; 
;    Whil..,  j,.yiriy  o  .-r  tbr  wasted  corn, 
Pt'll  riiiitinii  iiiarkA  tbe  maddening 
liming. 
Agsin  iipr.>nstil.  the  timorous  prey 
S.:'>iivs  moss  und  moor,  and  holt 
iLiid  bill: 
;   Ilnrd  run,  li.'  f.-elshis  strrn':lh  deear. 
And  Inisls  fur  life  his  KiiupU  shill. 
d;in(.'f'ri<ii4  solitude  api>earM  : 
i>s<ckstb>'sliettt'rDf the  crowd; 
■I  till-  tloek's  diimcstiu  herd 
is  liiirmli'ss  head   be  hopes   t«i 
t;brond. 
muss  and  moor,  and  holt  and 
hill. 
in  track  the  i«teiidy  bluod-hoonds 
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t  bmte  has  rigbte  to 

.     Wliich.    wrong'd    bj    crnelty,    or 
Fall  Jowly  did  tbo  herdsman  fall;—    \         pride, 

■•  0  apHre,  thou  nohlo  Boron,  t^iiaie   Draw    venaeance   on    the    mthloBs 


Theao 


rel"- 


£ameHt     the     right'hond     Stranger 

Tbn  left  still  cheerin;;  t]  the  prey  ; 

The  Earl  nor  prayer  nor  pity  heeds. 

lint  furious  ke«ps  the  onward  way. 


And  tlimiigh  tho  herd,   in  rathlees 
He  uhccrs  his  fnrions  honndatogo. 


Be    wam'd  at   length,    and   tnm 
m\l    the   Fair   Honieman     aniions 

The  Black,  wild  whooping,  points 
the  prey  :  - 
Alns  !  tlio  Eiirl  no  wnming  heeds. 

lint  frantic  ku('[iij  the  f<>rw[LrJ  way. 
"  Holy  or  nol,  or  right  or  wmnK, 

Tliy  nlinr.  and  itn  ritfs,  I  sjiuin  ; 
Nut  Kainled  imittyrs'  Bai'red  song, 

Kot  G'ld  hiuiBolC,   shall  make  me 

He  spars  his  horse,  he  winds  his 
"  Hark    forward,   forward,    hiilla, 

But  off,  on  whirlwind's  pinions 
Tiio  Btiig.  the  hnt,  the  hermit,  go. 

,Uid 


nd. 


:by 


For 


r    of  tho  chase,   was 
d   howls,   and  hugle- 
A  di'adly  silence  rci^nM  alone. 


With  blood  besmcar'il,    and    white 

White  the  big    tears  of   ongnish 

ponr,  !      Ho  strove  iti  vain  to  wakii  his  horn, 

He  seeks,  amid  the  forest's  clooin, 
The    hnnihle     hermit's     liallow'd 

Bot  man  and  horse,  and  horn  and    lie  listens  for  his  truxty  hounds 


In  viiin  to  call  :  fur  _ 
Conlil  from   hia  » 


attling  on  bis  traces  ro  ; 
"Hark  away!  nml,  holla,  ho!" 

is  altar,  and  forbear  t 


His 


reached  hia  cms: 

to  tlie  ijronDd. 
The  quickening  spur  nnoiiudfbl 

Still  dark  and  darker  frown  llie 
shad.'s. 

D.irk  as  thi>  darkncM  of  tho  grave : 
And  nut  a  sound  the  KtiU  innules, 

Save  what  a  distant  torrent  gave. 
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High  o'et  the  sumer's  humbled  bead 
At  length  the  Bolemu  Bileuce  broke ; 

And,  from  a  cloud  o(  swarthy  red. 
The  airftil  voice  of  thnader  spoke. 

"Oppressor  of  creation  fait  \ 
Apoetate  Spirits'  hardeo'd  tool  1 

Scomer   of    God !    Sconrge   of   the 


1  for  e 


c  through  the 


u  the  affrighted  wild  ; 

And  let  tbj  fate  inntnict  the  prond, 

God's   meanest   oreAtore     is    his 

chUd."' 

Twaa  huHh'd :— One  flash,  of  sombre 

glare, 

With  jellow   tinged    the    forests 

Upro«e  theWililgrave's  bristling  hair, 
And  horror  chill'd  taoh  nerve  and 

Coldpoar'd  the  Hwent  in  freezing  rill; 

A  nsin*!  wind  begun  to  Bini;; 
And  Kiuder.  louder,  londer  still, 

Bronght  storm  and  tempest  on  its 

Earth  heard  the  cull ; -her  entrails 
rend  : 
From  vawniny  rifts,  with  many  a 
yell." 
Mii'd     with     sali>hureon3     flnnie-s, 
ascend 
The  misbegotten  dogs  of  helL 


I  may  I  gnesa,  but  dare  not 
t«U; 
His    eye    like   midnight   lighbiuig 

^loWB, 

Hia  steed  the  swarthy  hue  of  helL 
The   WildgraTe  flies  o'er  hnah  and 

With  many  a  shriek  of  helpleas 
Behind  him  honnd,   and  horse,  and 

And,  "Hark  away,  and  holla,  ho  !" 
With  wild  despair's  reverted  cj  o, 

Close,  close  behind,  be  marks  the 
throns. 
With  bloody  fangs  and  eager  ciy ; 

In  frantic  fear  nc  scours  along.— 
StUl,   stiU   shall    laat    the    dreadful 


This  13  the  horn,  and  hound,  and 
horse. 

That  oft  the  lated  peasant  hears  ; 
Apall'd,  ho  signs  the  frequent  cross, 

When  the  vild  din  invades  bis  ears. 
The  vnlieful  priest  oft  drops  a  tear 

For  human  pride,  for  hnman  woe, 
Whi'D.   nt  Ills  uijdnight   mass,     he 

The  infernal  cry  of,  "Holla,  ho  I" 


Bold  knights  and  fwr  dameH. 

huri)  give  an  ear. 
Of  love,  ..nd  of  war,  and  of 

And  jriu   haply    niny   sigh, 


THE  FHIE  KING. 

my ' And 


lidst 


t  Albert. 


that  lady,  the  tear  in 

nndtr  i  And  see  von  that  palmer,  from  Pales- 
tine's land. 

11  the    The  Khi-H  on  biM  hat,  au.l  the  staS  in 
his  hand? — 

d  fair  I 

,  "Now  palmer,   grey  palmer,  O  tell 
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And  how  BOM  the  varfare  by  Oali- 

lea'B  slnnd  ? 
And  how  fare  our  noblea,  the  fiover 

of  the  land?" 
"O  well  goes  the  warfare  bj  Galilee's 

Toi  Gilead,  and  Nablous,  and  Ramab 

And  well  fiire  our  nobles  by  Mount 

Lebanon, 
For  the  Heathen  haTS  lost,  and  the 

CbristiauH  have  won," 
A  fair  chain  of  gold  'mid  her  ringlets 

there  hong; 
O'et  the  palmer's  grey  locks  the  fair 

chain  has  she  llung: 

le  thy  fee. 
For  the  news  UiOQ  has  brought  from 

the  Holy  Coontrie. 
"And,  palmer,  good  palmer, by Oal- 

d  brare  ? 
When  the  Cresoent  went  back,  and 

the  Red-crosB  rash'd  on, 
O  saw  ye  him  foremost  on  M^nnt 

Lel^on  ?"— 
"  O  lady,  fail  lady,  the  tree  gieen  it 
0  lady,  fair  ladj,  the  stream  pttre  it 
Tom  caxtle  atanda  strong,  and  your 


Bnt, 


hope 


nhipli 

fairlady,all  blossoms  to  die, 
"The  green  botigha  they  wither,  the 

thunderbolt  falls. 
It  leaves  of  your  castle  but  levin- 

Bcorch'd  walla; 
The  pare  stream  mns  muddy;  the 

gay  hope  is  gone; 
Connt  Albert  is  prisoner  on  Mount 

Lebanon." 
O  she's  ta'en  a  horse,  ahonld  be  fleet 

at  her  speed; 
And  she's  ta'en  a  sword,  shonld  be 


Small  thongbt  had  Connt  Albert  on 

fair  RoHalie, 
Small  thoaght  on  bis  faith,  or  his 

knighthood,  bad  he; 
Abeathenish  damsel  his  light  heart 


"  0  Christinn,  brave  Christian,  my 

love  wouldst  then  be. 
Three  things  must  thou  do  ere  I 

hearken  to  thee: 
Oar  lawn  and  our  worship  on  thee 

sholt  thon  take ; 
And  this  thou  shalt  first  do  forZnlo- 

"And,  neit,  in  tbe  caveni,  where 

bums  evermore 
The  mystical  flame  which  the  Onrd- 

Alone,  and  in  silence,  three  nights 

sholt  thou  wake ; 
And  ibis  thou  shalt  next  do  for  Zule- 

"And,  lost,  thou  sholt  aid  as  with 
counsel  and  band, 

To  drive  the  Frank  robber  from  Pal- 
estine's lat.d  ; 

For  luy  lord  and  my  love  thenCoont 
Albert  I'll  take. 

When  all  this  is  accomplish'd  for 
Zulema's  sake." 

He  has  thrown  by  his  helmet,  and 

cross- handled  sword, 
Benoiincing  his  knighthood,  denying 

He  has  ta'en  the  green  caftan,  and 

turbnn  put  on, 
For  the  love  of  the  maiden  of  fair 

Lebanon. 

And  in  the  dread  cavern,  deep  deep 
under  ground, 

'Which  Qfty  steel  gat«s  and  steel  por- 
tals surround. 

He  hiis  watch'd  until  daybreak,  bnt 
sight  saw  ho  none,  , 
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Amazed  was  tLc  PriuceBS,  the  Soldon 

nmozed, 
Sore  luanunr'd   the    prieeta    oi    oc 

Albert  tLi-y  Riized: 
The;  Benrcli'd  ull  Lis  gnrmeulH,  and. 

under  Lin  weeds. 
They  fnund,  imd  look  from  him.  Lis 

rosary  hcudn. 
Again  in  the  cavern,  deep  deep  under 

ground, 
He  wiiteLM  tLe  Ltne  night,  while  the 

v'ind  whiKtl.><l  roand; 
For  nIT  wns  tLcir  muminr.  it  came 

not  umrc  nigh. 
The    tl;imo    liiini'il    unmoved,    and 

nought  elsi-  dill  ho  wpy. 


Loud    1 


I    111-' 


nils  of   th. 


And,  borne  on  the  blast,  came  the 

dread  Fire-King. 
Fnll  Rore  rock'd  the  cavern  wfaene'er 

ho  drew  nifiL, 

The  fire  on  Ibe  altar  blazed  bicker- 
ing nud  high; 

In  volcanic  explosions  the  moQD tains 
proehiiui 

The  drendfiil  approach  of  the  Mon- 
arch of  Flame, 

UnmenHnrod  in  height,  undistin- 
guisLd  in  form, 

Hifibrenth  itwns  lightning,  hia  voice 

I  V'COD  the  htout  heart  of  Count  A!- 

When  he  unv  in  his  terrors  the  Mon- 
arch of  Flame. 

In  his  hand  ti  lirond  falchion  bliie- 

ttliinmer'il  throui^h  smoke, 
.Vnd  Mi'iiiil  I.c'haiiDii  shook  as  the 

"With  (his  l>r:inrt  shitlt  thon  con- 


lltV.u"l..nl  tolTioCroKi 


nd  the 


;l1,  wboVadehiii 


■ondi'd  Arm  gives  the 
the  charmed 
tant.  and  faint 
hirlwind,   the 


his  kn. 


was  har-lonM,  liis   .bid  I 
'of  the  lliiiden  of   tViiii 


niM  him  the  Pay- 
vc.M  f:Jsc.  yet  his 
wnx'd  faint,  and 
commanded  on 


I.?  nrcLwav,   th..    From  I.-I.anon"s  forest  to   Gulilee'd 
lm,k-.       ■  Wiivo, 

II  till- 1'.  iiir  jioiuls    TLe  s^n  U  of  Simnar  drank  the  blood 
■l,ro:.d,  ofthi'l.r.ve; 

■1  portiU  to  ruttle    Till  tlie  Kni^Lt^  of  the  Temple,  and 
KnigLtii  of  Saint  John, 
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The  wai-cTmbals  clatter'd,  the  tmm- 
cets  replied. 

The  loucea  were  conch'd,  and  they 
closed  on  each  side ; 

And  horsemen  and  honee  Connt  Al- 
bert o'erthrew. 

Till  he  piereod  the  thiek  tumult 
King  Baldwin  nnto. 

Against  tho  chanuM  blnde  vhicb 
Connt  Albert  did  wield, 

The  fence  b:;)  been  Tcin  of  the 
Eing'B  Red'CTDsa  ebieltl; 

Bnta  Fnge  tlimst  him  forward  the 
monarch  before, 

And  cleft  the  proud  tnrban  the  rune- 
gad  e  wore. 

So  fell  was  the  dint,  that  Cottot  Al- 
bert btoop'd  low 

Before  (be  erohs'd  shield,  ti>  his  etoel 
saddlebow ; 

And  Ecirce  hod  he  bent  to  the  Bed- 
CIOS8  hia  head, — 

"Bonne  Grace,  A'otre  I>ame.'"be  un- 
wittingly said. 

Sore  aigb'd  Ihocharm'd  sword,  tor  its 

It  sprung  from  his  gmap.  and  waa 

never  seen  more; 
Bnt  ttno  men  bare  said,   that  the 

Jightiung's  red  wing 
Did  Tfaft  back  the  brand  lo  the  dread 

Fire-King. 

Be  clonch'd  his  set  teeth,   and  hia 

gaiintlcted  liond; 
He  stretch'd,  with  one  buffet,  that 

Pa[^e  on  the  Blrnnd; 
As  back  from  the  alripling  thebnikuu 

caaqno  roU'd, 


Yon  might  aee  the  bine  eyes,  and 

the  ringlets  of  gold. 
Short  time  had  Connt  Albert  in  hor- 

ror  to  Bfare 
On  those  death-swimming  eyebatlit, 

anJ,  blood-clotted  hnir  ; 
For  down  came  the  Templars,  like 

Ccilron  in  flood. 
And  dyed  their  long  lances  in  Sara- 

The  Saracenn.  Curdmans,  and  Ishma- 

elites  yield 
To  the  scallop,  the  Baltier,  and  crosa- 

bted  shield  ; 
And  the  eagles  were  gorged  with  the 

infidel  dead, 
From  Betbaaida'a  fountains  to  Naph- 


i   Bethaaida's 


thuli'shead. 
The  battle  i 

pLiin.—  ^ 

Oh,  who  is  yon  Paynim  lies  stretch'd 

midtbohlnin? 
Anil  who  is  yon  Page  lying  coldat  hia 

Oh,  w-lio  but  Count  Albert  and  fair 

nowdio ! 
The   Lady    was   buried   in  Salem's 

bless 'd  bound, 
The  Count  be  was  left  to  the  vulture 

and  hoTind; 
Her  sou!  to  high  mercy  Our  Lady  did 

H  went  oa  the  bl^st  to  the  dread 

Fire-Kicg. 
Yet  laany  a  minstrel,  in  harping,  can 

tell. 
How  tbe  Red-cross  it  eonqucr'd,   the 

Ccise.ulitfell: 
And  hirils  nnd  i;ny  lad ica  Lave  aigb'd, 

Diid  their  f;lee, 
the  talc  of  Count  Albert  and  fair 

Itnaalie. 


FEEnEKIOK  AUD  ALICE. 

Joying  in  his  jJtnn 


Over  mountain,  i 
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Helpless,  min'd,  left  forlorn, 

Lovely  Alice  vept  alone: 
MoQTU'd  o'lT    love'a    fond 

Hope,    and    peace,     and    honouT 

Mark  bcr  breast's  conTnlsive  throbs  ! 

See,  the  teai  of  angQisb  flown  !  — 
Mingled  kooq  with  bursting  sobs, 

Load  the  laugh  of  frenzy  rose. 

Wild  she  cnreeil,  nnd  wild  sho.  pray'd ; 

Seven  long  days  nnd  nightu  are  o'er ; 
Death  in  pity  broiti^ht  his  aid, 

As  the  Tillage  beli  struck  four. 

Far  from  het,  and  fur  from  Prance, 

Faitlik-BB  I'redtrkk  onward  rides  ; 

Mnrkini;,  blitlie.dieinomintE'sglnnce 

ALmtling  o'er  the  mountain's  sides. 

Heard  ve  nr>t  the  bmlingsonnd. 
Aslh,   ■  .... 


To  the  portAl,  dank  and  low. 

Fast  fiisBteed  the  wojtdiTer bound: 

Down  a  ruin'd  etoircaGe  alow, 
Next  his  darkling  nay  he  vonnd. 

Lon^  drear  Tanlts  before  In""'  lie  I 
Glimmering    lights    are    Been    U> 

■'  rii'SBod  Mary,  hear  my  cry  ! 

Deign  a  ainncr'a  steps  to  guide  I" 
Often  lost  their  qnivering  beam. 

Still  the  lights  move  slow  before. 
Till  they  rest  their  ghostly  gleam 

Itight  against  BD  iron  door. 
ThnDdering  voices  from  within, 

Miz'd  witn  peals  of  liinghter,  rose; 
As  tlie;  fell,  a  solemn  strain 

Lent  its  wild  and  vondrons  close .' 


Starts  the  steed,  p 


Desperate,  as  liis  terrors  rise. 
In  the  kti-i'tl  the  t^piir  he  llides; 

From  hiiiiMaf  in  vain  ho  flies; 
Anxious,  rostleES,  on  he  rides. 

Seven  long  days,  nnd  seven  long 
niijhts, 

Wild  he  wandcr'd,  woe  the  while  1 
CctsrlesR  care,  nnd  eauseless  fright, 

I'rge  his  footsteps  many  a  mile. 


I  Hark  1  for  now  apolemn  knell 
I      Fuurtimeson  the  still  niijhtbi 
I    Four  timuH,  at  its  deadcn'd  sw  ' 
IiLelioes  from  the  ruins  spoki 
As  the  h'nylhcn'd  clnni^ 

Sluwly  o]ies  the  iron  door  t 
Stni^'':it  n  lianquet  met  Lis  ey< 


■11 


lint  n  funeral  d  form  it  w 


■el 


Weary,  wet.  and  npent  with  toil. 

^Vllero    his  head  Kbnll  Fredericlc  I 

bide?  I 


Ciirt  by  parent,  brother,  friend, 
I.ong   tiince    number'd    with  tbe 
dead  ! 
Aliee,  in  her  grave-clothes  bound. 

Ghastly  smiling,  pointt  a  seat; 
.  All  nrii^e,  with  thundering  sound; 
I     All  the  expected  stranger  greet- 
High  their  meagre  arms  they  wave, 
" of     welcome 


Welco 


iwell;- 


n 


ThiB  book  ahould  be  returned  to 
the  Library  oa  or  befbre  tbe  last  date 
Bttuapod  belovF. 

A  fine  of  are  centB  a  day  is  incaiTed 
by  retaining  It  beyond  tha  BpeoUled 
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Fleaae  return  promptly. 


